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THE EDITORS INTRODUCTION. 



Wawttog a bell for my church at San Vivaido, and hearing that 
ning ground in England, to the un- 
lent of the faitliful,! bethought my- 
obtain such effectual aid from the 
as weJlnigh to accomplish the 
'. of visiting that famous nation 
ot whose spirtiual prosperity we all entertain such animated hopes 
ooir that the clouds of ignorance begin to break and vanish, I re- 
solved that nothing on mj part should be wanting to so blessed a. 
consumnialioo. Therefore, while 1 am executing my mission in re- 
gard to the bell, 1 omit no Opportunity of demonstrating how much 
happier and peacefuUer are we who hve in unity than those who, 
abandoning the household of Faith, clothe themselves with shreds 
and warm themselves with shavings. 

Subsidiary to the aid 1 solicit, 1 brought with me, and here lay 1 
before the public, translated by the best hand t could afford to ' 
Certain Interviews of Messer Francesco Pelrarca and 
liovanni Uoccaccio, etc.," which, the bookseller 
ihould be entitled •' The Pentameron," unless I would return with 
nothing in my pocket. 1 am it^iorant what gave tliem this idea oE 
n^ intent, unless it be my deficiency in the language, for cer- 



binly I had come to no such resolution. Assurances are made to 
by the intelligent and experienced in such merchandise, that 
llw DUJiUKript is honestly worth from twenty-five lo thirty fran- 
nacooi, or dollars. To such a pitch hath England risen up again, 
within these few years, after all the expenditure of her protracted 

!■ there any true Italian, above all is there any worthy native of 
Ceruldo or San VivalHo, who revolveth not in his mind what a sur- 

K'se and delight it will be to Giovanni in paradise the first lime 
hear*, Instead of that cracked and jarring tumbril ( which must 
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have grated in his ear most grievously ever since its accident, and 
have often tried his patience J, just such another as he was wont to 
hear when he rode over to join our townspeople at ihe\r /es/af 
It will do his heart good, and make him think of old times; and 
perhaps he may drop a couple of prayers to the Madonna for whoso 
had a hand in it. 

Lest it should be bruited in England or elsewhere, that being in 
my seventieth year I have unadvisedly quitted my parish, " lond 
of*^ change," to use the blessed words ot Saint Paul, I am ready to 
show the certificate of Monsignore, my diocesan, approving of my 
vo)rage. Monsignore was pleased to think me capable of under- 
taking it, telling me that I looked hale, spoke without quavering, 
and, by the blessing of our Lady, had nigh upon half my teeth in 
their sockets, while, pointing to his own and shakinc^ his head, he 
repeated the celebrated lines of Horatius Flaccus, who lived in the 
reign of Augustus, a short time before the Incarnation, — 

" Non ebiir, sed horridtim 
Bucdl dehiscit in nidi lacuna I " 

Then, turning the discourse from so melancholy a topic, he was 
pleased to relate from the inexhaustible stores of his archaeolo- 
gical acquirements, that no new bell whatever had been consecrated 
in his diocese of Samminiato since the year of our Lord 1611 ; in 
which year, on the first Sunday of August, a thunderbolt fell into 
the belfry of the Duomo, by the negligence of Canonico Malatesta, 
who, according to history, in his hurry to dine with Conte Geronimo 
Bardi, at our San Vivafdo, omitted a word in the Mass. While he 
was playing at bowls after dinner on that Sunday, or, as some will 
have it, while he was beating Ser Matteo Filicaia at backgammon, 
and the younger men and ladies of those two noble families were 
bird-catcning with the civetta^ it began to thunder; and, within the 
evening, intelligence of the thunderbolt was brought to the Can- 
onico. On his return the day following it was remarked, says the 
chronicler, that the people took off their caps at the distance of only 
two or three paces instead of fifteen or twenty, and few stopped 
who met him ; for the rumor had already gone abroad of his omis- 
sion. He often rode as usual to Conte Geronimo's, gammoned Ser 
Matteo, hooded the civetta^ limed a twig or two, stood behind the 
spinette, hummed the next note, turned over the pages of the 
music-book of the contessine, beating time on the chair-back, and 
showing them what he could do now and then on the viola di 
gamba. Only eight years had elapsed, when, in the flower of his 
age (for he had scarcely seen sixty), he was found dead in his bed, 
after as hearty and convivial a supper as ever Canonico ate ! No 
warning, no olio santo^ no viaticum^ poor man ! Candles he had ; 
and it was as much as he had, poor sinner! And this also hap- 
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s greal liberalilv, 

rely ssid, "Well, 

ve leisure, 
on the fire 1 



Ctocd In ilie month of Aui^Jsi ! Monsignore, in 
Id no heavy stress on ihe coincidence; but n 
Picvano! a Slass or two can do him no harm,— 
xiandft in need o( few more; but when you happen t> 
And anbody else lo think about, prythee clap a tvel cli 
lliere Ifelow in behalf of Caiionico Malateata." 

I lure done It gratis, and 1 trust he finds the benefit of it. In 
the um« spirit and by the same authority I gird myself for this 
greater enterprise. Unable to form a salisf^iclory opinion on the 
roimncript, I must again refer to my superior It is the opinion, 
UicD, o( Monsignore that our five dialogues were written down by 
neither of the interlocutors, but rather by some intimate, who loved 
them equally. "For," said Monsignore, "it was the practice of 
Boccaccto to stnnd up among his personages, and to take part him- 
self in their discourses. Petrarca, who was fonder of sheer dia- 
Joeue and had much practice in it, never acquired any dexterity in 
this species of composition, it being all question and a~swcr, — 
«hort, snappish , quibbling, and uncomfortable. I speak only of his 
" Kcmedies c( Adversity and Prosperity," which indeed leave his 
wisdom .ill its wholesomeness but render it somewhat apt to cleave 
to the roof of the mouth. The better parts of Homer are in dia- 
b^^ue; and downward from h^m to G:Uileo the noblest works of 
human genius have assumed this form : among [he rest I am sorry 
to find no few heretics and scoffers. At the present day the fashion 

over; every man pushes every other man behind him, and will 

I none speak out liut himself. 

The "Interviews" took place not within the walls of Certaldo, 
ihhotigh within the parish, at Boccaccio's villa. It should be noii- 
fied to the curious, that about this ancient town, small, deserted, 
dlUpldftied as 'i is, there are several towers and turreLs yet standing, 
one of which belongs to the mansion inhabited in its day by Ser 
Giovanni. His tomb and effigy arc in the church. Noliody has 
epined the grave to throw light upon his relics ; nobody has painted 
Ihe marble ; nobody has broken off a fool or a finger to do him 
honor: not tven an English name is engraven on the face, al- 
tlmu^-h the English hold confessedly the highest rank in this de- 
partment of literature. In Italy, and particularly in Tuscany, the 
rcmwns of the illusirious are inviolable; and among the illusi ' 
oos, men of genius hold the hiLihest rank. The arts are more | 
lent than curiosity, more authoritative than churchwardens: what 
Engliihman will believe it ? Well , let it pass, courteou'i strangers ' 
jt ahall Rn<l me in future less addicted to the marvellous. A 
pKatnt I hive only to lay before vou an ancient and (doubt it not] 
an authentic account of what passed between my countrymen 
Giovanni and Francesco, before they parted forever. It seemed 
.probable at this meeting that Giovanni would have been called away 
fint, for he.ivy and o[ long continuance had been his inflnnily' 
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but he outlived it three whole years. He could not outlive his 
friend so many months, but followed him to the tomb before he had 
worn the glossiness o£E the cloak Francesco in his will bequeathed 
to him. 

We struggle with death while we have friends around to cheer 
us : the moment we miss them we lose all heart for the contest. 
Pardon my reflection ! I ought to have remembered I am not in 
my stone pulpit, nor at home. 



Prbte Domenico Grigi, 

Puvano of San Vivaldo^ 



LoNDONf October i, 1836. 




THE PENTAMERON. 



Kcio. Who is he that cnlered, and now steps » 
and softly, yet with a foot so heavy it sliakes my c 

Fnle liiagio ! can it possibly be you? 

No more physic for tnc, nor masses neither, at present. 

Assuata ! Assuntina ! who is it? 

Asiunta. 1 cannot say, Signor Padrone 1 he puts his ^^M 
ger in the dimple of his chin, and smiles to niaJte me holt^ 
my tongne. 

Botcaicio. Fra Diagio, are you come from Samminiato Xat 
this? You need not put your finger there. We want no se-1 
crcu. The girl ltnow3 her duty and does her business. I have^ 
ilept well, and wake better, [liaising himself up a Utile. 

Why ! who are you? It makes my eyes ache to look aslant 
orct the sheets ; and I cannot get to sit quite upright so con- 
veniently ; and 1 must nut have the window-shutteis opener, 
they tell me. 

Belrarca. Dear Giovanni, have you then been very unwellM 

Saecaecio. Oh, that sweet voice I and this lat friendly h 
of thine. F'rancesco I 

Thou hast distilled all the pleasantest 6owers and all t 
whulcsomesi herbs of spring into my breast already. 

What showers we have had this April, ay ! How could ) 
come along such roads ? If the Devil were my laborer, I v 
laake him work upon these of Certaldo, He would have littlel 
time and little itch for mischief ere he had finished them, b 
would gladly (an himself with an Agnus-castus, and go to sleeps 
•U through the carnival. 

Pilrana. Let us cease to talk both of the labor and thef 
laborrr. Yon have then been dangerously ill? 
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Boccaccio, I do not know ; they told me I was ; and truly 
a man might be unwell enough who has twenty masses said for 
him, and fain sigh when he thinks what he has paid for them. 
As I hope to be saved, they cost me a lira each. Assimta is a 
good market-girl in eggs and mutton and cow-heel; but I 
would not allow her to argue and haggle about the masses. 
Indeed, she knows best whether they were not fairly worth all 
that was asked for them, although I could have bought a winter 
cloak for less money. However, we do not want both at the 
same time. I did not want the cloak: I wanted them^ it 
seems. And yet I begin to think God would have had mercy 
on me if I had begged it of him myself in my own house. 
What think you? 

Fetrarca, I think he might. 

Boccaccio, Particularly if I offered him the sacrifice on 
which I wrote to you. 

Pctrarca. That letter has brought me hither. 

Boccaccio, You do then insist on my fulfilling my promise, 
the moment I can leave my bed ? I am ready and willing. 

Petrarca, Promise I none was made. You only told me 
that if it pleased God to restore you to your health again, you 
are ready to acknowledge his mercy by the holocaust of your 
" Decameron." What proof have you that God would exact it? 
If you could destroy the "Inferno" of Dante, would you? 

Boccaccio, Not I, upon my life ! I would not promise to 
bum a copy of it on the condition of a recovery for twenty 
years. 

Petrarca, You are the only author who would not rather 
demolish another's work than his own, especially if he thought 
it better : a thought which seldom goes beyond suspicion. 

Boccaccio, I am not jealous of any one : I think admiration 
pleasanter. Moreover, Dante and I did not come forward at 
the same time, nor take the same walks. His flames are too 
fierce for you and me : we had trouble enough with milder. 
I never felt any high gratification in hearing of people being 
damned ; and much less would I toss them into the fire mj'self. 
I might indeed have put a nettle under the nose of the learned 
judge in Florence when he banished you and your family ; but 
I hardly think I could have voted for more than a scourging to 
the foulest and fiercest of the party. 
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Pelrarca. Be as compassionate, be as amiably irresolute^J 
lowanl jfour own " Novelle," which have injured no friend c *' 
youn, and deserve more affection. 

Bffeaeao. Francesco ! no character 1 ever knew, 
heard of, or ever feigned, deserves the same affection as you 
do ; the tcnderest lover, the truest friend, the firmest patriot, 
and, rarest of glories ! the poet who cherishes another's fame 
as dearijr as his own. 

Piirarta. If aught of this is true, let it be recorded of me 
that my exhortations and entreaties have been successful in pre- 
serving the works of the most imaginative and creative genius 
that our Italy, or indeed our world, hath in any age beheld. 

Beitacdo. I would not destroy his poems, as I told you, 
or thiak I told you. Even the worst of the Florentines, who 
ID geaeral keep only one of God's commaadments, keep it 
ligidiy in regard to Dante, — 

" Lave them who curse you.' 

He called them all scoundrels, with somewhat less courtesy J 
than cordiality, and less afraid of censure for veracity than ad- ■ 
vlatioti ; be sent their fathers to hell, with no inclination to \ 
separate the child and parent, and now they are hugginj^ 
for it in his shroud ! Would you ever have suspected them 
of being such lovers of justice? 

Yon muit have mistaken my meaning; the thought never 
entered my head : the idea of destroying a single copy of 
Daniel And what effect would that produce? There must 
be fifty, or near it, in various parts of Italy. 

Utrarca. I spoke of you. 

B«eta4ao. Of me ! My poetry is vile ; I have already ' 
thrown into the fire all of it within my reach. 

Fetrarxa. Poetry was not the question. We neither of us 
me sach poets as we thought ourselves when we were younger, 
and u younger men think us still. I meant your " Decameron," 
is which there is more character, more nature, more invention, 
ihaa either modem or ancient Italy, or than GFeece, from 
whom she derived her whole inheritance, ever claimed or ever 
knew. Would you consume a beautiful meadow because there j 
are reptiles in it ; or because a few grubs hereafter may befl 
generated by the succulence of the grass? 



f 



4 THE PENTAMERON. 

Boccaccio. You amaze me : you utterly confound me. 

Petrarca, If you would eradicate twelve or thirteen of the 
" Novelle," and insert the same number of better, which you 
could easily do within as many weeks, I should be heartily glad to 
see it done. Litde more than a tenth of the '' Decameron " is 
bad ; less than a twentieth of the " Divina Commedia " is good. 

Boccaccio. So litde ? 

Petrarca. Let me never seem irreverent to our master. 

Boccaccio. Speak plainly and fearlessly, Francesco 1 Malice 
and detraction are strangers to you. 

Petrarca. Well, then, at least sixteen parts in twenty of the 
" Inferno " and " Purgatorio '* are detestable, both in poetry and 
principle : the higher parts are excellent indeed. 

Boccaccio. I have been reading the " Paradiso " more re- 
cendy. Here it is, under the pillow. It brings me happier 
dreams than the others, and takes no more time in bringing 
them. Preparation for my lectures made me remember a 
great deal of the poem. I did not request my auditors to ad- 
mire the beauty of the metrical version, — 

'* Osanna sanctus deus Sabbaoth, 
Supcr-illustrans charitate tu& 
Felices ignes horum Malahoth ; " 

nor these, with a slip of Italian between two pales of Latin : 

** Modicum,^ et non videbitis me, 
£t iterum, sorelle mie dilette, 
Modicum, et vos videbitis me." 

I dare not repeat all I recollect of — 

" Pepe Setan, Pepc Setan, aleppc," 

as there is no holy-water sprinkler in the room : and you are 
aware that other dangers awaited me, had I been so imprudent 
as to show the Florentines the allusion of our poet. His gergo 
is perpetually in play, and sometimes plays very roughly. 

Petrarca, We will talk again of him presently. I must 
now rejoice with you over the recovery and safety of your 
prodigsil son, the " Decameron." 

1 It may puzzle an Englishman to read the lines beginning with Modi- 
cum^ so as to give the metre. The secret is, to draw out et into a dissvl- 
lable, et'te, as the Italians do, who pronounce Latin verse, if possible, 
worse than we, adding a syllable to such as end with a consonant. 





THE PENTAMERON. 



Btttattia. So. then, ymt would preserve at any mte my fa-fl 
vsnu voiume (rom the threatened conflagration. 

Pttrarea. Had I lived at the lime of Dante, I would havefl 
giwin him the same advice in the same circumstances. Yet ' 
how diflerent is the tendency of the two productions ! Voura is 
too licentious ; and young men, in whose naiiire, or 
ler in whose education and habits, there is usually this fail- 
will read yoti with more pleasure than is commendable or 
Yet the very time they occupy with you would per- 
haps be spent in the midst of those excesses or irregularities 
to which the moralist, in his utmost severity, will argue that 
jDor pen directs them. Now, there are many who are fond of 
funding on the brinic of precipices, and who nevertheless arc 
u catitioas as any of filing in. And there are minds desirous 
of being warmed by description, which, without this warmth, h 
mifht seek excitement among the things described. ^| 

1 would not tell you in health what I tell you in coDvale»'^| 
ceoce, nor ui^e you to compose what I dissuade you from caa-^| 
ccUing. After this avowal, 1 do declare lo you, Giovanni, that 
in my opinion the very idlest of your tales will do the world I 
u much good as evil, — not reckoning the pleasure of reading, '■ 
DOT the exercise and recreation of the mind, which in them- 
schts are good. Wiiat I reprwe you for, is the indecorous J 
and uncleanly 1 and these, I trust, you will abolish. F.vettI 
tliese, however, may repel from vice the ingenuous and grace- fl 
fill spirit, and can never lead any such toward them. Never.] 
have you taken an inhuman pleasure in blunting and Rising tl 
affecdcxis at the furtuce of the passions ; never, in hardening! 
by Mjur sagacity and ungenial strictures, that delicacy which it j 
more productive of innocence and happiness, more estranged 
&om every track and tendency of their opposites, than what tn 
cold Civile systems hath holden the place and dignity of the 
virtue. May you live, O my friend, in the enjoyment ■ 
to substitute the facetious for the licentious, the sim-j 
ihc extravi^anl, the true and characteristic for the iri-J 

aiad dilTuse. 

B0itat(io. I dare not defend myself under the bad exam 
pie of any: iind the bad example of a great man is the won) 
defence of all. Since however you have mentioned Mcs 
Dante Alighicri, to whose genius I never thought of appro 
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ing, I may perhaps have been formerly the less cautious of 
offending by my levity, after seeing him display as much or 
more of it in hell itself. 

Petrarca. The best apology for Dante, in his poetical char- 
acter, is presented by the indulgence of criticism, in consider- 
ing the " Inferno " and " Purgatorio " as a string of Satires, part 
in narrative and part in action ; which renders the title of '^ Corn- 
media " more applicable. The filthiness of some passages would 
disgrace the drunkenest horse-dealer ; and the names of such 
criminals are recorded by the poet as would be forgotten by 
the hangman in six months. I wish I could expatiate rather 
on his injudiciousness than on his ferocity, in devising pimish- 
ments for various crimes ; or rather, than on his malignity in 
composing catalogues of criminals to inflict them on. Among 
the rest we find a gang of coiners. He calls by name all the 
rogues and vagabonds of every city in Tuscany, and curses 
every city for not sending him more of them. You would 
fancy that Pisa might have contented him; no such thing. 
He hoots, — 

"Ah, Pisa ! scandal to the people in whose fine country n 
means yes^ why are thy neighbors slack to punish thee ? May 
Capraia and Gorgona stop up the mouth of the Amo, and 
drown every soul within thee ! '* 

Boccaccio. None but a prophet is privileged to swear and 
curse at this rate, and several of those got broken heads for it. 

Petrarca. It did not happen to Dante, though he once 
was very near it, in the expedition of the exiles to recover the 
city. Scarcely had he taken breath after this imprecation 
against the Pisans, than he asks the Genoese why such a parcel 
of knaves as themselves were not scattered over the fiEice oi 
the earth. 

Boccaccio, Here he is equitable. I wonder he did not in- 
cline to one or other of these rival republics. 

Petrarca. In fact, the Genoese fare a trifle better under 
him than his neighbors the Pisans do. 

Boccaccio. Because they have no Gorgona and Capraia to 
block them up. He cannot do all he wishes, but he does all 
he can, considering the means at his disposal. In like manner 
Messer Gregorio Peruzzi, when he was tormented by the quar- 
rels and conflicts of Messer Gino Ubaldini's trufle-dog at the 
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hop-dog, whose ^^M 
and called the I 



next door, and Messer Guidonc Fantecclii's shop- 
talc and qualiiy are in abeyance, swore bilterly, and called the 
Virgin and Saint Catherine to witness, thai he ~ 

their tails if ever he caught them. His cook, Niccolo Buonac- 
corsi. hopiag lo gratify his master, set bails for them, and cap- 
Rued them both in the kitchen. But unwilling to cast handi 
ptnuanirely on the delinquents, he, after rating them for their, 
animosities and their ravages, bethought himself in what man- 
ner he might best conduct his enteqjrise to a successfiil issue, 
He was the rather inclined to due deliberation in these coun- 
sels, as they, lajing aside their private causes of contention in 
front of their common enemy, and turning the principal stream 
of iheir tll-blood into another channel, agreed in demonstra- 
tions which augured no little indocility. Messer Gregorio 
hath many servants, and moreover all the conveniences which 
so plenteous a bouse requires. Among the rest is a long 
hempen cloth suspended by a roller. Niccolo, in the most 
fiivoiablc juncture, was minded to slip this hempen cloth over 
the two culprits, whose consciences had made them slink toward 
lie door against which it was fastened. The smell of it was not 
URBtistictory to them, and an influx of courage had nearly borne 
■way the worst suspicions. At this instant, while shrewd in- 
i^niutiveness and incipient hunger were regaining the ascend- 
ency, Niccolo Buonaccorsi, with all the sagacity and courage, 
all the promptitude and timeliness of his profession, covered 
both conspirators in the inextricable folds of the fatal winding- 
ihevt, from which their heads alone emerged. Struggles and 
barkings and exhibitions of teeth and plunges forward were 
equally inetfcclual. He continued to twist it about them, un- 
til the notes of resentment partook of remonstrance and pain : 
but he told thera plainly he would never remit a jot, unless 
tbey became more domesticated and reasonable. In this state 
of exhaustion and contrition he brought them into the presence 
of Scr Gregorio, who immediately turned round toward the 
wall, crossed himself, and whispered an ave. At ease and 
happy as he H-as at the accomplishment of a desire so long 
cherished, no sooner h.td he expressed his piety at so gracious 
a dispensation, than, reverting to the captor and the capturi 
he was seized with unspeakable consternation. He discovei 
, ai once that he had made as rash a vow as Jephtha's. Alas 
I of captivity, the trutle-dog, had no lai] 
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Fortunately for Messer Gregorio, he found a friend among the 
White Friars, Frate Geppone Pallorco, who told him that when 
we cannot do a thing promised by vow, whether we fail by 
moral inability or by physical, we must do the thing nearest it ; 
"which," said Fra Geppone, "hath always been my practice. 
And now," added this cool considerate white friar, "a dog 
may have no tail, and yet be a dog to all intents and purposes, 
and enable a good Christian to perform anything reasonable he 
promised in his behalf. Whereupon I would advise you, Mes- 
ser Gregorio, out of the loving zeal I bear toward the whole 
family of the Peruzzi, to amerce him of that which, if not tail, 
is next to tail. Such function, I doubt not, will satisfactorily 
show the blessed Virgin, and Saint Catherine, your readiness 
and solicitude to perform the vow solemnly made before those 
two adorable ladies, your protectresses and witnesses." Ser 
Gregorio bent his knee at first hearing their names, again at 
the mention of them in this relationship toward him, called for 
the kitchen knife, and, in absolving his promise, had lighter 
things to deal with than Goigona and Capraia. 

Fetrarca, Giovanni ! this will do instead of one among the 
worst of the hundred : but with little expenditure of labor you 
may afford us a better. 

Our great fellow-citizen — if indeed we may denominate him 
a citizen who would have left no city standing in Italy, and less 
willingly his native one — places in the mouth of the Devil, to- 
gether with Judas Iscariot, the defenders of their country, and 
the best men in it, Brutus and Cassius. Certainly his feeling 
of patriotism was different from theirs. 

I should be sorry to imagine that it subjected him to any 
harder mouth or worse company than his own, although in a 
spirit so contrary to that of the two Romans he threatened us 
Florentines with the sword of Germans. The two Romans, 
now in the mouth of the Devil, chose rather to lose their lives 
than to see their country, not under the government of invad- 
ers, but of magistrates from their own city placed irregularly 
over them, and the laws, not subverted, but administered un- 
constitutionally. That Frenchmen and Austrians should argue 
and think in this manner is no wonder, no inconsistency : that 
a Florentine, the wisest and greatest of Florentines, should have 
done it, is portentous. 

How merciful is the Almighty, O Giovanni ! What an argu- 
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t is here 1 how much stronger and more convincing t 

iphcK could devise or than poets could utter unless 
B Inipirutlon, against the placing of power in the hands of 
1 only, when the highest genius at that time in the 
Id, or perhaps at any time, bettays a disposition to employ 
it with such a licentiousness of inhumanity. 

B^teaccio. He treats Nero with greater civility : yet Bru- 
tus and Casstus, at worst, but slew an atheist, while the other 
rogne flamed forth like die pestilential dogstar, and burnt up 
the 6i5t crop of Christians to light the ruins of Rome. And 
the artist of these niins thought no more of his operatioQ than 
a srene-paintcr would have done at the theatre. 

Pelrarea. Historians have related that Rome was consumed 
by Nero for the purpose of suppressing the rising sect, by lay- 
ing all the blame on it. Do you think he cared what sect fell 
or what sect rose ? Was he a zealot in religion of any kind ? 
I <un sorry to see a lying spirit the most prevalent one, in some 
among the earliest and firmest holders of that religion which 
is foondcd on truth and singleness of intention. There are 
pious men who believe they are rendering a service to God by 
beaiing false witness in his favor, and who call on the Father of 
Lies to bold up his light before the Sun of righteousness. 

Wc may mistake the exact day when the conflagration be- 
gan : certain it is, however, that it was in summer ; ^ and it is 
prcsamable that the commencement of the pei^cution was 
In winter, since Juvenal represents the persecuted as serving 
for lamps in the streets. Now, as the Romans did not fre- 
cpetit the theatres nor other places of pvibhc entertainment 
by night, such conveniences H-ere uncalled for in summer, a 
season when the people retired to rest betimes, from the same 
motirc as at present, — the insalubrity of the evening air in the 
hot weather. Nero must have been very forbearing if he 
waited those many months before he punished a gang of in- 
cendiaries. Such clemency is unexampled in milder princes. 

Boeeaeeui. Rat the Christians were not incendiaries, and 
be knew they were not. 

Pttrarea. It may be apprehended that among the many vir- 
tOQtiS of the new believers a few seditious were .-ilso to be J 
Dal 

I rfWr.ta 
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found, forming separate and secret associations^ choosing gen- 
erals or superiors to whom they swore implicit obedience, and 
under whose guidance or impulse they were ready to resist, 
and occasionally to attack, the magistrates, and even the 
prince, — men aspiring to rule the state by carrying the sword 
of assassination under the garb of holiness. Such persons are 
equally odious to the unenlightened and the enlightened, to 
the arbitrary and the free. In the regular course of justice, 
their crimes would have been resisted by almost as much se- 
verity as they appear to have undergone from despotic power 
and popular indignation. 

Boccaccio. We will talk no longer about these people. But 
since the Devil has really and bond fide Brutus and Cassius in 
his mouth, I would advise him to make the most of them, for 
he will never find two more such morsels on the same platter. 
Kings, emperors, and popes would be happy to partake with 
him of so delicate and choice a repast ; but I hope he has 
fitter fare for them. 

Messer Dante Alighieri does not indeed make the most 
gentle use of the company he has about him in hell and 
purgatory. Since however he hath such a selection of them, 
I wish he could have been contented, and could have left 
our fair Florentines to their own ^cies in their dressing- 
rooms. 

" The time," he cries, " is not far distant, when there will 
be an indictment on parchment, forbidding the impudent 
young Florentines to show their breasts and nipples." 

Now, Francesco, I have been subject all my life to a strange 
distemper in the eyes, which no oculist can cure, and which, 
while it allows me to peruse the smallest character in the very 
worst female hand, would never let me read an indictment on 
parchment where female names are implicated, although the 
letters were a finger in length. I do believe the same distem- 
per was very prevalent in the time of Messer Dante; and 
those Florentine maids and matrons who were not afHicted by 
it, were too modest to look at letters and signatures stuck 
against the walls. 

He goes on, " Was there ever girl among the Moors or Sara- 
cens, on whom it was requisite to inflict spiritual or other dis- 
cipline to make her go covered? " 




THE PENTAMERON. 

Some of the other discipline, which the spiiittial guides were 
uid arc still in the habit of administering, have exactly the 
coDtiST)' effect to make ihem go covered, whatsoever may be 
urged by the confessor. 

'■ If the shameless creatures," he continues, " were aware of 
ihe speedy chastisement which Heaven is preparing for them, 
they «-ould at this instant have their mouths wide open to roar 
withal." 

fietrarca. This is not very exquisite satire, nor much better 
minncn. 

Be€<a(cM. Whenever I saw a pretty Florentine in such a 
coadition, 1 lowered my eyes. 

Pttrarea, I am glad to hear it. 

B^<(aici0. Those whom I could venture to cover, I cov-' 
cred with all my heart. 

Pitrarfa. Humanely done. You might likewise have ad* 
ded some gentle admonition. 

Bitftaido. They would have taken anything at my hands 
Rther than that. Truly, ihey thought themselves as wise a» 
they thought me : and who knows but they were, at bottom ? 

Bttrarca. I believe it may, in general, be best to leave 
ihem as we find them. 

Beetiucio, I would not say that, neither. Much may be in 
nin, but something sticks. 

fictrana. They are more amused than settled by anything 
we can ailvance against them, and are apt to make light of tlie 
gm-esl. It is only the hour of reflection that is at last the 
hoar of sedatenesa and improvement, 

Bfteatdo. Where is the bell that strikes it ? 

/Vtmrta. Fie ! fie ! Giovanni I This is worse than the in- 
diarocni on parchment. 

BecciKcw. Women like us none the less for joking with 
Ifacta about their foibles. In fact, they take it ill when we 
cease lo do so, unless it is age that compels us. We may give 
our courser the rein to any extent, while he runs in the com- 
mon field and does not paw against privacy, nor open his nos- 
trils on individuality : I mean the individuality of the person 
wc converse with, for another's is pure );est, 

Pttrarca. Surely, you can not draw lliis hideous picture 
Jam TOUT own observation : has any graver nun noted U^ 
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Boccaccio, Who would believe your graver men upon such 
matters? Gout and gravel, bile and sciatica, are the uphol- 
sterers that stuff their moral sentences. Crooked and cramp 
are truths written with chalk-stones. When people like me 
talk as I have been talking, they may be credited. We have 
no ill-will, no ill-humor, to gratify : and vanity has no trial here 
at issue. He was certainly bom on an unlucky day for his 
friends, who never uttered any truths but unquestionable ones. 
Give me food that exercises my teeth and tongue, and ideas 
that exercise my imagination and discernment 

Petrarca. When you are at leisure, and in perfect health, 
weed out carefully the few places of your ** Decameron " which 
are deficient in these qualities. 

Boccaccio, God willing ; I wish I had undertaken it when 
my heart was lighter. Is there anything else you can suggest 
for its improvement, in particular or in general ? 

Petrarca, Already we have mentioned the inconsiderate 
and indecorous. In what you may substitute hereafter, I would 
say to you, as I have said to myself, do not be on all occasions 
too ceremonious in the structure of your sentences. 

Boccaccio, You would surely wish me to be round and po- 
lished. Why do you smile ? 

Petrarca, I am afraid these qualities are often of as little 
advantage in composition as they are corporeally. When ac- 
tion and strength are chiefly the requisites, we may perhaps be 
better with little of them. The modulations of voice and lan- 
guage are '^infinite. Cicero has practised many of them ; but 
Cicero has his favorite swells, his favorite flourishes and caden- 
ces. Our Italian language is in the enjoyment of an ampler 
scope and compass; and we are liberated from the horrible 
sounds of us^ am, urn, ant, int^ unt, so predominant in the 
finals of Latin nouns and verbs. We may be told that they 
give strength to the dialect : we migfit as well be told that 
bristles give strength to the boar. In our Italian we possess 
the privilege of striking off the final vowel from the greater 
part of masculine nouns, and from the greater part of tenses 
in the verbs, when we believe they impede our activity and 
vigor. 

Boccaccio, We are as wealthy in words as is good for us ; 
and she who gave us these would give us more if needful. In 
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age it is probable that cunailmenis will rather be mac 
tiiaa oddjtians : ior it was so with the L^tin and Greek, 
baric luxury sinks down into civic neatness, and chaster oni 
ments (ill rooins of smaller dimensions. 

firtrarca. Ciccto came into possession of the stores < 
Icctcd by Plautus, which he always held very justly in the high- 
en estimation ; and Sallust is repwrted to have misapplied a 
part of them. At his death they were scattered and lost. 

Bixcatcio. I am wiser than I was when I studied the noble 
orator, and wiser by his means chiefly, In return for his ben- 
efits, if we could speak on equal terms together, — the novelist 
with the philosopher, the citizen of Certaldo with the Roman 
CMisnl, — 1 would fain whisper in his ear, " Escape from rhet- 
oric by all manner of means : and jf yon must cleave (as 
indeed ycnx must) to that old shrew Logic, he no fonder of 
exhibiting her than you would be of a plain economical wife, . 
Let her be always busy, never intrusive, and readier to keep th«. J 
chambers clean and orderly than to expatiate on their propoi: ■ 
tiuos or to display their furniture." 

Petrarca. The ciliien of Certaldo is fifty. fold more richly 
endowed with genius than the Roman consul, and might 
properly — 

Bi^eiucio. Stay ! stay I Francesco ! or they will shave all the 
rest of thy crown for thee, and physic thee worse than me. 

Petrarca. Middling men, favored in their lifetime by cir* I 
conistaoces, often appear of higher stature than belongs to^ 
ihem; great men always of lower. Time, the sovereign, in- 
vests with befitting raiment and distinguishes with proper en- 
■igns the familiars he has received into his eternal habitations : 
in these alone are they deposited, — you must wait for them. 

No advice is less necessary to you than the advice to express \ 
your meaning as clearly as yon can. \Vhere the purpose of ■ 
glass is to be seen through, we do not want it tinted or » 
In certain kinds of poetry the case may be slightly dificrent,— 
such, for instance, as axe intended to display the puwen of I 
Boociation and combination in the writer, and to in ' 
DCcrcise the compass and comprehension of the intelligent^! 
Pindar and the Aitic tragedians wrote in this manner, andS 
rradered the minds of their audience more alert and ready andl 
:ious. They found some fit for them, and made othentf 
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Great painters have always the same task to perform. What 
is excellent in their art cannot be thought excellent by many, 
even of those who reason well on ordinary matters, and see 
clearly beauties elsewhere. All correct perceptions are the 
effect of careful practice. We little doubt that a mirror would 
direct us in the most familiar of our features, and that our 
hand would follow its guidance, until we try to cut a lock of 
our hair. We have no such criterion to demonstrate our lia- 
bility to error in judging of poetry, — a quality so rare that 
perhaps no five contemporaries ever were masters of it. 

Boccaccio, We admire by tradition ; we censure by caprice ; 
and there is nothing in which we are more ingenious and in- 
ventive. A wrong step in politics sprains a foot in poetry ; 
eloquence is never so unwelcome as when it issues from a 
familiar voice; and praise hath no echo but £rom a certain 
distance. Our critics, who know little about them, would 
gaze with wonder at anything similar in our days to Pindar 
and Sophocles, and would cast it aside, as quite impracticable. 
They are in the right, for sonnet and canzonet charm greater 
numbers. There are others, or may be hereafter, to whom far 
other things will afford far higher gratification. 

Petrarca, But our business at present is with prose and 
Cicero ; and our question now is, what is Ciceronian. He 
changed his style according to his matter and his hearers. 
His speeches to the people vary from his speeches to the 
senate. Toward the one he was impetuous and exacting ; toward 
the other he was usually but earnest and anxious, and some- 
times but submissive and imploring, yet equally unwilling on 
both occasions to conceal the labor he had taken to captivate 
their attention and obtain success. At the tribunal of Caesar 
the Dictator he laid aside his costly armor, contracted the 
folds of his capacious robe, and became calm, insinuating, and 
adulativc, showing his spirit not utterly extinguished, his dignity 
not utterly fallen, his consular year not utterly abolished from 
his memory, but Rome, and even himself, lowered in the 
presence of his judge. 

Boccaccio, And after all this, can you bear to think what 
I am? 

Petrarca, Complacently and joyfully ; venturing, neverthe- 
less, to offer you a friend's advice. 
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EattT into the mind and heart of your own creatures ; think 
of them long, entirely, solely, — never of style, never of self, 
never of critics, cracked or sound. Like the miles of an open 
country, and of an ignorant population, when they are cor- 
rectly measured they become smaller. In the loftiest rooms 
and richest enlablamres are suspended the most spider-webs ; 
and the quany out of wliich palaces are erected is the nursery 
of Dcitlc and bramble. 

Beccaccio. It is belter to keep always in view such writers 
OS Cicero, than to run after those idlers who throw stones that 

/Vfrarca. If you copied him to perfection, and on no occa- 
sion lost sight of him, you would be an indifferent, not to say a 
bad writer. 

Sofctudo. I begin to think you are in the right. Well, then, 
retrenching some of my licentious talcs, I must endeavor to 
fill ap the vacancy with some serious and some pathetic. 

fielrarta. 1 am heartily glad to hear of this decision ; for, 
admiiablc as you are in the jocose, you descend from your 
natural position when you come to the convivial and the festive. 
Yon were placed among the Affections, to move and master 
them, and gifted with the rod that sweetens the fount of tears. 
My nature leads me also to the pathetic ; in which, however, an 
imbecile writer may obtain celebrity. Even the hard-hearted 
are fond of such reading when they are fond of any, and 
nothing is easier in the world than to And and accumulate its 
sufferings. Yet this very profiision and luxuriance of misery is 
the reason why few have excelled in describing it. The eye 
wanders over the mass without noticing the peculiarities ; to 
mark them distinctly is the work of genius, — a work so rarely 
performed, that, if time and space may be compared, speci- 
mens of it stand at wider distances than the trophies of Sesos- 
tris. Here we return again to the " Inferno " of Dante, who 
ovenLame the diffiailty. In this vast desert ore its greater and L 
its less oasis, — Ugolino and Francesca di Rimini. 1'he peopled '• 
region is peopled chiefly with monsiei^ and mosquitoes: the 

It for the most part is sand and suffocation. 

Boeiaeeio. Ah ! had Dante remained through life the pure 
solitaiy lover of Uice, his soul had been gentler, tranquiller, 
le gcncious. Ue scarcely bath described half the 
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curses he went through, nor the roads he took on the journey, — 
theology, politics, and that barbican of the " Inferno " marriage, 
surrounded with its 

" Selva selvaggia ed aspra e forte." 

Admirable is indeed the description of Ugolino, to whoever 
can endure the sight of an old soldier gnawing at the scalp of an 
old archbishop. 

Petrarca, The thirty lines from 

" Ed io sentj " 

are unequalled by any other continuous thirty in the whole 
dominions of poetry. 

Boccaccio, Give me rather the six on Francesca : for if in 
the former I find the simple, vigorous, clear narration, I find 
also what I would not wish, — the features of Ugolino reflected 
full in Dante. The two characters are similar in them- 
selves, — hard, cruel, inflexible, malignant, but whenever moved, 
moved powerfully. In francesca, with the faculty of divine 
spirits, he leaves his own nature (not indeed the exact repre- 
sentative of theirs) and converts all his strength into tender- 
ness. The great poet, like the original man of the Platonists, 
is double, possessing the further advantage of being able to 
drop one half at his option, and to resume it. Some of the 
tenderest on paper have no sympathies beyond ; and some of 
the austerest in their intercourse with their fellow-creatures 
have deluged the world with tears. It is not from the rose 
that the bee gathers her honey, but often from the most acrid 
and the most bitter leaves and petals. 

" Quando legemmo il disiato viso 

Esser baciato di cotanto amante, 
Questi, chi mai da me non sia divisol 

La bocca mi baci6 tutto tremante — 
Galeotto fii il libro, e chi lo scrisse — 

Quel giorno piii non vi legemmo avante." 

In the midst of her punishment, Francesca, when she comes to 
the tenderest part of her story, tells it with complacency and 
delight ; and instead of naming Paolo, which indeed she never 
has done from the beginning, she now designates him as 

« Questi chi mai da me non s!a diviso 1 " 
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r« we not impelled to join in her prayer, wishing them hap- 
er in their union ? 

Pttrana. It there be no sin in it. 

Bo<(aiti<>. Ay, and even if there be — God help us ! 

What a sweet aspiration in each ctesura of the verse 1 — ihree 
i-e-sighs fixed and incorporate 1 Then, when she hath said 









ihc Slops : she would avert the eyes of Dante from her. He 
looks for the sequel : she thinks he looks severely. She says, 
"Gaieolto is the name of the l)ook," fancying by this timorous 
Kttle flight she has drawn him far enough from the nest of her 
jroung loves. No, the eagle beak of Dante and his piercing 
eyes are yet over her. 

"Gaieotto is the name of the book." 

■' What matters that ? " 

" And of the writer." 

"Or that cither?" 

At last she disarms him : but how? 

■' Thai day we read no more." 

Such 3 depth of intuitive judgment, such a delicacy of per- 
ception, exists not in any other work of human genius, — and 1 
from an author who on almost all occasions, in thb pan of the j 
work, betrays a deplorable want of it. 

Pttrarea. Perfection of poetry ! The greater is my won- 
der at discovering nothing else of the same order or cast in 
this whole section of the pocro. He who fainted at the recital 
' Francesca, — 

" And he who fell aa a dead body falls," — 

(routd exterminate all the inhabitants of every town in Italy I 
What execrations against Florence, Pistoia, Siena, Pisa. Genoa I 
What hatred against the whole human race ! What exultation *\ 
rriment at eternal and immitigable suflerings I Seeing ' 
this, I cannot but consider the " Inferno " as the most immoral 
I impious book thai ever was written. Vet, hopeless that 
r country shall ever see again such poetry, and certain that 
riihout it our future poets would be more feebly urged forward 
D excellence, I would have dissuaded Dante from cancelling 
C, if this had been his intention. Much however as I admire 
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his vigor and severity of style in the description of Ugolino, I 
acknowledge with you that I do not discover so much imagina- 
tion, so much creative power, as in the Francesca. I find in- 
deed a minute detail of probable events ; but this is not all I 
want in a p)oet, — it is not even all I want most in a scene of 
horror. Tribunals of justice, dens of murderers, wards of hos- 
pitals, schools of anatomy, will afford us nearly the same sen- 
sations if we hear them from an accurate observer, a clear 
reporter, a skilful surgeon, or an attentive nurse. There is 
nothing of subUmity in the horrific of Dante, which there al- 
ways is in iEschylus and Hoiper. If you, Giovanni, had 
described so nakedly the reception of Guiscardo's heart by 
Gismonda, or Lorenzo's head by Lisabetta, we could hardly 
have endured it. 

Boccaccio, Prythee, dear Francesco, do not place me over 
Dante ; I stagger at the idea of approaching him. 

Petrarca, Never think I am placing you blindly or indis- 
criminately. I have faults to find with you, and even here. 
Lisabetta should by no means have been represented cutting 
off the head of her lover, " as well as she could '^ with a clasp- 
knife. This is shocking and improbable. She might have 
found it already cut off by her brothers, in order to bury the 
corpse more commodiously and expeditiously. Nor indeed is 
it likely that she should have intrusted it to her waiting-maid, 
who carried home in her bosom a treasure so dear to her, and 
found so unexpectedly and so lately. 

Boccaccio, That is true : I will correct the oversight. Why 
do we never hear of our faults until everybody knows them, 
and until they stand in record against us? 

Petrarca, Because our ears are closed to truth and friend- 
ship for some time after the triumphal course of composition. 
We are too sensitive for the gentlest touch ; and when we 
really have the most infirmity, we are angry to be told that we 
have any. 

Boccaccio, Ah, Francesco ! thou art poet from scalp to 
heel ; but what other would open his breast as thou hast done ! 
They show ostentatiously far worse weaknesses ; but the most 
honest of the tribe would forswear himself on this. Again, I 
acknowledge it, you have reason to complain of Lisabetta and 
Gismonda. 




ma. They keep the sou! from unking in such dread- 
M circumstances by ihe buoyancy of imagination. The sun- 
hine of poetry makes the color of blood less horrible, and 
liaws np a shadowy and a softening haziness where the scene 
rould otherwise be too distinct. Poems, like rivers, convey 
9 their destination what must without their appliances be left 
nhandled : these to ports and arsenals, tliis to the human 

Beceaceio. So it is ; and what is terror in poetry is horror 
a prose. We may be brought too close to an object to leave 
ny room for pleasure. Ugolino affects us like a skeleton, by 1 
dry bony verity. 

Pefrarea. We cannot be too distinct in our images ; but 
llhough distinctness on this and most other occasions is dc- 
■iTiblc in the imitative arts, yet sometimes in painting, and 
in poetry, an object should not be quite precise. In 
four novel of Andrcvola and Cabriotto, you aflbrd me an 



lis is like a dream : this is a dream. Afterward, yoti present 
us such palpable forms and pleasing colors as may relieve 
1 soothe us. 



Bcte4Uth. Surely you now are mocking me. The roses, 
perceive, would not have been there had it not been the 
axon. 

Petrarca. A poet often does more and better than he is 

rare a) the time, and seems at last to know as little about it 

i a silkworm knows about Ihe fineness of her thread. 

The uncertain dream that still hangs over us in the novel is 

(erce[itcd and hindered from hurting us by the spell of the 

«cs, of the white and the red ; a word the less would have 

silereil it incomplete. The very warmth and geniality of the 

asOD shed their kindly influence on us. and we are renovated 

■lul ourselves again by virtue of the clear fountain where we 

peat. Nothing of this poetical providence comes to our relief 

|d Dante, though we want it oftener. It would be difficult to 
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/form an idea of a poem, into which so many personages are 

^ / introduced, containing so few delineations of character, so few 

% I touches that excite our sympathy, so few elementary signs for 

I our instruction, so few topics for our delight, so few excursions 

■ for our recreation. Nevertheless, his powers of language are 

^prodigious; and in the soUtary places where he exerts his 

/force rightly, the stroke is irresistible. But how gready to be 

I pitied must he be, who can find nothing in paradise better than 

\ sterile theology ! and what an object of sadness and of conster- 

^nation he who rises up from hell like a giant refreshed ! 

Boccaccio. Strange perversion ! A pillar of smoke by day 
and of fire by night, — to guide no one. Paradise had fewer 
wants for him to satisfy than hell had ; all which he fed to re- 
pletion. But let us rather look to his poetry than his temper. 
Petrarca, We will, then. 

A good poem is not divided into little panes like a cathedral 
window \ which little panes themselves are broken and blurred, 
with a saint's coat on a dragon's tail, a doctor's head on the 
bosom of a virgin martyr, and having about them more lead 
than glass, and more gloom than coloring. A good satire or 
good comedy, if it does not always smile, rarely and briefly 
' intermits it, and never rages. A good epic shows us more and 
/ more distinctly, at every book of it we open, the feature and 
/ properties of heroic character, and terminates with accom- 
plishing some momentous action. A good tragedy shows us 
," that greater men than ourselves have suffered more severely 
, and more unjustly \ that the highest human power hath sud- 
denly fallen helpless and extinct ; or, what is better to con- 
template and usefullcr to know, that uncontrolled by law, 
unaccompanied by virtue, unfollowed by contentment, its pos- 
session is undesirable and unsafe. Sometimes we go away in 
triumph with Affliction proved and purified, and leave her 
under the smiles of heaven. In all these consummations the 
object is excellent; and here is the highest point to which 
poetry can attain. Tragedy has no by-paths, no resting-places ; 
there is everywhere action and passion. What do we find of 
this nature, or what of the epic, in the Orpheus and Judith, 
the Charon and Can della Scala, the Sinon and Maestro 
Adamo ? 

Boccaccio. Personages strangely confounded ! In this cate- 
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y it requited a strong hand to make Pluto and Pepe Satan 
p the peace, both haring the same pretensions, and neither 

e sweetest temper. 

" Then the description of Mahomet is indecent 

and filthy. Yet Dante is scarcely more disgusting in this place, 
ihao he is insipid and spiritless in his allegory of the mar- 
ri^es between Saint Francesco and Poverty, Saint Dominico 
and Faith. 1 speak freely and plainly to you, Giovanni, and 
ihe rather, as you have informed me that I have been thought 
invidious to the reputation of our great poet, — for such he is I 
transcend en tly, in the midst of his imperfections. Such like- 
wise were Ennius and Lucilius in the same period of Roman 
literature. They were equalled, and perhaps excelled : will 
Dante ever be, in his native tongue? The past generations of 
his countrymen, the glories of old Rome, fade before him the 
instant he springs upward ; but they impart a more constant 
and a more genial delight. 

BoCiateio. They have less hair-cloth about them, and smell 
less cloisterly ; yet they are only choristers. 

The generous man, such as you, praises and censures with 
equal freedom, not with equal pleasure : the freedom and the 
pleasure of the ungenerous are both contracted, and lie only 
on the left hand. 

Petrarca. When we point out to our friends an object in 
the country, do we wish to diminish it? Do we wish to show 
It overcast? Why then should we in those nobler works of 
Creation, God's only representatives, who have cleared our in- 
tellectual sight for us, and have displayed before us things 
4»orc nuvgnilicent than Nature would without them have 
Tevealed? 

We poets are heated by proximity. Those who are gone, 
raim us by the breath they leave behind them in their course, 
■nd enty u-arm us ; those who are standing near, and just be- 
fore, fever us. Solitude has kept me uninfected, — unless you 
inay hint perhaps that pride was my preservative against the 
malignity of a worse disease. 

Bocca«io. It might well be, though it were not ; you hav- 
ing been crowned in the capital of the Christian world. 

Pttrarta. That indeed would have been somelhitig, if 1 
I had been crowned for my Christianity, of which 1 suspect there 
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are better judges in Rome than there are of poetry. I would 
rather be preferred to my rivals by the two best critics of the age 
than by all the others, who if they think differently from the 
two wisest in these matters must necessarily think wrong. 

Boccaccio. You know that not only the first two, but many 
more, prefer you ; and that neither they, nor any who are ac- 
quainted with your character, can believe that your strictures 
on Dante are invidious or uncandid. 

Fctrarca. I am borne toward him by many strong impulses. 
Our families were banished by the same faction : he himself 
and my father left Florence on the same day, and both left it 
forever. This recollection would rather make me cling to 
him than cast him down. Ill fortune has many and tenacious 
ties : good fortune has few and fragile ones. I saw our illus- 
trious fellow-citizen once only, and when I was a child. Even 
the sight of such a poet, in early days, is dear to him who 
aspires to become one, and the memory is always in his favor. 
The worst I can recollect to have said against his poem to 

(others is, that the architectural fabric of the " Inferno ** is unin- 
telligible without a long study, and only to be understood after 
distracting our attention from its inhabitants. Its locality and 
dimensions are at last uninteresting, and would better have 
been left in their obscurity. The zealots of Dante compare it, 
for invention, with the infernal regions of Homer and Virgil. 
I am ignorant how much the Grecian poet invented, how much 
existed in the religion, how much in the songs and traditions 
of the people. But surely our Alighieri has taken the same 
idea, and even made his descent in the same part of Italy, as 
iEneas had done before. In the Odyssea the mind is perpet- 
ually relieved by variety of scene and character. There are 
vices enough in it, but rising from lofty or from powerful pas- 
sions, and under the veil of mystery and poetry : there are 
virtues too enough, and human and definite and practicable. 
We have man, although a shade, in his own features, in his 
own dimensions : he appears before us neither cramped by 
systems nor jaundiced by schools, — no savage, no cit, no canni- 
bal, no doctor. Vigorous and elastic, he is such as poetry saw 
him first ; he is such as poetry would ever see him. In Dante, 
I the greater part of those who are not degraded, are debilitated 
! and distorted. No heart swells here, either for overpowered 
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valor 01 for unrcquileci luve. In the shades aione, but in the 
shades of Homer, does Ajax rise to his full loftiness | in the 
shades alone, but iii the shades of Viigil, is Dido the arbitress 
of our tears.-, 

Boctaccia. I miisi confess there are nowhere two whole 
cantos in Dante which will bear a sustained and close com- 
parison with the very worst book of the OJyssea or the 
.'Eoeid ; that tliere is nothing of the same continued and un- 
abated excellence as Ovid's in the contention for the armor 
Achilles, — the most heroic of heroic poetry, and only censur- 
able, if censurable at all. because the eloquence of the braver 
man ia more animated and more persuasive than his successful 
rival's. I do not think Ovid the best poet thai ever lived, but 
I think he WTote the most of good poetry, and, in proportion 
to its quantity, the least of bad or indifferent. The " Infcmo," 
the " Purgatorio," tlic ■' Paradiso " are pictures from the walls of 
our churches and chapels and monasteries, some painted by 
Giotto and Cimabue, some earlier. In several of these we detect 
not only the cruelty, but likewise the satire and indecency of 
Dante. Sometimes there is also his vigor and simplicity, but 
oftcDcr hb harshness and meagreness and disproportion. I am 
afraid the good Alighieri, like his friends the painters, was in- 
clined to think the angels were created only to flagellate and 
biim us, and paradise only for us to be driven out of it. And 
in truth, as we have seen it exhibited, there b but little hand- 
ihip in the case. 

The opening of the third canto of the " Inferno " has always 
been much admired. There is indeed a great solemnity in 
the words of the inscription on the portal of hell ; nevertheless, 
I do not see the necessity for three verses out of six. After 

" Pet me si v» ncH' clerno dulote," 
it furely Is superfluous to subjoin 

" Per me si va fr» ta petduia gentc ; " 
fiw, besides the " penluta gente," who else can suffer the eternal 
woe? And when the portal has told us that "Justice moveil 
tbe high Maker to make it," surely it might have omitted the 
notification that his "divine power" did it. — 
" Fecemi I* divina potcsiatc." 
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The next piece of information I wish had been conveyed even 
/ in darker characters, so that they never could have been 
deciphered. The following line is, 

** La somma Sapienza e '1 primo Amore.*' 

If God's first love was hell-making, we might almost wish his 
affections were as mutable as ours are, — that is, if holy church 
would countenance us therein. 

Petrarca, Systems of poetry, of philosophy, of government 
form and model us to their own proportions. As our sys- 
tems want the grandeur, the light, and the symmetry of the 
ancient, we cannot hope for poets, philosophers, or statesmen 
of equal dignity. Very justly do you remark that our churches 
and chapels and monasteries, and even our shrines and taber- 
nacles on the road-side, contain in painting the same punish- 
ments as Alighieri hath registered in his poem, — and several 
of these were painted before his birth. Nor surely can you 
have forgotten that his master, Brunetto Latini, composed one 
on the same plan. 

The Virtues and Vices, and persons under their influence, 
appear to him Ukewise in a wood, wherein he, like Dante, is 
bewildered. Old walls are the tablets both copy : the arrange- 
ment is the devise of Brunetto. Our religion is too simple in 
its verities and too penurious in its decorations, for poetry of 
high value. We cannot hope or desire that a pious Italian 
will ever have the audacity to restore to Satan a portion of his 
majesty, or to remind the faithful that he is a fallen angel. 

Boccaccio, No, no, Francesco ; let us keep as much of him 
down as we can, and as long. 

Pctrarca, It might not be amiss to remember that even 
human power is complacent in security, and that Omnipotence 
is ever omnipotent, without threats and fulminations. 

Boccaccio, These, however, are the main springs of sacred 
poetry, of which I think we already have enough. 

Pctrarca. But good enough ? 

Boccaccio, Even much better would produce less effect 
than that which has occupied our ears from childhood, and 
comes sounding and swelling with a mysterious voice from the 
deep and dark recesses of antiquity. 

Pctrarca. I see no reason why we should not revert at 
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to the first intentions of poetry. Hymns to the Creator 
its earliest efforts. 

Bee(a(cio. I do not believe a word of it, unless He himself 
was graciously pleased to inspire the singer, — of which we have 
received no account. I rather think it originated Id pleasura- 
ble song, perhaps of drunkenness, and resembled the dithy- 
rambic Strong excitement alone could force and hurry men 
among words displaced and exaggerated ideas. 

Believing that man fell, first into disobedience, next into 
ferocity and fratricide, we may reasonably believe that war- 
son^ were among the earliest of his intellectual exertions. 
When he rested from battle he had leisure to think of love ; 
snd the skies and the fountains and the flowers reminded him 
of her, the coy and beautiful, who fled to a mother from the 
ardor of his pursuit. In after years he lost a son, his com- 
panion in the croft and in the forest : images too grew up 
there, and rested on the grave, A daughter who had won- 
dered at his strength and wisdom, looked to him in vain for 
succor at the approach of death. Inarticulate grief gave way 
to passionate and wailing words, and Elegy was awakened. 
We have tears in this world before we have smiles, Francesco ; 
we have straggles before we have composure ; we have strife 
and complaints before we have submission and gratitude. I 
am suspicious that if we could collect the " winged words " of 
the earliest hymns, we should hod that they called upon the 
Deity for vengeance. I'riests and rulers were far from insen- 
sible to private wrongs, Chryses in the Iliad is willing that his 
king and country should be enslaved, so tliat his daughter be 
sent back to him. David in the Psalms is no unimportunate 
or lukewarm applicant for the discomfiture and extermination 
of his adversaries, and among the visions of felicity none 
brighter is promised a fortunate warrior than to dash the in- 
tuits of his enemy against the stones. The Holy Scriptures 
teach us that the human race was created on the banks of the 
Euphrates, and where the river hath several branches. Here 
the climate is extremijly hot; and men, like birds, in hot cli- 
mates never sing well. I doubt whether there was ever a good 
poet in the whole city and whole plain of Babylon. Egypt 
had none but such as she imported. Mountainous countries 
bear them as they bear llie more fragrant plants and savory 
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game. Judaea had hers ; Attica reared them among her thyme 
and hives ; and Tuscany may Ufl her laurels not a span below. 
Never have the accents of poetry been heard on the fertile 
banks of the Vistula ; and Ovid taught the borderers of the 
Danube an indigenous ^ song in vain. 

Petrarca, Orpheus, we hear, sang on the banks of the 
Hebrus. 

Boccaccio. The banks of the Hebrus may be level or 
rocky for what I know about them ; but the river is represented 
by the poets as rapid and abounding in whirlpools, — hence, I 
presume, it runs among rocks and inequalities. Be this as it 
may, do you imagine that Thrace in those early days produced 
a philosophical poet? 

Petrarca, We have the authority of history for it. 

Boccaccio, Bad authority too, unless we sift and cross-ex- 
amine it. Undoubtedly there were narrow paths of commerce 
in very ancient times from the Euxine to the Caspian, and 
from the Caspian to the kingdoms of the remoter East. Mer- 
chants in those days were not only the most adventurous, but 
the most intelligent men : and there were ardent minds, unin- 
fluenced by a spirit of lucre, which were impelled by the 
ardor of imagination into untravelled regions. Scythia was 
a land of fable, not only to the Greeks, but equally to the 
Romans. Thrace was a land of fable, we may well believe, 
to the nearest towns of northern India. I imagine that 
Orpheus, whoever he was, brought his knowledge from that 
quarter. We are too apt to fancy that Greece owed every- 
thing to the Phoenicians and Egyptians. The elasticity of her 
mind threw off, or the warmth of her imagination transmuted, 
the greater part of her earlier acquisitions. She was indebted 
to Phoenicia for nothing but her alphabet ; and even these 
signs she modified, and endowed them with a portion of her 
flexibility and grace. 

Petrarca, There are those who tell us that Homer lived 
before the age of letters in Greece. 

Boccaccio, I wish they knew the use of them as well as he 
did. Will they not also tell us that the commerce of the two 
nations was carried on without the numerals (and such were 

1 ' Aptaque sunt nostris barbara verba modis.' 
What are all the other losses of literature in comparison with this ? 
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letten) by which traders cast up accounts? The Phcenicians 
trailed largely with every coast of the Aigenn Sea, and among 
their earliest correspondents were the inhahitants of the Greek 
maritime cities, insular and cuntinental. Is it credible that 
Cyprus, that Crete, that Attica, should be ignorant of the most 
obvious means by which commerce was maintained ; or that 
such means should be restricted to commerce among a people 
so peculiarly fitted for social intercourse, so inquisitive, so 
imaginative, as the Greeks? 

Betrarca. Certainly it is not. 

Boccaccio. The Greeks were the most creative, the Romans 
the least creative, of mankind. No Roman ever invented any- 
thing. Whence then are derived the only two works of im- 
agination we find among them, — the story of the " Kphesian' 
Matron," and the story of " Psyche"? Doubtless from some 
country farther eastward than Phcenicia and Egypt. 'I'he authors 
in which we find these insertions ore of little intrinsic worth. 

When the Thracians became better known to the Greeks 
they turned their backs upon them as worn-out wonders, and 
looked toward the inexhaustible Hyperboreans. Among these 
too were wisdom and the arts, and mounted instruments 
through which a greater magnitude was given to the stars. 

Petrarca. I will remain no longer with you among the 
Thracians or the Hyperboreans. But in regard to low and 
level countries, as unproductive of poetry, I entreat yon not to 
be too fanciful nor too exclusive, Vitgil was bora on the 
Mincio, and has rendered the city of his birth too celebrated 
to be mistaken. 

Beecaecio. He was bom in the territory of Mantua, not in 
the city. He sang his first child's song on the shoulders of the 
Apciminea; his first man's, under the shadow of Vesuvius. 

I would not assert that a great poet must necessarily be bom 
on a high mountain, — no, indeed, no such absurdity ; but where 
the cUniale is hot, the plains have never shown themselves 
Driendly to the imaginative faculties. We surely have more 
buoyant spirits on the mountain than below; but it is Dot 

' One similir, »nd belter conceived, is given by Du Haldc from the 
ChincK. If ibe fiction of I'sj-che had reached Greece so c.iily as ihe 
dme of Plata, it would ha>e canght bia atteution, and he would hxve 
delivered il duwii to us, however altered. 
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requisite for this effect that our cradles should have been 
placed on it. 

Petrarca. What will you say about Pindar? 

Boccaccio, I think it more probable that he was reared in 
the vicinity of Thebes than within the walls. For Bceotia, like 
our Tuscany, has one large plain, but has also many eminences, 
and is bounded on two sides by hills. 

Look at the vale of Capua ! Scarcely so much as a sonnet 
was ever heard from one end of it to the other ; perhaps the 
most spirited thing was some Carthaginian glee, from a soldier 
in the camp of Hannibal. Nature seems to contain in her 
breast the same milk for all, but feeding one for one aptitude, 
another for another ; and as if she would teach him a lesson 
as soon as he could look about him, she has placed the poet 
where the air is unladen with the exhalations of luxuriance. 

Fetrarca, In my delight to listen to you after so long an 
absence, I have been too unwary ; and you have been speak- 
ing too much for one infirm. Greatly am I to blame, not to 
have moderated my pleasure and your vivacity. You must 
rest now: to-morrow we will renew our conversation. 

Boccaccio. God bless thee, Francesco ! I shall be talking 
with thee all night in my slumbers. Never have I seen thee 
with such pleasure as to-day, excepting when I was deemed 
worthy by our fellow-citizens of bearing to thee, and of placing 
within this dear hand of thine, the sentence of recall from ban- 
ishment, and when my tears streamed over the ordinance as I 
read it, whereby thy paternal lands were redeemed from the 
public treasury. 

Again, God bless thee ! Those tears were not quite ex- 
hausted : take the last of them. 



SECOND DAY'S INTERVIEW. 

Fetrarca. How have you slept, Giovanni? 

Boccaccio. Pleasantly, soundly, and quite long enough. 
You too, methinks, have enjoyed the benefit of riding ; for 
you either slept well or began late. Do you rise in general 
three hours after the sun? 
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Pelrarca. No, indeed. 

Botcaecio. As for me, since you would not indulge me 
with your company an hour ago, I could do nothing more de- 
lightful than to look over some of your old iellers. 

I\rtrarta. Ours are commemorative of no reproaches, and 
laden vith no regrets. Far from us 



Boecaccio. ivj, but as I want no record of your kindness 
now you arc with me, I have been looking over those to other 
persons on past occasions. In the Latin one to the tribune, 
whom the people at Rome usually call Rienzi, I find you 
address him by the denomination of Nicolans Laurentii. Is 
this the right one? 

Petrarca. As we Florentines are fond of omitting the first 
syllabic in proper names, — calling Luigi Gigi, Giovanni Nanni, 
Francesco Ce^eo, — in like manner at Rome they say Renzi for 
Lorcn^i, and by another corruption it has been pronounced and 
written Bifnzi. Believe me. I should never have ventured to 
address the personage who held and supported the highest dig- 
nity on earth until I had ascertained his appellation ; for nobody 
ever quite forgave, unless in the low and ignorant, a wrong pro- 
nunciation of his name, — the humblest being of opinion that they 
have one of their own, and one both worth having and worth 
knowing. Even dogs, they observe, are not miscalled. It 
would have been as L^tin in sound, if not in structure, to write 
Rkttiui ss Laurentius ; but it would certainly have been offen- 
■ive to a dignitary of his station, as being founded on a sportive 
anil somewhat childish familiarity. 

Boccacdo. Ah, Francesco ! wc were a good deal younger in 
those days ; and hopes sprang up before us Lkc mushrooms : 
the suD produced them, the shade produced them, every hill, 
every valley, every busy and every idle hour. 

Pttrarctt. The season of hope precedes but little the season 
of disappointment. Where the ground is unprepared, what 
haivest can be expected ? Men bear wrongs more easily than 
Irritations ; and the Romans, who had sunk under worse degra- 
dation than any other people on record, rose up against the 
deliverer who ceased to consult their ignorance. I speak 
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advisedly and without rhetoric on the foul depths of their de- 
basement. The Jews, led captive into Egypt and into Babylon, 
were left as little corrupted as they were found ; and perhaps 
some of their vices were corrected by the labors that were 
imposed on them. But the subjugation of the Romans was 
effected by the depravation of their morals, which the priest- 
hood took away, giving them ceremonies and promises instead. 
God had indulged them in the exercise of power; first the 
kings abused it, then the consuls, then the tribunes. One only 
magistrate was remaining who never had violated it, fiirther 
than in petty frauds and fallacies suited to the occasion, not 
having at present more within his reach. It was now his turn 
to exercise his functions, and no less grievously and despotically 
than the preceding had done. For this purpose the Pontifex 
Maximus needed some slight alterations in the popular belief, 
and he collected them from that Pantheon which Roman 
poUcy had enlarged at every conquest. The priests of Isis had 
acquired the highest influence in the city : those of Jupiter 
were jealous that foreign gods should become more than sup- 
plementary and subordinate; but as the women in general 
leaned toward Isis, it was in vain to contest the point, and 
prudent to adopt a little at a time from the discipline of the 
shaven brotherhood. The names and titles of the ancient 
gods had received many additions, and they were often 
asked which they liked best. Different ones were now given 
them ; and gradually, here and there, the older dropped into 
desuetude. Then arose the star in the east; and all was 
manifested. 

Boccaccio, Ay, ay ! but the second company of shepherds 
sang to a different tune from the first, and put them out. 
Trumpeters ran in among them, horses neighed, tents waved 
their pennons, and commanders of armies sought to raise 
themselves to supreme authority, some by leading the faction 
of the ancient faith, and some by supporting the recenter. At 
last the priesthood succeeded to the power of the praetorian 
guard, and elected, or procured the election of, an emperor. 
Every man who loved peace and quiet took refuge in a sanct- 
uary, now so efficient to protect him ; and nearly all who had 
attained a preponderance in wisdom and erudition, brought 
them to bear against the worn-out and tottering institutions. 
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and finally to raise up the coping-stone of an edifice 
overtopped ihem all, 

Pttrarea. At present we fly to princes as wc fly to caves 
and arches, and other things of the mere earth, for belter and 
protection. 

Boccaccio. And when they afTonl it at all they afford it with 
as little care and knowledge, Uke Egyptian embalraers, they 
cast aside the brains as useless or worse, but carefully swathe 
up ail that is viler and heavier, and place it in theii painted 
catacombs, 

Pttrarca. What Dante saw in his day we see in ours. The 
danger is, lest first the wiser, and soon afterward the unwiscr, 
in abhorrence at the presumption and iniquity of the priest- 
hood, should abandon religion altogether, when it b forbidden 
to approach her without such company. 

Boccaecio. Philosophy is but the cal}Tt of that plant of para- 
dise, teiigion. Detach it, and it dies away; meanwhile the 
plant itself suppr^rted by its proper nutriment, retains its vigor. 

PHImrea, The good citizen and the calm reasoner come 
at once to the same conclusion, — that philosophy can never 
hold many men together ; diat religion can, — and those who 
without it would not let philosophy, nor law, not humamt? 
exisL Therefore it is our duty and interest to remove all 
obstruction from it ; to give it air, light, space, and freedom, — 
carrying in our hands a scourge for fallacy, a chain for cruchy. 
and an irrevocable ostracism for riches that riot in the house 
of God. 

Bescaecio. Moderate wealth is quite enough to teach with. 

Petrarta, The luxury and rapacity of the Church, together 
with the insolence of the barons, excited that discontent which 
emboldened Nicolo di Rienzi to assume the station of tribune. 
Singular waa the prudence, and opportune the boldness, he 
toanifested at first. His modesty, his piety, his calm severity, 
his unbiassed justice, won to him the aifections of every good 
citizen, and struck horror Into the fastnesses of every castel- 
lated felon. He might by degrees have restored the republic 
of Rome had he preserved his moderation ; he might have be- 
come the master of Italy had he continued the master of him- 
self; but he allowed the weakest of the passions to run aw.iy with 
him. He fancied he could not inebriate himself soon enough 
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with the intemperance of power. He called for seven crowns, 
and placed them successively on his head; he cited Lewis 
of Bavaria and Charles of Bohemia to appear and plead their 
causes before him ; and lastly, not content with exasperating 
and concentrating the hostility of barbarians, he set at defiance 
the best and highest feelings of his more instructed country- 
men, and displayed his mockery of religion and decency by 
bathing in the porphyry font of the Lateran. How my soul 
grieved for his defection ! How bitterly burst forth my com- 
plaints, when he ordered the imprisonment of Stefano Colonna 
in his ninetieth year ! For these atrocities you know with what 
reproaches I assailed him, traitor as he was to the noblest cause 
that ever strung the energies of mankind. For this cause, 
under his auspices, I had abandoned all hope of favor and pro- 
tection from the pontiff; I had cast into peril, almost into per- 
dition, the friendship, familiarity, and love of the Colonnas. 
Even you, Giovanni, thought me more rash than you would 
say you thought me, and wondered at seeing me whirled along 
with the tempestuous triumphs that seemed mounting toward 
the Capitol. It is only in politics that an actor appears greater 
by the magnitude of the theatre ; and we readily and enthu- 
siastically give way to the deception. Indeed, whenever a 
man capable of performing great and glorious actions is emerg- 
ing from obscurity, it is our duty to remove, if we can, all 
obstruction from before him ; to increase his scope and his 
powers, to extol and amplify his virtues. This is always 
requisite, and often insufficient to counteract the workings of 
malignity round about him. But finding him afterward false 
and cruel, and instead of devoting himself to the common- 
wealth, exhausting it by his violence and sacrificing it to his 
vanity, then it behooves us to stamp the foot, and to call in the 
people to cast down the idol. For nothing is so immoral or 
pernicious as to keep up ^the illusion of greatness in wicked 
men. Their crimes, because they have fallen into the gulf of 
them, we call misfortimes ; and amid ten thousand mourners, 
grieve only for him who made them so. Is this reason, is 
this humanity? 

Boccaccio, Alas ! it is man. 

Petrarca, Can we wonder, then, that such wretches have 
turned him to such purposes? The calmness, the sagacity, the 




ctitude of Rienzi, in the ascent to his elevation, rendered 

I bim only the more detestable for his abuse of power. 

Boccaccio. Surely, the man grew mad. 

Pctrarca. Meo often give the hand to the madness that 

leizcs them. He yielded to pride and luxury ; behind them 

came jealousy and distrust : fear followed these, and cruelty 

followed fear. Then the intellects sought the subterfuge that 

bewildered them ; and an ignoble flight was precluded by an 

ignominious death. 

Boccaccio. No mortal is less to be pitied, or more to be 
detested, than be into whose hands are thrown the fortunes of 
a nation, and who squanders them away in the idle gratification 
of his pride and his ambition. .A.re not these already giatitied 
to the full by the confidence and deference of his countrymen? 
Can sillu and the skins of animals, con hammered metals and 
sparkling stones, enhance the value of legitimate dominion 
over the human heart? Can a wise man be desirous of having 
a less wise successor? — and, of all the world, would he ex- 
hibit this inferiority in a son? Irrational as are all who aim at 
despotism, this b surely the most irrational of their specu- 
lations. Vulgar men are more anxious for title and decoration 
ihan for power ; and notice, in their estimate, is preferal>le to 
regard. We ought as litde to mind the extinction of such cx- 
ilienccs as the dying-down of a favorable wind in the prose- 
cution of a voyage. They are fitter for the calendar than for 
history, and it is well when we find them in last year's. 

Pttrarca. What a year was Rienzi's last to me I What an 

extinction of all that had not been yet extinguished 1 Vision- 

' aiyas was the flash of his glory, there was anolher more truly 

I, which this, my second great loss and sorrow, opened again 

\ before me. 

Verona ! loveliest of cities, but saddest to my memory ! while 
I the birds were singing in thy cypresses the earbest notes of 
I spring, the blithest of hope, the tenderest of desire, she my 
I o«ra Laura, fresh as the dawn around her, stood before me. 
I It was her transit ; 1 knew it ere she spake.' 

O Giovanni ! the heart that has once been bathed in love's 
pure fountain, retains the pulse of youth forever. Death can 
n the 6[b of April. 
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only take away the sorrowful from our affections : the flower ex- 
pands ; the colorless film that enveloped it falls off and perishes. 

Boccaccio. We may well beheve it : and beUeving it, let us 
cease to be disquieted for their absence who have but retired 
into another chamber. We are like those who have overslept 
the hour : when we rejoin our friends, there is only the more 
joyance and congratulation. Would we break a precious vase, 
because it is as capable of containing the bitter as the sweet? 
No : the very things which touch us the most sensibly are 
those which we should be the most reluctant to forget. The 
noble mansion is most distinguished by the beautiful images 
it retains of beings passed away ; and so is the noble mind. 

The damps of autumn sink into the leaves and prepare them 
for the necessity of their fall : and thus insensibly are we, as 
years close round us, detached from our tenacity of life by the 
gentle pressure of recorded sorrows. When the graceful dance 
and its animating music are over, and the clapping of hands 
(so lately linked) hath ceased ; when youth and comeliness 
and pleasantry are departed, — 

* Who would desire to spend the following day 
Among the extinguished lamps, the faded wreaths, 
The dust and desolation left behind ? " 

But whether we desire it or not, we must submit. He who 
hath appointed our days hath placed their contents within 
them, and our efforts can neither cast them out nor change 
their quality. In our present mood we will not dwell too long 
on this subject, but rather walk forth into the world, and look 
back again on the bustle of Hfe. Neither of us may hope to 
exert in future any extraordinary influence on the political 
movements of our country by our presence or intervention ; 
yet surely it is something to have set at defiance the merce- 
naries who assailed us, and to have stood aloof from the distri- 
bution of the public spoils. I have at all times taken less 
interest than you have taken in the affairs of Rome ; for the 
people of that city neither are, nor were of old, my favorites. 
It appears to me that there are spots accursed, spots doomed 
to eternal sterility ; and Rome is one of them. No gospel an- 
nounces the glad tidings of resurrection to a fallen nation : 
once down, and down forever. The Babylonians, the Mace- 
donians, the Romans, prove it. Babylon is a desert, Macedon 
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and 



a d«n of thieves, Rome (what is written as an invitation on 
the walls of her streets) one vast immoiuiezsaio, morally and 
nibstantially. 

I^&ana. The argument does not hold good throughout. 
Persia was concjuered : yet Persia long afterward sprang up 
again with renovated strength and courage, and Sapor mounted 
bb war-horse from the crouching neck of VaJentinian. In 
aeaily all the campaigns with the Romans she came off victo- 
of her Icings or generals was ever led in triumph 
!tt> the Capitol, but several Roman emperors lay prostrate on 
"icir purple in the fields of Parthia. FormidaUe at home, 

itorious over friends and relatives, their legions had seized 
subitinded the arable plains of Campania and the exuber- 

it pastures of the Po ; but the glebe that bordered the Aruces 
was unbroken by tlieni. Persia, since those times, has passed 
through many vicissitudes of defeat and victory, of obscurity and 
^ory. and why may not our country? Let us take hopes where 
we can find them, and raise them where we find none. 

Bo€taeeie. In some places we may; in others, the fabric of 
too arduous an undertaking. When I was tn Rome, 
ing there reminiled me of her former state until I saw a 
goose in the grass under the Capitoline hill. This perhaps 
was the only one of her inhabitants that had not degenerated. 
Even the dogs looked sleepy, mangy, suspicious, perfidious, 
and thievish. The goose meanwhile was making his choice of 

IJierbage about triumphal arches and monumental columns, and 
' :king up worms, — the surest descendants, the truest represen- 
Hives, and enjoying the inalienable succession, of the CKsars. 
<Tliis is all that goose or man can do at Rome. She, I think, 
will be the last city to rise from the dead. 

Betrarea. There is a trumpet, and on earth, that shall 
awaken even her, 
Boteacao. I should tike to live and be present. 
Petrarea. This cannot be enpected. But you may live many 
years, and sec many things lo make you happy. For you will not 
close the doors too early in the evening of existence against the 
visits of renovating and cheerful thoughts, which keep our lives 
long lip, and liclp them to sink at last without pain or pressure. 
Beeeateio. Another year or two perhaps, with God's permis- 
Fra Biagio felt my pulse on Wednesday, and cried, — 
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" Courage ! Ser Giovanni ! there is no danger of paradise yet — 
the Lord forbid ! 

" Faith ! " said I, " Fra Biagio, I hope there is not What 
with prayers and masses, I have planted a foot against my old 
homestead, and will tug hard to remain where I am. " 

" A true soldier of the faith ! " quoth Fra Biagio, and drank 
a couple of flasks to my health. Nothing else, he swore to 
Assunta, would have induced him to venture beyond one, — he 
hating all excesses, they give the adversary such advantage 
over us ; although God is mercifid and makes allowances. 

Petrarca. Impossible as it is to look far and with pleasure 
into the future, what a privilege is it, how incomparably greater 
than any other that genius can confer, to be able to direct the 
backward flight of fancy and imagination to the recesses they 
most delighted in ! to be able, as the shadows lengthen in our 
path, to call up before us the youth of our sympathies in all 
their tenderness and purity 1 

Boccaccio. Mine must have been very pure, I suspect, for 
I am sure they were very tender. But I need not call them 
up, — they come readily enough of their own accord ; and I 
find it perplexing at times to get entirely rid of them. Sighs 
are very troublesome when none meet them half-way. The 
worst of mine now are while I am walking up hilL Even to 
walk upstairs, which used occasionally to be as pleasant an ex- 
ercise as any, grows sadly too much for me. For which reason 
I Ue here below ; and it is handier too for Assunta. 

Petrarca. Very judicious and considerate. In high situa- 
tions, like Certaldo and this villetta, there is no danger 
from fogs or damps of any kind. The skylark yonder seems 
to have made it her first station in the air. 

Boccaccio. To welcome thee, Francesco ! 

Petrarca, Rather say, to remind us both of our Dante. 
All the verses that ever were written on the nightingale are 
scarcely worth the beautiful triad of this divine poet on the lark. 

" La lodoletta che in acre si spazia, 
Prima cantando, e poi tace contenta 
Deir ultima dolcezza che la sazia." 

In the first of them do not you see the twinkling of her wings 
against the sky? As often as I repeat them my ear is satisfied, 
my heart (like hers) contented. 



THE PENTAMERON. 

Bouiueio. I agree with you in the perfect and unrivalled 
beauty of ihe first : but in the third there is a redundance. Is 
not canUnta quite enough, without (lu la sazial The picture 
is before us, the sentiment within us, and behold 1 we kick 
when we are (iitl of manna. 

Pttrana. I acknowledge the correctness and propriety of 
your remark ; and yet beauties in poetry must be examined as 
carefully as blemishes, and even more, for we are more easily 
led away by them, although we do not dwell on them s 
We two should never be accused, in these days, of malevolence 
to Daote, if the whole world heard us. Being here alone, we 
may hazard our opinions even less guardedly, and set each 
other right as we see occasion. 

Boeeaerio. Come on then ! I will venture. I will go back 
to Rnd fault ; I will seek it even in Francesca. 

To hesitate, and waver, and turn away from the subject was 
proper and befitting in her. The verse, however, in no respect 
satisfies me. Any one would imagine from it that Gakotto was 
L leally both the title of t!ie book and the name of llie author ; 
I neither of which is true. Galeotto, in the " Tavola Rilonda, " 
1 k the person who interchanges the correspondence between 
I Lsncilotto and GinevTa. The appellation is now become the 
I generic of all men whose business it is to promote the success 
■ of others in illicit love. Dante was stimulated in his satirical 
I vein when he attributed to Francesca a ludicrous expression, 
§ which she w^s very unlikely in her own nature, and greatly 
e so in her state of suffering, to employ or think of, whirled 
I lousd as she was incessantly with her lover. Neither was it 
I requisite to say " the book was a Galeotto, and so was the 
I author, " when she had said already that a passage in it had 
laeduced her. Omitting this unnecessary and ungraceful line, 
Bber confusion and her delicacy are the more evident, and the 
I following comes forth with fresh beauty. In the commence- 
BmcBt of her speech I wish these had likewise been omitted, — 
'■ E cio SI il luo dotlore," — 
inCe he knew no more about it than anybody else. As we 
jceed, there arc passages in which I cannot fmd my way. 
\ where I suspect the poet could not show it me. For in- 
j|is it not strange that Briareus should be punished in the 
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same way as Nimrod, when Nimrod sinned against the living 
^ God, and when Briareus attempted to overthrow one of the 
'•-I living God's worst antagonists, Jupiter? — an action which our 
blessed Lord and the doctors of the Holy Church not only 
attempted, but (to their glory and praise for evermore) 
accomplished. 

Peirarca. Equally strange that Brutus and Cassius (a re- 
mark which escaped us in our mention of them yesterday) 
/ should be placed in the hottest pit of hell for slaying Caesar, 
; and that Cato, who would have done the same thing with less 
compunction, should be appointed sole guardian and governor 
of purgatory. 

Boccaccio, What interest could he have made to be pro- 
moted to so valuable a post in preference to doctors, popes, 
confessors, and fathers ? Wonderful indeed I and they never 
seemed to take it much amiss. 

^ Petrarca, Alighieri not only throws together the most op- 
: posite and distant characters, but even makes Jupiter and our 
; Saviour the same person, — 

" E se lecito m * ^, o sommo Giave ! 
Che fosti in terra per noi crocifisso.*' 

Boccaccio. Jesus Christ ought no more to be called Jupiter 
than Jupiter ought to be called Jesus Christ. 

Petrarca, In the whole of the " Inferno '* I find only the 
descriptions of Francesca and of UgoUno at all admirable. 
Vigorous expressions there are many, but lost in their appli- 
cation to base objects ; and insulated thoughts in high relief, 
but with everything crumbling round them. Proportionally to 
the extent, there is a scantiness of poetry, if delight is the 
purpose or indication of it. Intensity shows everywhere the 
powerful master ; and yet intensity is not invitation. A great 
poet may do everything but repel us. Established laws are 
pliant before him : nevertheless, his office hath both its duties 
and its limits. 

Boccaccio, The simile in the third canto, the satire at the 
close of the fourth, and the description at t}ie commencement 
of the eighth, if not highly admirable, are what no ordinary 
poet could have produced. 

Petrarca. They are streaks of light in a thunder-cloud. 



THE PENTAMERON. 



39 



• you might have added the beginning of tlie twenty-seventh, in 
which the poetry of itself is good, although nut excellent, and 
the subject uf it assuages the weariness left on us, after passing 
through so many holes and furnaces, and undergoing the dia- 
logue between Simon and master Adam. 

Baeeaccio. I am sorry to be reminded of this. It is like the 
brawl of the two fellows in Horace's "Journey to Brundusium." 
They are the straiiesi parallels of bad wit and bad poetry that 
ancient and modem limes exhibit. Ought 1 to speak so sharply 
of poeta who elsewhere have given me so great delight? 

Pelrarca. Surely you ought. No criticism is less beneficial 
to an author or his reader than one tagged with favor and 
tricked with courtesy. The gratification of our humor* is not 
the intent and scope of criticism, and those who indulge in it 
on such occasions are neither wise nor honest. 

Boc<aaio. I never could see why we should designedly 
and prepensely give lo one writer more than his due, to another 
less. If wc offer an honest man ten crowns when we owe him 
only five, he is apt to be offended. The perftimer and drug- 
gist weigh out the commodity before them to a single grain. 
If they do it with odors and powders, shouid not we attempt It 
likewise, in what b either the nutriment or the medicine of the 
mind ? 1 do not wonder that Criticism has never yel been 
clear-sighted and expert among us : I do, that she has never 
been dispassionate and unprejudiced. There are critics who, 
lying under no fear of a future state in literature, and all whose 
hope is for the present day, commit injustice without com- 
punction. Every one of these people has some favorite object 
I for the embraces of his hatred, and a figure of straw will never 
serve the purpose. He must throw his stone at what stands 
out ; he must twitch the skirt of him who is ascending. Do 
you imagine that the worst writers of any age were treated with 
OS much asperity as you and I ? No, Francesco ! give tlic good 
folks their due : they are humaner to their fellow-creatures. 
Petrarca. Disregarding the ignorant and presumptuous, we 
have strengthened our language by dipping it afresh in its purer 
and higher source, and have called the Graces back to it. We 
never have heeded how Jupiter would luve spoken, but only 
how the wisest men would, and how words follow the move- 
ments of the mind. There are rich and copious veins of 
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mineral in regions hi remote from commerce and habitations : 
these veins are useless ; so are those writings of which the 
style is uninviting and inaccessible through its ruggedness, its 
chasms, its points, its perplexities, its obscurity. There are 
scarcely three authors, besides yourself, who appear to heed 
whether any guest will enter the gate, quite satisfied with the 
consciousness that they have stores within. Such wealth in 
another generation may be curious, but cannot be current. 
When a language grows up all into stalk, and its flowers begin 
to lose somewhat of their character, we must go forth into the 
open fields, through the dingles, and among the mountains 
for fresh seed. Our ancestors did this, no very long time ago. 
Foremost in zeal, in vigor, and authority, Alighieri took on him- 
self the same patronage and guardianship of our adolescent 
dialect as Homer of the Greek ; and my Giovanni hath since 
endowed it so handsomely that additional bequests, we may 
apprehend, will only corrupt its principles, and render it lax 
and lavish. 

Boccaccio, Beware of violating those canons of criticism 
you have just laid down. We have no right to gratify one by 
misleading another, nor, when we undertake to show the road, 
to bandage the eyes of him who trusts us for his conductor. 
In regard to censure, those only speak ill who speak untruly, — 
unless a truth be barbed by malice and aimed by passion. To 
be useful to as many as possible is the especial duty of a critic, 
and his utility can be attained only by rectitude and precision. 
He walks in a garden which is not his own ; and he neither 
must gather the blossoms to embellish his discourse, nor break 
the branches to display his strength. Rather let him point to 
what is out of order, and help to raise what is lying on the 
ground. 

Petrarca. Auditors, and readers in general, come to hear 
or read, not your opinion delivered, but their own repeated. 
Fresh notions are as disagreeable to some as fresh air to others ; 
and this inability to bear them is equally a symptom of disease. 
Impatience and intolerance are sure to be excited at any check 
to admiration in the narratives of Ugolino and of Francesca. 
Nothing is to be abated : they are not only to be admirable, 
but entirely faultless. 

Boccaccio, You have proved to me that in blaming our 
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beitera we ourselves may sometimes be unblamed. When 
antliors are removed by death beyond the reach of irritation 
at the touch of an infirmity, we best consult their glory by 
handling their works comprehensively and unsparingly. Vague 
and indefinite criticism suits only slight merit, and presupposes 
it. 1-ineaments irregular and profound as Dante's are worthy 
of bemg traced with patience and fidelity. In the charts of 
our globe we find distinctly marked the promontories and in- 
dentations, and oftentimes the direcdon of unprofitable marshes 
and impassable sands and wildernesses : level surfaces are un- 
noted, I would not detract one atom liom the worth of Dante, 
which cannot be done by summing it up exacdy, but may be 
by negligence in the computation. 

Pelrarea. Your business in the lectures is not to show his 
merits, but his meaning, and to give only so much information 
as may be given without offence to the factious. Whatever you 
do beyon<i is for yourself, your friends, and futurity. 

Boceaceio. I may write more lectures, but nei'er shall deliver 
them in person, as the lirst. Probably, so near as 1 am to 
Florence, and so dear as Florence hath always been to me, 1 
ihall sec that city no more. The last time I saw it, I only 
passed through. Four years ago, you remember, I lost my 
friend Acciaioli. Early in the summer of the preceding, his 
ki&dne^ had induced him to invite me again to Naples, and 1 
undertook a journey to the place where my life had been too 
happy. There are many who pay dearly for sunshine early in 
the season : many, for pleasure in the prime of life. After one 
day lost in idleness at Naples, if intense and incessant thoughts 
(however fruiUess) may be called so, I proceeded by water to 
Sorrento, and thence over the mountains to Amalfi. Here, 
amid whatever is most beautiful and most wonderful in scenery, 
I found the Seniscalco. His palace, his gardens, his terraces, 

I his woods, abstracted his mind entirely from the solicitudes of 
State ; and I was gratified at finding in the absolute ruler of a 
kingdom the absolute master of his time. Rare felicity ! and 
he enjoyed it the more after the toils of business and the intri- 
cacies of policy. His reception of me was most cordial. He 
showed me his long avenues of oranges and citrons ; he helped 
me to mount tlie banks of slippery short herbage, whence we 
could look down on their dark masses, and their broad irregular 
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belts, gemmed with golden fruit and sparkling flowers. We 
stood high above them, but not above their fragrance; and 
sometimes we wished the breeze to bring us it, and sometimes 
to carry a part of it away, — and the breeze came and went as 
if obedient to our volition. Another day he conducted me far- 
ther from the palace, and showed me. with greater pride than 
I had ever seen in him before, the pale-green olives, on little 
smooth plants, the first year of their bearing. " I will teach 
my people here," said he, " to make as delicate oil as any of 
our Tuscans." We had feasts among the caverns; we had 
dances by day under the shade of the mulberries, by night 
under the lamps of the arcade ; we had music on the shore 
and on the water. 

When next I stood before him it was afar from these. 
Torches flamed through the pine forest of the Certosa ; priests 
and monks led the procession ; the sound of the brook alone 
filled up the intervals of the dirge, and other plumes than the 
dancers' waved round what was Acciaioli. 

Petrarca, Since in his family there was nobody who, from 
education or pursuits or consanguinity, could greatly interest 
him, — nobody to whom so large an accumulation of riches 
would not rather be injurious than beneficial, and place rather 
in the way of scoffs and carpings than exalt to respectability, — 
I regret that he omitted to provide for the comforts of your 
advancing years. 

Boccaccio, The friend would not spoil the philosopher. Our 
judgment grows the stronger by the dying-down of our affections. 

Petrarca, With a carefiil politician and diplomatist all 
things find their places but men; and yet he thinks he has 
niched it nicely, when, as the gardener is left in the garden, the 
tailor on his board at the casement, he leaves the author at his 
desk : to remove him would put the world in confusion. 

Boccaccio, Acciaioli knew me too well to suppose we could 
serve each other; and his own capacity was amply sufficient 
for ail the exigencies of the State. Generous,^ kind, constant 
soul 1 the emblazoned window throws now its rich mantle over 
him, moved gently by the vernal air of Marignole, or, as the 
great chapel door is opened to some visitor of distinction, by 

* This sentiment must be attributed to the gratitude of Boccaccio, not 
to the merits of Acciaioli, who treated him unworthily. 
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tbt fresh eastern breeze from the valley of the Elsa. We loo 
(mayhap) shall be visited in the same condition, but in a 
homelier edifice, but in a humbler sepulchre, but by other and 
tax (liferent guests 1 \V'hile they are discussing and sorting out 
out merits, which are usually first discovered among the nettles 
in the church-yard, we will carry this volume with us, and show 
Dante what we have been doing. 

Petrarea. We have each of us had our warnings ; indeed, 
all men have them, — and not only at our time of life, but 
almost every day of their existence. They come to us even in 
youth ; although, like the lightnings that are said to play in- 
cessantly, in the noon and in the morning and throughout the 
year, we seldom see and never look for them. Come, as you 
proposed, let us now continue with our Dante. 

Ugolino relates to him his terrible dream, in which he fan- 
cied that he bad seen Gualando, Sismondi, and Lanfronco. 
killing his children ; and he says that when he awakened he 
beard them moan in their sleep. In such circumstances his 
awakening ought rather to have removed the impression he 
labored under, since it showed him the vanity of the dreaJn, 
and afforded him the consolation that the children were alive. 
Yet he adds immediately, what, if he were to speak it at all, 
he should have deferred, — 

" You are very cruel if you do not begin to grieve, consider- 
ing what my heart presaged to me ; and if you do not weep at 
it, what is it you are wont to weep at ? " 

Boctaccio. Certainly this is iU-timcd; and the conference 
would indeed be better without it anywhere. 

Fetrarca. Farther on, in whatever way we interpret 
" Poicii pill che 1 dolor poli '1 digiuno," 
the pwt falls sadly from his sublimity. 

Boccaccio. If the fact were as he mentions he should have 
suppressed it, since we had already seen the most pathetic in 
the features, and the most horrible in the stride, of Kaminc. 
Gnawing, not in hunger but in rage and revenge, the arch- 
bishop's skull is, in the opinion of many, rather ludicrous than 
tremendous. 

Utrarea. In mine, rather disgusting than ludicrous ; but 
Dante (we must whisper it) is the great master of the ilisgust- 
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ing. When the ancients wrote indecently and loosely, they 
presented what either had something alluring or something 
laughable about it ; and if they disgusted, it was involuntarily. 
Indecency is the most shocking in deformity. We call inde- 
cent, while we do not think it, the nakedness of the Graces 
and the Loves. 

Boccaccio, When we are less barbarous we shall become 
more familiar with them, more tolerant of sliding beauty, more 
hospitable to erring passion, and perhaps as indulgent to frailty 
as we now are to ferocity. I wish I could find in some epi- 
taph, " He loved so many : " it is better than, " He killed so 
many." Yet the world hangs in admiration over this : you and 
I should be found alone before the other. 

Petrarca, Of what value are all the honors we can expect 
from the wisest of our species, when even the wisest hold us 
lighter in estimation than those who labor to destroy what God 
delighted to create, came on earth to ransom, and suffered on 
the cross to save ! Glory then, glory can it be, to devise with 
long study, and to execute with vast exertions, what the fang 
of a reptile or the leaf of a weed accomplishes in an hour? 
Shall any one tell me that the numbers sent to death or to 
wretchedness make the difference, and constitute the great? 
Away then from the face of Natvure as we see her daily 1 away 
from the interminable varieties of animated creatures ! away 
from what is fixed to the earth and lives by the sun and dew ! 
Brute inert matter does it ; behold it in the pestilence, in the 
earthquake, in the conflagration, in the deluge ! 

Boccaccio, Perhaps we shall not be liked the better for 
what we ourselves have written ; yet I do believe we shall be 
thanked for having brought to light, and for having sent into 
circulation, the writings of other men. We deserve as much, 
were it only that it gives people an opportunity of running over 
us (as ants over the images of gods in orchards), and of reach- 
ing by our means the less crude fruits of less ungenial days. 
Be this as it may, we have spent our time well in doing it, and 
enjoy (what idlers never can) as pleasant a view in looking 
back as forward. 

Now do tell me, before we say more of the " Paradise," 
what can I offer in defence of the Latin scraps from litanies 
and lauds, to the number of fifty or thereabout? 
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lirarta. Say nothing at atl. unless you can obtain some 
Indulgences for repeating them. 

Bofcatcio. And then such verses as these, and several score 
of DO better ; — 

" I credo ch' ei ctedelte ch" io credessi, 
O Jacomo, dicea. di Sant Andrea, 
Come Livio scrisse, cbe non em, 
Nel quale un cinque cento dieci e cinque, 
Mille ducenlo can sessania sei. 
Pcpe Satan. Pepc Satan, Pcp£. 
Raffael mai omec, take, aliul. 
Non avria pur dell oilu fatto criih." 

Petrarea. There is no occasion to look into and investigate 
K puddle, — we perceive at first sight its impurity ; but it is use- 
fill to analyze, if we can, a limpid and sparkling water, in which 
the common observer finds nothing but transparency and fresh- 
ness, for in this, however the idle and ignorant ridicule our 
process, we may exhibit what is unsuspected, and separate 
what is insalubrious. We must do, then, for our poet that 
which other men do for themselves ; we must defend him by 
advancing the best authority for something as bad or worse ; 
and although it puzzle otir ingenuity, yet we may almost make 
out in quantity, and quite in quality, our spicilege from Virgil 
himself. If younger men were present, I would admonish and 
exhort them to abate no more of their reverence for the Roman 
poet on the demonstration of his imperfections, than of their 
love for a parent or guardian who had walked with them far 
into the country, and had shown them its many beauties and 
blessings, on his lassitude or his debility. Never will such 
receive too much homage. He who can best discover 
their blemishes will best appreciate their merit, and most 2eal< 
ously guard their honor. The flippancy with which genius is 
often treated by mediocrity, is the surest sign of a prostrate 
mind's incontinence and impotence. It wilt gratify tlic na- 
tional pride of our Florentines, if you show them how greatly 
<the nobler parts of their fellow-citizen excel the loftiest of bis 
Mantuan guide. 

B6e4aeeio, O f V irgil ? 

Petntna. Even so. 

BoecaeHo. He had no suspicion of his equality with this 



46 THE PENTAMERON. 

prince of Roman poets, whose footsteps he follows with rever- 
ential and submissive obsequiousness. 

Petrarca. Have you never observed that persons of high 
rank universally treat their equals with deference; and that 
ill-bred ones are often smart and captious? Even their words 
are uttered with a brisk and rapid air, a tone higher than the 
natural, to sustain the factitious consequence and vaporing in- 
dependence they assume. Small critics and small poets take 
all this courage when they licentiously shut out the master; 
but Dante really felt the veneration he would impress. Sus- 
picion of his superiority he had none whatever, nor perhaps 
have you yourself much more. 

Boccaccio, I take all proper interest in my author ; I am 
sensible to the duties of a commentator ; but in truth I dare 
hardly entertain that exalted notion. I should have the whole 
world against me. 

Petrarca. You must expect it for any exalted notion, — for 
anything that so startles a prejudice as to arouse a suspicion 
that it may be dispelled. You must expect it if you throw 
open the windows of infection. Truth is only unpleasant in its 
novelty. He who first utters it, says to his hearer, " You are 
less wise than I am." Now, who likes this? 

Boccaccio, But surely if there are some very high places in 
our Alighieri, the inequalities are perpetual and vast ; whereas the 
regularity, the continuity, the purity of Virgil are proverbial. 

Petrarca, It is only in literature that what is proverbial is 
suspicious ; and mostly in poetry. Do we find in Dante, do 
we find in Ovid, such tautologies and flatnesses as these : — 

** Quam si dura silex — out stet Marpesia cautes 
Majus adorata nefas — majoremque oisajurorem. 
Arma amens capio — nee sat rattonis in armis. 

Superatne — et vescitur aura 
jEthen'a — nfoue adhuc crudelibus occubat umbris f 
Omnes— coelicolas — omnes supera alta tcnentes. 

Scuta latentia amdunt. 
Has inter voces — media inter talia verba, 
Finem dedit — ore ioquendi. 
Insonuere cavs — sonitumque dedere eavema, 
Ferro accitam — crebrisque bipennibus. 
Nee nostri generis puerum — nee sanguinis.** 

Boccaccio, These things look very ill in Latin, and yet they 
had quite escaped my observation. We often find in the 



THE PENTAMERON. 



47 



iWcDS of David one section of a sentence pkced as it were 

symmetry with another, and Dot at all supporting it by pre- 
■enting the same idea. It is a species of piety to drop the 
nether lip in admiration ; but in reality it is not only the 
modern taste that is vitiated, — the ancient is little less so, al- 
IhoDgh differently. To say over again what we have just ceased 
to say, with nothing added, nothing improved, is equally bad 
in all languages and all times. 

Pctrarta. But in these repetitions we may imagine one part 
of the chorus lo be answering another part opposite. 

Boccaeiio. Likely enough. However, you have ransacked 
poor Virgil lo the skin, and have stripped him clean. 

l^traria. Of all who have ever dealt with Winter, he is the 
most frost-bitlcn. Hesiod's description of the snowy season 
is more poetical and more formidable. U'hat do you think of 
these idcles, — 

" CEraqne diasiliunt vulgo ; vntfqut Hgtimnl " t 

Bocdueio. Wretched falling-off. 
J^trarca, He comes close enough presently. — 
"SliriiqiM hirsuljs dependent horrida barbls." 

We wll withdraw from the Alps into the city. And now are 
you not smitten with reverence at seeing 



Come to CartJiage. What a recommendation lo a beautifiil 
queen does ^neas offer, in himself and his associates I 

ffaf-lerti: WrS \n nebiilS, quos impmha t-entris 
Exrgil cieciw rabies 1" 

Ovid is censured for his 

" Cvniiliit non curribut uttre noscris ; " 
Virgil never for 

"fnitfloque et iidihut h^rcl in iisdem," — 
tiie same in its qtiality. but more forced. 

The affectation of Ovid was light and playful ; Virgil's was 
wUfol, perverse, ond gnmmatisticaL Are we therefore to sup- 
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pose that every hand able to elaborate a sonnet may be raised 
up against the majesty of Virgil ? Is ingratitude so rare and 
precious that we should prefer the exposure of his faults to 
the enjoyment of his harmony? He first delivered it to his 
countrymen in unbroken links under the form of poetry, and 
consoled them for the eloquent tongue that had withered on 
the Rostra. It would be no difficult matter to point out at 
least twenty bad passages in the iSneid, and a proportionate 
number of worse in the Georgics. In your comparison of poet 
with poet, the defects as well as the merits of each ought to 
be placed side by side. This is the rather to be expected, as 

(Dante professes to be VirgiPs disciple. You may easily show 
that his humility no more became him than his fierceness. 

Boccaccio. You have praised the harmony of the Roman 
poet. Now, in single verses I think our poetry is sometimes 
more harmonious than the Latin, but never in whole sentences. 
Advantage could perhaps be taken of our metre if we broke 
through the stanza. Our language is capable, I think, of all 
the vigor and expression of the Latin ; and in regard to the 
pauses in our versification, in which chiefly the harmony of 
metre consists, we have greatly the advantage. What for 
instance is more beautiful than your 

" Solo — e pensoso — i piu deserti campi 
Vo — misurando — a passi tardi — e lenti " ? 

Pctrarca, My critics have found fault with the "lenti," 
calling it an expletive, and ignorant that equally in Italian and 
Latin the word signifies both slaw and languidy while " tardi ** 
signifies slow only. 

Boccaccio, Good poetry, like good music, pleases most 
people, but the ignorant and inexpert lose half its pleasures ; 
the invidious lose them all. What a paradise lost is here 1 

Pelrarca, If we deduct the inexpert, the ignorant, and the 
invidious, can we correctly say it pleases most people? But 
either my worst compositions are the most admired, or the in- 
sincere and malignant bring them most forward for admiration, 
keeping the others in the background 1 Sonneteers, in con- 
sequence, have started up from all quarters. 

Boccaccio, The sonnet seems peculiarly adapted to the 
languor of a melancholy and despondent love, the rhymes 
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and replying to every plaint and every pulsation. 
Our poetasters arc now converting it into the penfold and 
pound of stray thoughts and vagrant fancies. No sooner have 
they collected in their excursions as much matter as they con- 
venicnily can manage, than they seat themselves down and 
Bet busily to work, punching it neatly out with a clever cu!hc 
stamp of fourteen lines in diameter. 

Pttr^rca. A pretty sonnet may be written on a lambkin or 
a parsnip, there being room enough for truth and tenderness 
on the edge of a leaf or the tip of an ear ; but a great poet 
must clasp the higher passions breast high, anrl compel them 
in an authoritative tone to answer his uiterrogatories. 

We will now return again to Virgil, and consider in what re- 
lation he stands to Dante- Our I'uscan and Homer are nerer 
inflated. 

Boeeaecio. Pardon my interruption ; but do you find that 
Virgil is? Surely he has always borne the character of the 
most chaste, the most temperate, the most judicious among 
the poets. 

Pilrarta. KnA wil! not soon lose it. Yet never had there 

'elled, in the higher or the lower regions of poetry, such a 
^'fust as here in the exordium of the Georgics : — 




oretn ftugum P — " 

Already forestalled 1 

" — tempMiatomquf poientem." 
Very strange coincidence of opposite qualifica- 

dngens matemi tempora mytto ; 
lateio. Surely he vould not put down Neptune I 

Numina sola colant : [^ icrviat uiiima Tliuli." 

Catch him up I catch him up I uncoil the whole 
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of the vessers rope 1 never did man fall overboard so unluckily, 
or sink so deep on a sudden. 
Pctrarca. 

** Teque sibi generum Tethys ftrtat omnibus undis f " 

Boccaccio, Nobody in his senses would bid against her. 
What indiscretion ! and at her time of life too ! 

'< Tethys then really, most gallant Caesar, 
If you would only condescend to please her, 
With all her waves would your good graces buy. 
And you should govern all the Isle of Skie.*' 
Petrarca, 

" Anne novum lardis sidus te mensibus addas ? '* 

Boccaccio, For what purpose ? If the months were slow, 
he was not likely to mend their speed by mounting another 
passenger. But the vacant place is such an inviting one ! 

Petrarca, 

" Qua locus Erigonen inter Chelasque sequentes 
Panditur — " 

Boccaccio. Plenty of room, sir ! 
Petrarca, 

** — ipse tibi jam brachia contrahit ardens 
Scorpius — " 

Boccaccio. I would not incommode him ; I would beg him 
to be quite at his ease. 
Pctrarca. 

" — et coeli just& plus parte reliquit. 
Quicc^uid eris (nam te nee sperent Tartara regem 
Nee tibi regnandi veniet tarn dira cupido, 
Quamvis Elysios miretur Grsecia campos, 
Nee repctita sequi curet Proserpina matrem)." 

Boccaccio. Was it not enough to have taken all Varro's in- 
vocation, much enlarged, without adding these verses to the 
other twenty-three ? 

Petrarca. Vainly will you pass through the later poets of 
the empire, and look for the like extravagance and bombast. 
Tell me candidly your opinion, not of the quantity but of the 
quality. 

Boccaccio. I had scarcely formed one upon them before. 
Honestly and truly, it is just such a rumbling rotundity as 
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have been blown, with mur.h a'lo, if Ltican and Nero 
joined their pipes and pufTed together into the same 
I never have admired, since I was a schoolboy, the 
the conclusion of ihe Georgics. — an un- 
lolcsome and consuming fungus at the foot of the tree, a 
ithered and loose branch at the summit. 
Bixcaceio. Virgil and Uante are altogether so different that, 
onlesa you will lend me your whole store of ingenuity, I shall 
never bring them to bear one upon the other. 

Pelrarta. Frequently the points of comparison are salient 
ID proportion as the angles of similitude recede, and the ab- 
quality in one man usually makes us recollect its 
lence in another ; hence the comparison is at the same time 
ituiml and involuntary. Few poets are so different as Homer 
' Virgil, yet no comparison has been made ofteoer, Ovid 
although unlike Homer, is greatly more like him than Virgil is ; 
lor there is the same facility, and apparently the same negli- 
gence, in both. The great fault in the " Metamorphoses " is 
the plan, as proposed in the argument : — 

"priniaqne ab originc miiiidl 
In mKi ffrfetuum deduccre Icmpota carmen." 
Had he divided the more interesting of the tales, and omit- 
ted all the transformations, he woiild have written a greater 
number of exquisite poems than any author of Italy or (Jreece. 
iHe wants on many occasions the grarity of Virgil ; he wants 
1 all the variety of cadence ; but it is a very mistaken notion 
at he either has heavier faults or more numerous. His 
itatal air of levity, his tmeqtialled and unfailing ease, have 
■rays made the contrary opinion prevalent. Errors and faults 
t readily supposed, in literature as in life, where there is 
uch gayety; and the appearance of ease, among those who 
nrer could acquire or understand it, excites a suspicion of 
rgligence and faultiness. Of all the ancient Romans, Ovid 
bi the finest imagination ; he likewise had the truest tact in 
the poetry of his contemporaries and predecessors. 
Compare his estimate n-ith Quintilian's of the same writers, 
this will strike yon forcibly. He was the only one of his 
len who could justly appreciate the labors of LAicrctius. 
" Carmina sublimis tunc sunt perilura I.uerclt, 
Eiliio terras (guQin dabit una diet." 
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And the kindness with which he rests on all the others, shows 
a benignity of disposition which is often lamentably deficient 
in authors who write tenderly upon imaginary occasions. 

I begin to be inclined to your opinion in regard to the advan- 
tages of our Italian versification. It surely has a greater variety 
in its usual measure than the Latin, in dactyls and spondees. 
We admit several feet into ours ; the Latin, if we believe the 
grammarians, admits only two into the heroic; and at least 
seven verses in every ten conclude with a dissyllabic word. 

Boccaccio. We are taught indeed that the final foot of an 
hexameter is always a spondee ; but our ears deny the asser- 
tion, and prove to us that it never is, any more than it is in 
the Italian. In both the one and the other the last foot is uni- 
formly a trochee in pronunciation. There is only one species 
of Latin verse which ends with a true inflexible spondee, and 
this is the scazon. Its name of the Umper is but Httle prepos- 
sessing, yet the two most beautiful and most perfect poems of 
the lamguage are composed in it, — the "Miser Catulle" and 
the "Sirmio." 

Petrarca, This is likewise my opinion of those two little 
golden images, which however are insufficient to raise Catullus 
on an equality with Virgil : nor would twenty such. Amplitude 
of dimensions is requisite to constitute the greatness of a poet, 
besides his symmetry of form and his richness of decoration. 
We have conversed more than once together on the defects 
and oversights of the correct and elaborate Mantuan, but never 
without the expression of our gratitude for the exquisite delight 
he has afforded us. We may forgive him his Proteus and his 
Pollio; but we cannot well forbear to ask him how ^Eneas 
came to know that Acragas ^^& formerly the sire of high-mettled 
steeds, even if such had been the fact. But such was only 
the fact a thousand years afterward, in the reign of Gelon. 

Boccaccio, Was it then ? Were the horses of Gelon and 
Theron and Hiero of Agrigentine or Sicilian breed? The 
country was never celebrated for a race adapted to chariots ; 
such horses were mostly brought from Thessaly, and probably 
some from Africa. I do not believe there was ever a fine one 
in Italy before the invasion of Pyrrhus. No doubt, Hannibal 
introduced many. Greece herself, I suspect, was greatly in- 
debted to the studs of Xerxes for the noblest of her prizes on 




die Olympic plain. In the kingdom or Naples I have observed 
more horses of high blootl than in any other quarter of Italy. 
It is there that Pyrrhus and Hannibal were stationary ; and long 
after these the most warlike of men, the Normans, took posses- 
sion of the country. And the Normans would have horses 
worthy of their valor, had they unyoked them from the chariot 
of the sun. Subduers of France, of Sicily, of Cyprus, they 
made England herself accept their laws. 

Virgil, I remember, in the Georgics, has given some direc- 
tions in the choice of horses. He speaks unfavorably of the 
white ; yet painters have been fond of representing the leaders 
of armies mounted on them. And the reason is quite as good 
as the reason of a writer on husbandry (Cato or Columella) for 
choosing a house-dog of a contrary color : it being desirable 
Ihat a general should be as conspicuous as possible, and a dog, 
guarding against thieves, as invisible. 

I love beyond measure in Virgil his kindness toward dumb 
creatures. .Although he represents his Mezentius as a hater of 
the Gods, and so inhuman as to fasten dead bodies to the living, 
and violates in him the unity of character more than character 
was ever violated before, we treat as impossible all he has 
been telling us of his atrocities when we hear his allocution to 
Rhtebus. 

Petrarea. The dying hero, for hero he is transcend enlly 
above all the others in the ^ncid, is not only the kindest 
father, not only the most passionate in his grief for L^usus, but 
likewise gives way to manly sorrows for the mute companion 
of his warlare. 

" Rhicbe diu, res si qua diu mortalibua asquam, 



Here the philosophical reflection addressed to the worthy 
1 quadruped on the brief duration of human and equine life, is 
ill applied. It is not the thought for the occasion, it is not the 
I thought for the man. He could no more have uttered it than 
J Rhtebus could have appreciated it. This is not, however, 
I quite so great an absurdity as the tender apostrophe of the 
1 tnoostcr Proteus to the dead Etirydice, Besides, the youth of 
k Lausus and the activity and strength of Mezentius, as exerted 
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in many actions just before his fall, do not allow us to suppose 
that he who says to his horse 

** Diu viximus/' 

had passed the meridian of existence. 

Boccaccio, Francesco, it is a pity you had no opportunity 
of looking into the mouth of the good horse Rhoebus ; perhaps 
his teeth had not lost all their marks. 

Fctrarca, They would have been lost upon me, though 
horses' mouths to the intelligent are more trustworthy than 
many others. 

Boccaccio, I have always been of opinion that Virgil is in- 
ferior to Homer, not only in genius but in judgment, and to 
an equal degree at the very least. I shall never dare to employ 
half your suggestions in our irritable city, for fear of raising up 
two new factions, — the Virgilians and the Dantists. 

Petrarca, I wish in good truth and seriousness you could 
raise them, or anything like zeal for genius, with whomsoever 
it might abide. 

Boccaccio. You really have almost put me out of conceit 
with Virgil. 

Petrarca, I have done a great wrong then both to him and 
you. Admiration is not the pursuivant to all the steps even 
of an admirable poet ; but respect is stationary. Attend him 
where the ploughman is unyoking the sorrowful ox from his 
companion dead at the furrow; follow him up the arduous 
ascent where he springs beyond the strides of Lucretius ; and 
close the procession of his glory with the coursers and cars 
of Elis. 



THIRD DAY^S INTERVIEW. 

It being now the Lord's Day, Messer Francesco thought it 
meet that he should rise early in the morning and bestir him- 
self to hear Mass in the parish church at Certaldo. Where- 
upon he went on tiptoe, if so weighty a man could indeed go 
in such a fashion, and lifted softly the latch of Ser Giovanni's 
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chamber-door, that he might salute him ere he departed, and 
occasian no wonder at the step he was about lo take. He 
found Ser ( liovanni fast asleep, with the missal wide open across 
his Dose, and a pleasant smile on his genial joyous moudi. Ser 
Fianccsco leaned over the couch, closed his hands together, 
and looking with even more than his usual benignity, said in a 
low voice, " God bless lliee, gende soul ! the mother of piuity 
and innocence protect thee ! " 

He then went into the kitchen, where he found the girl As- 
sunU, and mentioned his resolution. She informed him that 
the horse had eaten his two beans,' and was as strong as a lion 
and as ready as a lover. Ser Francesco patted her on the 
cheek, and called her semplUetta J She was overjoyed at this 
honor from so great a man, the bosom-friend of her good 
master, whom she had always thought the greatest man in the 
world, not excepting Monsignore, until he told her he was only 
a dog confronted with Ser Francesco, She tripped alertly 
across the paved court into the stable, and took down (he 
saddle and bridle from the farther end of the rack. But Ser 
Francesco, with his natural politeness, would not allow her to 
equip his palfrey. 

" This is not the work for maidens," said he ; " return to the 
house, good girl I " 

She Lingered a moment, then went away; but mistrusting 
the dexterity of Ser Francesco, she stopped and turned back 
again, and peeped through the half-closed door, and heard 
sundry sobs and wheezes round about the girth. Ser Fran- 
cesco's wind ill seconded his intention ; and although he had 
thrown the saddle valiantly and stoutly in its station, yet the 
girths brought hira into extremity. She entered again, and, 
dissembling the reason, asked him whether he would not take 
a small beaker of the sweet white wine before he set out, and 
offered to girdle the horse while his reverence bitted and 
bridled him. Before any answer could be returned, she had 
begun : and having now satisfactorily executed her undertak- 
ing, she felt irrepressible delight and glee at being able lo do 
Ser Francesco had failed in. He was scarcely more sue- 
ill with his allotment of the labor ; found unlooked-for in- 

Lltcrally, Jm fast, — ihe cipreision on such occiiiona lo signify a 
'T i{i»iilfiy. 
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tricacies and complications in the machinery, wondered that 
human wit could not simplify it, and declared that the animal 
had never exhibited such restiveness before. In fact, he never 
had experienced the same grooming. At this conjuncture, a 
green cap made its appearance, bound with straw-colored 
ribbon, and surmounted with two bushy sprigs of hawthorn, of 
which the globular buds were swelling, and some bursting, 
but fewer yet open. It was young Simplizio Nardi, who some- 
times came on the Sunday morning to sweep the court-yard 
for Assunta. 

" Oh ! this time you are come just when you were wanted," 
said the girl, " Bridle, directly, Ser Francesco's horse, and 
then go away about your business.*' 

The youth blushed, and kissed Ser Francesco's hand, begging 
his permission. It was soon done. He then held the stirrup; 
and Ser Francesco, with scarcely three efforts, was seated and 
erect on the saddle. The horse, however, had somewhat more 
inclination for the stable than for the expedition, and as As- 
sunta was handing to the rider his long ebony staff, bearing an 
ivory caduceus, the quadruped turned suddenly round. Sim- 
plizio called him bestiaccia / and then, softening it, poco gar- 
bato / and proposed to Ser Francesco that he should leave the 
bastone behind, and take the crab-switch he presented to him, 
giving at the same time a sample of its efficacy, which covered 
the long grizzly hair of the worthy quadruped with a profusion 
of pink blossoms, like embroidery. The offer was declined ; 
but Assunta told Simplizio to carry it himself, and to walk 
by the side of Ser Canonico quite up to the church porch, 
having seen what a sad dangerous beast his reverence had 
under him. 

With perfect good-will, partly in the pride of obedience to 
Assunta, and partly to enjoy the renown of accompanying a 
canon of Holy Church, Simplizio did as she enjoined. 

And now the sound of village bells, in many hamlets and 
convents and churches out of sight, was indistinctly heard, and 
lost again ; and at last the five of Certaldo seemed to crow 
over the faintness of them all. The freshness of the morning 
was enough of itself to excite the spirits of youth, — a portion 
of which never fails to descend on years that are far removed 
from it, if the mind has partaken in innocent mirth while it 
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a Its season and its duty to enjoy it. Parties of young and 
old passed the canonico and his attendant with mule respect, 
bowing and bare-headed ; for that ebony staff threw its spell 
over the tongue, which the frank and hearty salutation of the 
bearer was inadequate to break. Simplizio once or twice 
attempted to call back an intimate of the same age with him- 
self; but the utmost he could obtain was a riverilissimo, and 
a genuflection to the rider. Ii is reported that a heart-burning 
rose up from it in the breast of a cousin, some days after, too 
distinctly apparent in the long-drawn appellation of Gnor^ 
Simplizio. 

Ser Francesco moved gradually forward, his steed picking 
I his way along the lane, and looking fixedly on the stones with 
all the sobriety of a mineralogist. He himself was well satis- 
fied with the pace, and told Simplizio to be sparing of the 
svntch, unless in case of a hornet or gadfly. Simplizio smiled, 
toward the hedge, and wondered at the condescension of so 
great a theologian and astrologer in joking with him about the 
gadflies and hornets in the beginning of -\pril. " Ah ! there 
are men in the world who can make wit out of anything ! " said 
he to himself. 

As they approached the walls of the town, the whole country 
was pervaded by a stirring and diversified air of gladness. 
Laughter and songs and flutes and viols, inviting voices and 
Complying responses, mingled with merry bells and with pro- 
cessional hymns, along the woodland paths and along the yellow 
meadows. It was really the Lord's Day, for he made his crea- 
tures happy in it, and their hearts were thankful. Even the cruel 
had ceased from cruelty; and the rich man alone exacted from 
the animal his daily labor. Ser Francesco made this remark, 
and told his youthful guide that he had never been before 
where he could not walk to church on a Sunday ; and that 
nothing should persuade him to urge the speed of his beast, 
on the sei'enth day, beyond his natural and willing fool's-pacc. 
He reached tlie gates of Certaldo more than half an hour 
before tlie lime of service, and he found laurvls suspended 
over them, and being suspended ; and many pleasant and 
beautiful (aces were protruded between the ranks of gentry 
and clergy who awaited him. Little did he expect such an 
' Coiunclian 0/ lyni^. cuslomary in Tuscany. 
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attendance ; but Fra Biagio of San Vivaldo, who himself had 
offered no obsequiousness or respect, had scattered the secret 
of his visit throughout the whole country. A young poet, the 
most celebrated in the town, approached the canonico with a 
long scroll of verses, which fell below the knee, beginning — 

** How shall we welcome our illustrious guest ? " 

To which Ser Francesco immediately replied, " Take your 
favorite maiden, lead the dance with her, and bid all your 
friends follow ; you have a good half-hour for it." 

Universal applauses succeeded, the music struck up, couples 
were instantly formed. The gentry on this occasion led out 
the cittadinanza, as they usually do in the villeggiatura, — rarely 
in the carnival, and never at other times. The elder of the 
priests stood round in their sacred vestments, and looked with 
cordiality and approbation on the youths, whose hands and 
arms could indeed do much, and did it, but whose active eyes 
could rarely move upward the modester of their partners. 

While the elder of the clergy were thus gathering the fruits 
of their liberal cares and paternal exhortations, some of the 
younger looked on with a tenderer sentiment, not unmingled 
with regret. Suddenly the bells ceased ; the figure of the dance 
was broken ; all hastened into the church ; and many hands 
that joined on the green met together at the font, and touched 
the brow reciprocally with its lustral waters in soul-devotion. 

After the service, and after a sermon a good church-hour 
in length to gratify him, enriched with compliments from all 
authors. Christian and Pagan, informing him at the conclusion 
that although he had been crowned in the Capitol he must 
die, being bom mortal, Ser Francesco rode homeward. The 
sermon seemed to have sunk deeply into him, and even into 
the horse under him, for both of them nodded, both snorted, 
and one stumbled. Simplizio was twice fain to cry, — 

" Ser Canonico ! Riverenza ! in this country if we sleep 
before dinner it does us harm. There are stones in the road, 
Ser Canonico, loose as eggs in a nest, and pretty nigh as thick 
together, huge as mountains." 

"Good lad," said Ser Francesco, rubbing his eyes, "toss 
the biggest of them out of the way, and never mind the 
rest." 
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The horse, although he walked, shaffled almost into an amble 
as he approached the stable, and his master looked up at it 
wilh neariy the same contentment. Assuuia had been ordered 
rail for his return, and cried, — 

Scr Francesco ! you are looking at our long apricot, that ' 
runs the whole length of the stable and bam, covered with 
blossoms as the old white hen is with feathers. You must 
coroe in the summer, and eat this fine fniit with SIgnor Padrone. 
Vou cannot think how ruddy and golden and sweet and mel- 
low it is. There are peaches in all the fields, and plums and 
pears and apples, but there is not another apricot for miles 
and miles. Scr Giovanni brought the stone from Naples before 

bom ; a lady gave it to him when she had eaten only 
half the fruit off it : but perhaps you may have seen her, for 
you have ridden as far as Rome, or beyond. Padrone looks 
often at the fruit, and eats it willingly ; and I have seen him 
ttim over the stones in his plate, and chouse one out from the 
rest and put il into his pocket, but never plant it." 

Where is the youth ? " inquired Ser P'raocesco. 

Gone away," answered the maiden. 

1 wanted to thank him," said the canonico. 
May I tell him so?" asked she. 

And give him," continued he, holding a piece of silver — 
I will give him something of my own, if he goes on and 

behaves well," said she ; " but Signor Padrone would drive him 
away forever, I am sure, if he were tempted in an evil hour to 
accept a quattrino for any service he could render the friends 
of the house." 

Scr Francesco was delighted with the graceful animation of 
diis ingenuous girl, and asked her, with a little curiosity, how 
she could aHbrd to make him a present. 

1 do not intend to make him a present," she replied ; " but ' 
it is better he should be rewarded by me," — she blushed anil 
hesitated, — "or by Signor Padrone." she added, "than by 
Ttur reverence. He has not done half his duty yet, — not 
lalf. I will teach him ; he is quite a child — four months 
jrounger than me." 

Ser Francesco went into the house, saj-ing to himself at the I 
Joorway, " 'I'nith. innocence, and gentle manners have not yet I 
the earth. Tbcte arc sermons that never make the ears I 
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weary. I have heard but few of them, and come from church 
for this." 

Whether Simplizio had obeyed some private signal from As- 
sunta, or whether his own delicacy had prompted him to dis- 
appear, he was now agaui in the stable, and the manger was 
replenished with hay. A bucket was soon after heard ascend- 
ing from the well ; and then two words, " Thanks, Simplizio." 

When Petrarca entered the chamber he found Boccaccio with 
his breviary in his hand, not looking into it, indeed, but re- 
peating a thanksgiving in an audible and impassioned tone of 
voice. Seeing Ser Francesco, he laid the book down beside 
him, and welcomed him. 

I hope you have an appetite after your ride," said he, 

for you have sent home a good dinner before you." 

Ser Francesco did not comprehend him, and expressed it 
not in words but in looks. 

"I am afraid you will dine sadly late to-day; noon has 
struck this half-hour, and you must wait another, I doubt. 
However, by good luck I had a couple of citrons in the house, 
intended to assuage my thirst if the fever had continued. This 
being over, by God's mercy, I will try (please God !) whether 
we two greyhounds cannot be a match for a leveret." 

" How is this? " said Ser Francesco. 

" Young Marc- Antonio Grilli, the cleverest lad in the parish 
at noosing any wild animal, is our patron of the feast. He has 
wanted for many a day to say something in the ear of Matilda 
Vercelli. Bringing up the leveret to my bedside, and opening 
the lips and cracking the knuckles, and turning the foot round 
to show the quality and quantity of the hair upon it, and to 
prove that it really and truly was a leveret and might be eaten 
without offence to my teeth, he informed me that he had left 
his mother in the yard, ready to dress it for me ; she having 
been cook to the prior. He protested he owed the crowned 
martyr a forest of leverets, boars, deer, and everything else 
within them, for having commanded the most backward girls 
to dance directly. Whereupon he darted forth at Matilda, 
saying, *The crowned martyr orders it,* seizing both her 
hands, and swinging her round before she knew what she 
was about. He soon had an opportunity of applying a word, 
no doubt as dexterously as hand or foot; and she said sub- 
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aussively, but seriously, and almost sadly, ' Marc-Antonio, now 
all the people have seen it, they will think it.' And, after a 
pause, ' I am quite ashamed, and so should you be : are not 
you now ? ' 

" The others had run into the church. Matilda, who scarcely 
had noticed it, cried suddenly, ' O Santissima 1 we are quite 
alone.' 

" "Will you be mine?' cried he, enthusiastically, 

" ' Oh, they will hear you in the church,' replied she. 

" ' They shall, they shall '. ' cried he again, as loudly. 

" ' If you will only go away.' 

"'And then?' 

" ' Yes, yes, indeed.' 

" ' The Virgin heats you ; fifty saints are witnesses." 

" ' Ah ! they know you made me ; they will look kindly on 
us.' 

" He released her hand ; she ran into the church doubling 
her veil (I will answer for her) at the door, and kneeling as 
oeai it as she could tind a place. 

" ■ By Saint Peter,' said Marc-Antonio, ' if there is a leveret 
in the wood, the crowned marfyr shall dine upon it this blessed 
(lay.' And he bounded off. and set about his occupation. I 
inquired what induced him to designate you by such a title. 
He answered, that everybody knew you had received the 
crown of martyrdom at Rome, between the pope and anti- 
pope, and had performed many miracles, for which they had 
canoniied you, and that you wanted only to die to become a 
saint." 

The leveret was now served up, cut into small pieces, and 
covered with a rich tenacious sauce, composed of sugar, citron, 
and various spices. The appetite of Ser Francesco was con- 
tagious. Never was dinner more enjoyed by two compan- 
ions, and never so much by a greater number. One glass of 
a fragrant wine, the color of honey, and unmixed with water, 
crowned the repast. Ser Francesco then went into his own 
duiinber, and found on his ample mattress a cool refresh- 
ing sleep, quite sufficient to remove all the fatigues of the 
moming ; and Ser Giovanni lowered the pillow against which 
he had seated himself, and fell into his usual repose. I'heir 
KfWKtion was not of long continuance ; and the reli^ous <lu- 
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ties of the Sabbath having been performed, a few reflections 
on literature were no longer interdicted. 

Boccaccio. How happens it, O Francesco ! that nearly at 
the close of our lives, after all our efforts and exhortations, we 
are standing quite alone in the extensive fields of literature? 
We are only like to scoria struck from the anvil of the gigantic 
Dante. We carry our fire along with us in our parabola, and 
behold ! it falls extinguished on the earth. 

Petrarca, Courage ! courage ! we have hardly yet lighted 
the lamp and shown the way. 

Boccaccio. You are a poet ; I am only a commentator, and 

must soothe my own failures in the success of my master. 

5 I cannot but think, again and again, how fruitlessly the 

; bravest have striven to perpetuate the ascendency or to estab- 

f lish the basis of empire, when Alighieri hath fixed a language 

■ for thousands of years and for myriads of men, — a language 

far richer and more beautiful than our glorious Italy ever knew 

before, in any of her regions, since the Attic and the Dorian 

contended for the prize of eloquence on her southern shores. 

Eternal honor, eternal veneration, to him who raised up our 

country from the barbarism that surrounded her ! Remember 

how short a time before him, his master Brunetto Latini wrote 

in French : prose indeed ; but whatever has enough in it for 

poetry, has enough for prose out of its shreds and selvages. 

Petrarca, Brunetto ! Brunetto ! it was not well done in 
thee. An Italian, a poet, write in French ! What human ear 
can tolerate its nasty nasalities, what homely intellect be sat- 
isfied with its bare-bone poverty? By good fortune we have 
nothing to do with it in the course of our examination. Several 
things in Dante himself you will find more easy to explain than 
to excuse. You have already given me a specimen of them, 
which I need not assist you in rendering more copious. 

Boccaccio, There are certainly some that require no little 
circumspection. Difficult as they are to excuse, the difficulty 
lies more on the side of the clergy than the laity. 

Petrarca, I understand you. The gergo of your author 
has always a reference to the court of the Vatican. Here he 
speaks in the dark: against his private enemies he always is 
clear and explicit. 

Unless you are irresistibly pressed into it, give no more than 
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0, or at most three, lectures on the verse which I predict 
U appear to our Florentines the cleverest in the poem, — 

" Che vcl viso degli uoraini legge O M O." 
B&ccaceh. We were very near a new civil war about the 
Inteqirelatioii of it. 

Petrarea. Foolisher questions have excited general ones. 
What, I wonder, rendered you all thus reasonable at last ? 

Boccaerio. The majority, which on few occasions is so much 
a the right, agreed with me that the two eyes are signified by 
' e two vowels, the nose by the centre of the consonant, and 
e temples by its exterior lines. 

Pftrarca. In proceeding to explore the " Paradise " more 
minutely, 1 must caution you against remarking to your audi- 
ence, tliat, although the nose is between the eyes, the temples 
■re not, exactly, — an obsenaiion which, if well established, 
<migbt be resented as somewhat injurious to the Divinity of 
(Ihe "Commedia." 

BotcautB. With all its flatnesses and swamps, many have 
preferred the " Paradiso " to the other two sections of the 
^oem. 

Petrarea. There is aslitde in it of very bad poetry — or we 
may rather say, as little of what is no poetry at all — as in either, 
vhich are uninviting from an absolute lack of interest and allu- 
■ion, from the confusedness of the ground-work, the indistinct- 
ticss of the scene, and the paltriness (in great measure) of the 
■gents. If we are amazed at the number of Latin verses in 
" Inferno " and " Purgatorio," what must we be at their fer- 
tility in the " Paradiso," where they drop on us in ripe clusters 
tiirough every glen and avenue ! We reach the conclusion of 
tiie sixteenth canto before we come in sight of poetry, or more 
tiian a glade with a gleam upon it. Here wc find a description 
f Florence in her age of innocence ; but the scourge of satire 
's in our cars before we fix the attention. 
Beccaecio. I like the old Ghibelline best in the seventeenth, 
icre he dismisses the doctors, corks up the latin, ceases from 
a]mo<Jy, looses the arms of Calfucci and Arigucci, sets, down 
^ponsacco in the market, and gives us a stave of six ve 
^^fcich repays us amply for our heaviest toils and sufferings, 
" To lascienU ogni cosa dilelia," etc. 
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But he soon grows weary of tenderness and sick of sorrow, and 
returns to his habitual exercise of throwing stones and calling 
names. 
f Again we are refreshed in the twentieth. Here we come to 
the simile ; here we look up and see his lark, and are happy 
and lively as herself. Too soon the hard fingers of the master 
are round our wrists again ; we are dragged into the school, 
and are obliged to attend the divinity examination, which the 
poet undergoes from Saint Simon-Peter. He acquits himself 
pretty well, and receives a handsome compliment from the 
questioner, who, "inflamed with love," acknowledges he has 
given " a good account of the coinage, both in regard to 
weight and alloy." 

"Tell me," continues he, "have you any of it in your 
pocket?" 

" Yea," replies the scholar, " and so shining and round that 
I doubt not what mint it comes from." 

Saint Simon- Peter does not take him at his word for it, but 
tries to puzzle and pose him with several hard queries. He 
answers both warily and wittily, and grows so contented with 
his examining master, that, instead of calling him " a sergeant 
of infantry," as he did before, he now entitles him " the 
baron." 

I must consult our bishop ere I venture to comment on these 

two verses, — 

" Credo una essenza, si una e si trina 
Che soffer^ congiunto ntni et este,** — 

as, whatever may peradventure lie within them, they are hardly 
worth the ceremony of being burned alive for, although it should 
be at the expense of the Church. 

Fetrarca, I recommend to you the straightforward course ; 
but I believe I must halt a little, and advise you to look about 
you. If you let people see that there are so many faults in your 
author, they will reward you, not according to your merits, but 
according to its defects. On celebrated writers, when we speak 
in pubHc, it is safer to speak magnificently than correctly. 
Therefore be not too cautious in leading your disciples and in 
telling them. Here you may step securely, here you must mind 
your footing ; for a florin will drop out of your pocket at every 
such crevice you stop to cross. 
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I £«etaecio. The room is hardly light enough to let me see 
rtiether you are smiling ; but being the most ingenuous soul 
live, and by no means the least jocose one, I suspect it. My 
fiice is to explain what is difficult, rather than to expatiate on 
4tat is beautiliil or to investigate what is amiss. If those who 
" ; me to read the lectures mark out the topics for me, 
lothing is easier than to keep within them. Yet with how true 
nnd entire a pleasure shall 1 point out to my Te How- citizens such 
Fb glorious tract of splendor as there is in the single line, — 

"Cio ch'io vedevo mi sembriva un riso 
Dell' 111 



I With what exultation shall I toss up my gauntlet into the ba]- 
Econy of proud Antiquity, and cry Descend .' Contend .' 

I have frequently heard your admiration of this passage, and 
IHierefore I dwell on it the more delighted. Besides, we seldom 
Ifind anything in our progress that is not apter to excite a very 
F different sensation. School -divinity can never be made attrac- 
tive to the Muses ; nor will Virgil and Thomas Aquinas ever 
cordially shake hands. The unrelenting rancor against the 
popes is more tedious than unmerited ; in a poem I doubt 
^whether we vrould not rather find it immerilcd than tedious, 
for of all the sins against the spirit of poetry, this is the most 
Bipardonable. Something of our indignation, and a proportion 
if our scorn, may fairly be detached from the popes and thrown 
n the pusillanimous and perfidious who suffered such excrcs- 
1 to shoot up. exhausting and poisoning the soil they 
Bquang bom. 

J\rtrana. I do not wonder they make Saint Peter " redden," 
e hear they do, but I regret that tliey make him stammer, 

J," etc 

T was not the first Catholic who taught ns that the pa- 
icy is usurpation, nor will lie be (let us earnestly hope) the 
pBt to inculcate so evident a doctrine. 

Boctaecio. Canonico of Parma ! Canonico of Parma I yon 
uke my hair stand on end. But since nolMxly sees it besides 
'melt ptythec tell me how it happens that an infallible pope 
mid denounce as damnable the decision of another infal- 



66 THE PENTAMERON. 

lible pope, his immediate predecessor? Giovanni the twenty- 
second, whom you knew intimately, taught us that the souls of 
the just could not enjoy the sight of God until after the day 
of universal judgment ; but the doctors of theology at Paris, 
and those learned and competent clerks the kings of France 
and Naples, would not allow him to die before he had swal- 
lowed the choke-pear they could not chew. The succeeding 
pope, who called himself an ass, — in which infallibility was less 
wounded, and neither king nor doctor carped at it (for not 
only was he one, but as truth-telling a beast as Balaam's), — 
condemned this error, as indeed well he might, after two kings 
had set their faces against it. But on the whole, the thing is 
ugly and perplexing. That they were both infallible we know ; 
and yet they differed ! Nay, the former differed from himself, 
and was pope all the while, — of course infallible ! Well, since 
we may not solve the riddle, let us suppose it is only a mystery 
the more, and be thankful for it 

Petrarca, That is best. 

Boccaccio, I never was one of those who wish for ice to 
slide upon in summer. Being no theologian, I neither am nor 
desire to be sharp-sighted in articles of heresy ; but it is re- 
ported that there are among Christians some who hesitate to 
worship the Virgin. 

Petrarca. Few, let us hope. 

Boccaccio, Hard hearts ! Imagine her, in her fifteenth year, 
fondling the lovely babe whom she was destined to outlive, — 
destined to see shedding his blood and bowing his head in 
agony ! Can we ever pass her by and not say from our hearts, 
"O thou whose purity had only the stain of compassionate 
tears upon it ! blessings, blessings on thee ! " I never saw 
her image but it suspended my steps on the highway of the 
world, discoursed with me, softened and chastened me, show- 
ing me too clearly my unworthiness by the light of a reproving 
smile. 

Petrarca, Woe betide those who cut off from us any source 
of tenderness, and shut out from any of our senses the access 
to devotion ! 

Beatrice, in the place before us, changes color too, as deeply 
as ever she did on earth ; for Saint Peter, in his passion, picks 
up and flourishes some very filthy words. He does not recover 
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e of his reason on a sadden ; but after a long and bitter 

mplaint that faith and innocence are only to be found in 
little children, and that the child moreover who loves and 
% to its mother while it lisps, wishes to see her buried 
when it can speak plainly, — he informs us that this corruption 
ought to excite no wonder, since the human race must of ne- 
cessity go astray, not having any one upon earth to govern it. 

Botfacdo. Is not this strange though, from the mouth of 

e inspired ? We are taught that there never shall be want- 
ing a head to govern the Church ; could Saint Peter say thai it 
WiU wanting? I feel myCathohcism here touched to the quick. 
However, I am resolved not to doubt ; the more difficulties 1 
find, the fewer questions I raise : the saints must settle it, as 
WcU as they can, among themselves. i 

Pelrarca. They are nearer the fountain of truth than we 
; and I am confident Saint Paul was in the right. 

Bexcaceio. I do verily believe he may have been, although 
at Rome we might be in jeopardy for saying it. AVell is it for 

e that my engagement is to comment on Alighieri's " Divina 
Commcdia" instead of his treatise " De Monarchii." He 
ays bold things there, and sets apostles and popes together by 
the ears. That is not the worst. He would destroy wliai is 
iUtd should be, and would establish what never can nor ought 
,«obe. 

Peirarxa. If a universal monarch could make children 
lood uoivctsally, and keep them as innocent when they grow 
nji as when they were in the cradle, we might wish him upon 
llis throne to-morrow. But Alighieri, and those others who 
have conceived such a prodigy, seem to be unaware tiiat what 
they would establish for the sake of unity is the very thing by 
irbich this unity must be demolished. For since universal 
power does not confer on its possessor universal intelligence, 
ud since a greater number of the cunning could and u-ould 
aasemble round him, he must (if we suppose him like the ma- 
jority and nearly the totality of his cl^) appoint a greater 
troportion of such subjects to the management and control of 
" \ dominions. Many of them would become the rulers of 
^ies and of provinces in which they have no connections or 
ffinitics, and in which the preservation of character is less 
'e^TBble to them than the possession of power. The opeta> 
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tions of injustice, and the opportunities of improvement would 
be alike concealed from the monarch in the remoter parts of 
his territories, and every man of high station would exercise 
more authority than he. 

Boccaccio, Casting aside the impracticable scheme of uni- 
versal monarchy, if kings and princes there must be, even in 
the midst of civility and letters, why cannot they return to 
European customs, renouncing those Asiatic practices which 
are become enormously prevalent? Why cannot they be con- 
tented with such power as the kings of Rome and the lucu- 
mons of Etruria were contented with ? But forsooth they are 
¥riser 1 and such customs are obsolete ! Of their wisdom I 
shall venture to say nothing, for nothing, I believe, is to be 
said of it ; but the customs are not obsolete in other countries, 
— they have taken deep root in the north, and exhibit the signs 
of vigor and vitality. Unhappily, the weakest men always 
think they least want help, — like the mad and the drunk. 
Princes and geese are fond of standing on one leg, and fancy 
it (no doubt) a position of gracefulness and security, until the 
cramp seizes them on a sudden : then they find how helpless 
they are, and how much better it would have been if they had 
employed all the support at their disposal. 

Petrarca, When the familiars of absolute princes taunt us, 
as they are wont to do, with the only apothegm they ever 
learned by heart, — namely, that it is better to be ruled by one 
master than by many, — I quite agree i^ith them, unity of power 
being the principle of republicanism, while the principle of 
despotism is division and delegation. In the one system 
every man conducts his own affairs, either personally or through 
the agency of some trustworthy representative, which is essen- 
tially the same; m the other system no man, in quality of 
citizen, has any affairs of his own to conduct, but a tutor has 
been as much set over him as over a lunatic, as little with his 
option or consent, and without any provision, as there is in 
the case of the lunatic, for returning reason. Meanwhile, the 
spirit of republics is omnipresent in them, — as active in the 
particles as in the mass, in the circumference as in the centre. 
Eternal it must be, as truth and justice are, although not 
stationary. Yet when we look on Venice and Genoa, on the 
turreted Pisa and our own fair Florence, and many smaller 
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B self-poised in high serenity ; when we see what edifices 
tfiey have raised, and then glance at the wretched habitations 
f ihc slaves around, — the Austrians, the French, and other 
fierce restless barbarians, — difficult is it to bebeve that the 
lieoeficcnt God, who smiled upon these our labors, will ever 
ta his indignation cast them down, a helpless prey to such 
nvaders. 

Morals and happiness will always be nearest to perfection 
in snuUl communities, where functionaries are appointed by as 
numerous a body as can be brought together of the industrious 
lUld intelligent, who have observed in what manner they su- 
perintend their families and converse with their equals and 
dependants. Do we find that forms are better cultivated for 
Ving Urge? Is your neighbor friendlier for being powerful? 
Is your steward honester and more attentive for having a mort- 
gage on your estate, or a claim to a joint property in your man- 
Yet well-educated men are seen about the streets so 
vacant and delirious as to fancy that a country can only be 
well governed by somebody who never saw and will never see 
t twentieth part of it, or know a hundredth part of its neces- 
— somebody who has no relationships in it, no connec- 
tions, no remembrances. A man without soul and sympathy 
is alone to be the governor of men I Giovanni, our Floren- 
tines are, beyond all others, a treacherous, tricking, mercenary 
Kice. What in the name of heaven will become of them, if 
r Ihey Ibten to these ravings ; if ever they lose, by their 
Ctnvardice and dissensions (the crust of salt that keeps them 
fiom putrescency) , their freedom? 

Beeeaeeio. Alas ! I dare hardly look out sometimes, lest I 
lee before mc the day when German and Spaniard will split 
Ihetn down the back and throw them upon the coals. Sad 
thought ! here we will have done with it. We cannot help 
^B>em : we have made the most of them, like the good tailor 
Mrho, as Dante say-s, cut his coat according to his cloth. 
Petrarea. Do you intend, if they should call upon you 
ain, to give them occasionally some of your strictures on 
us prose- writings ? 

Boeeaefic. It would not be expedient. Enough of his 
Ktlitical sentiments is exhibited in various places of his poem, 
» render him unacceptable to one party, and enough of his 
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theological, or rather his ecclesiastical, to frighten both. You 
and I were never passionately fond of the papacy, to which we 
trace in great measure the miseries of our Italy, its divisions 
and its corruptions, the substitution of cunning for fortitude, 
and of creed for conduct. Dante burst into indignation at the 
sight of this, and because the popes took away our Chris- 
tianity, he was so angry he would throw our freedom after it. 
Any thorn in the way is fit enough to toss the tattered rag on. 
A German king will do, — Austrian or Bavarian, Swabian or 
Switzer. And to humiliate us more and more, and render us 
the laughing-stock of our household, he would invest the in- 
truder with the title of Roman Emperor. What ! it is not 
enough then that he assumes it? We must invite him, for- 
sooth, to accept it at our hands ! 

Fetrarca. Let the other nations of Europe be governed by 
their hereditary kings and feudal princes, — it is more accord- 
ant with those ancient habits which have not yet given way to 
the blandishment of literature and the pacific triumph of the 
arts ; but let the states of Italy be guided by their own citizens. 
May nations find out by degrees^ that the next evil to being 
conquered is to conquer, and that he who assists in making 
slaves gives over at last by becoming one. 

Boccaccio. Let us endure a French pope or any other as 
well as we can ; there is no novelty in his being a stranger. 
The Romans at all times picked up recruits from the thieves, 
gods, and priests of all nations. Dante is wrong, I suspect, in 
imagining the popes to be infidels ; and, no doubt, they would 
pay for Indulgences as honestly as they sell them, if there were 
anybody at hand to receive the money. But who in the world 
ever thought of buying the cap he was wearing on his own 
head ? Popes are no such triflers. After all, an infidel pope 
(and I do not believe there are three in a dozen) is less 
noxious than a sanguinary soldier, be his appellation what 
it may, if his power b only limited by his will. My experience 
has however taught me that where there is a great mass of 
power concentrated, it will always act with great influence on 
the secondary around it. Whether p>ope or emperor or native 
king occupy the most authority within the Alps, the barons 
will range themselves under his banner, apart fix)m the citizens. 
Venice, who appears to have received by succession the politi- 
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^^ torn of republican Rome, has less political enterprise ; 

nd the jealousies of her rivals will always hokl them back, or 
greatly check them, from any plan suggested by her for the 
gener^ good. 

J^trarea. It appears to be the will of Providence that 
;cower and happiness shall never co-exist. Whenever a state 
lecomes powerful, it becomes unjust; and injustice leads it 
fint to the niin of others, and next and speedily to its own. 
We whose hearts are republican are dazzled by looking so long 
■nd so intently at the eagles and standards and golden letters, 
"S. P. Q. R." We are reluctant to admit that the most 
irretched days of ancient Rome were the days of her most 
illustnoQs men ; that they began amid the triumphs of Scipio, ' 
when the Gracchi perished, and reached the worst under the , 
dictatorship of Ca;sar, when perished Liberty herself. A milder i 

better race was gradually formed by Grecian instruction. 
Vespasian, Titus, Nerva, Trajan, the Anlonines, the Gordians, 
Tacitus, Probus. in an almost unbroken series, are such men 

never wore the diadem in other countries ; and Rome can 
tfiow nothing comparable to them in the most renowned and 
virtuous of her earlier consuls. Humanity would be consoled 
in some degree by them if their example had sunk into (he 
breasts of the governed. But ferocity is unsoftened by sen- 
.Walily ; and the milk of the wolf could always be traced in the 

ins of ihe effeminated Romans. 

Petrana. That Is true ; and they continue to this day less 

imane than any other people of Italy. The better part of 
rtheir character has fallen off from ihem ; and in courage and 
iperseverance they are far behind the Venetians and Ugurians. 
rhese last, a scanty population, were hardly lo be conquered 
l»y Rome in the plenitude of her power, and with all her con- 
(rdeiatei, — for which reason they were haled by her beyond 
rU other nations. To gratify the pride and malice uf .'Vugitstus, 
written the verses — 



: that lime the inhabitants of Genoa and Venice have 
j)ecD enriched with ihc generous blood of the Iximbards. This 
Kttle tribe on the Subalpine territory, and the Norman on the 
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Apulian, demonstrate to us, by the rapidity and extension of 
their conquests, that Italy is an over-ripe fruit, ready to drop 
from the stalk under the feet of the first insect that alights 
on it. 

Boccaccio, The Germans, although as ignorant as are the 
French, are less cruel, less insolent, and less rapacious. The 
French have a separate claw for every object of appetite or 
passion, and a spring that enables them to seize it. The de- 
sires of the German are overlaid with food and extinguished 
with drink, which to others are stimulants and incentives. The 
German loves to see everything about him orderly and entire, 
however coarse and common : the natiu-e of the Frenchman is 
to derange and destroy everything. Sometimes when he has 
done so, he will reconstruct and refit it in his own manner, slen- 
derly and fantastically ; oftener leaving it in the middle, and 
proposing to lay the foundation when he has pointed the pin- 
nacles and gilded the weathercock. 

Petrarca, There is no danger that the French will have a 
durable footing in this or any other country. Their levity is 
more intolerable than German pressure, their arrogance than 
German pride, their falsehood than German rudeness, and their 
vexations than German exaction. 

Boccaccio, If I must be devoured, I have little choice 
between the bear and the panther. May we always see the 
creatures at a distance and across the grating 1 The French 
will fondle us, to show us how vastly it is our interest to fondle 
them, — watching all the while their opportimity, looking mild 
and half-asleep, making a dash at last, and laying bare and 
fleshless the arm we extend to them, from shoulder-blade to 
wrist. 

Pctrarca, No nation grasping at so much ever held so littl^, 
or lost so soon what it had inveigled. Yet France is surrounded 
by smaller and by apparently weaker states, which she never 
ceases to molest and invade. Whatever she has won and what- 
ever she has lost, has been alike won and lost by her perfidy, — 
the characteristic of the people firom the earliest ages, and re- 
corded by a succession of historians, Greek and Roman. 

Boccaccio, My father spent many years among them, where 
also my education was completed ; yet whatever I have seen, 
I must acknowledge, corresponds with whatever I have read. 
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1 cwioborates in my mind the testimony of tradition. Their 
lAncient history is only a preface to their later. Deplorable as 
is the condition of Italy, I am more contented to share in her 
■uffeiings than in the frothy festivities of her frisky neighbor. 

Petrarca. So am I ; but we must never deny or dissemble 
he victories of the ancient Gauls, many traces of which are re- 
maining, — not that a nation's glory is the greener for the ashes 
it has scattered in the season of its barbarism, 

Beecacao. The Cisalpine regions were indeed both invaded 
and occupied by them ; yet from inabiUty to retain the ac- 
quisition, how inconsiderable a part of the population is 
Gaulish ! Long before the time of Cjesar the bnguage was 
X^tin throughout : the soldiers of Marius swept away the last 
dregs and stains on the ancient hearth. Nor is there in the 
physiognomy of the people the slightest indication of the Gaul, 
IS we perceive by medals and marbles. These would surely 
preserve his features, because they can only be the memorials 
of the higher orders, which of course would have descended 
from the conquerors. ITiey merged early and totally in the 
original mass, and the countenances in Cisalpine busts are as 
^autiful and dignified as our other Italian races. 

Pelrarea. The French imagine theirs are too. 

Boecaecio. I heartily wish them the fiiU enjoyment of their 
blessings, real or imaginary ; but neither their manners nor 
their principles coincide with ours, nor can a reasonable hope 
Ik entertained of benefit in their alliance. Union at home 
is all we want, and vigilance to perpetuate the better of our 
4Dstitutions. 

Petrarea. The land, O Giovanni, of your early youth, the 
land of my only love, fascinates us no longer. Italy b our 
Country ; and not ours only, but every man's, wherever may 
have been his wanderings, wherever may have been his birth, 
who watches with anxiety the recovery of the Arts, and ac- 
knowledges the supremacy of Genius. Besides, it is in Italy at 
hst that all our few friends are resident. Yotiis were left behind 
you at Paris in your adolescence, if indeed any friendship can 
exist between a Florentine and a Frenchman ; mine at .\vignon 
were Italians, and older for the most part than myself. Here 
wc know that we are beloved by some, and esteemed by many. 
|l indeed gave me pleasure, the first morning as I lay in bed, 



74 I'HE PBNTAMERON. 

to overhear the fondness and earnestness which a worthy priest 
was expressing in your behalf. 

Boccaccio, In mine? 

Petrarca, Yes, indeed : what wonder? 

Boccaccio, A worthy priest ? 

Petrarca, None else, certainly. 

Boccaccio, Heard in bed 1 dreaming, dreaming — ay? 

Petrarca, No, indeed : my eyes and ears were wide open. 

Boccaccio. The little parlor opens into your room. But 
what priest could that be ? Canonico Casini ? He only comes 
when we have a roast of thrushes, or some such small matter at 
table ; and this is not the season, — they are pairing. Plover 
eggs might tempt him hitherward. If he heard a plover he 
would not be easy, and would fain make her drop her oblation 
before she had settled her nest. 

Petrarca, It is right and proper that you should be in- 
formed who the clergyman was to whom you are under an 
obligation. 

Boccaccio. Tell me something about it, for truly I am at a loss 
to conjecture. 

Petrarca, He must unquestionably have been expressing 
a kind and ardent solicitude for your eternal welfare. The 
first words I heard on awakening were these : " Ser Giovanni, 
although the best of masters — " 

Boccaccio, Those were Assimtina's. 

Petrarca, — "may hardly be quite so holy (not being 
priest or friar) as your reverence." 

She was interrupted by the question, "What conversation 
holdeth he?" 

She answered : " He never talks of loving our neighbor 
with all our heart, all our soul, and all our strength, although 
he often gives away the last loaf in the pantry." 

Boccaccio, It was she ! Why did she say that ? — the 
slut! 

Petrarca, "He doth well," replied the confessor. "Of 
the Church, of the brotherhood, that is, of me, what discourses 
holdeth he?" 

I thought the question an indiscreet one; but confessors 
vary in their advances to the seat of truth. 

She proceeded to answer : " He never said anything about 
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i power of the Church to absolve us, jf we should happen 
to go astray a little in good company, like your reverence," 

Here, it is easy to perceive, is some slight ambiguity. 
Eviilemly she meant to say, by the seduction of ■' bad " com- 
pany, and to express that his reverence had asserted his power 
of absolution ; which is undeniable. 

BMcaceio. I have my version. 

Petrarca. What may yours be? 

Beceaccio. Frate Biagio ! broad as daylight ! the whole 
firock round 1 

I would wager a flask of oil .against a turnip, that he laid 
another trap for a penance. Let us see how he went on. I 
wairanl, as he warmed, he left off limping in his paces, and 
bore hard upon the bridle. 

Petrarea. " Much do I fear," continued the expositor, " he ' 
Bcvcr spoke to thee, child, about another world." 

There was a silence of some continuance. 

" Speak ! " said the confessor, 

" No, indeed, he never did. poor Padrone ! " was the slow 
tod evidently reluctant avowal of the maiden ; for in the midst 
of the acknowledgment her sighs came through the crevices 
of the door ; then, without any fiirlher interrogation, and 
with little delay, she added, " fiut he ollen makes this look , 
Kkc it." 

B^cateio. And now, if he had carried a holy scourge, it 
would not have been on his shouldcis that he would have 
bid it. 

Pelrarca. Zeal carries men often too far afloat ; and con- 
fessors in general wish to have the sole steerage of the con- 
•cience. When she told him thai your benignity made this 
world another heaven, he warmly and sharply answered, " It is 
only we who ought to do that." 

" Hush," said the maiden ; and I verily believe she at that 
moment set her b-ick against the door, to prevent the sounds 
fiom coming through the crevices, for the rest of them seemed 
to be just over ray night-cap. " Hush." said she, in the whole 
tcngth of that softest of all articulations, "there is Ser Fran- 
ceaco in the next room ; he sleeps long into the morning, but 
he b so clever a clerk he may underetand you just the same. 
'I doubt whether he thinks Ser Giovanni in the wrong for J 
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making so many people quite happy; and if he should, it 
would grieve me very much to think he blamed Ser Giovanni." 

" Who is Ser Francesco ? " he asked in a low voice. 

" Ser Canonico," she answered. 

" Of what Duomo? " continued he. 

" Who knows? " was the reply ; " but he is Padrone's heart's 
friend, for certain." 

" Cospetto di Bacco ! It can then be no other than Pe- 
trarca. He makes rfiymes and love like the devil. Don't 
listen to him, or you are undone. Does he love you too, as 
well as Padrone?" he asked, still lowering his voice. 

"I cannot tell that matter," she answered somewhat im- 
patiently ; " but I love him." 

" To my face ! " cried he, smartly. 

" To the Santissima ! " replied she, instantaneously ; " for 
have not I told your reverence he is Padrone's true heart's 
friend ! And are not you my confessor, when you come on 
purpose?" 

" True, true ! " answered he ; " but there are occasions 
when we are shocked by the confession, and wish it made less 
daringly." 

" I was bold ; but who can help loving him who loves my 
good Padrone?" said she, much more submissively. 

Boccaccio, Brave girl, for that ! 

Dog of a Frate ! They are all of a kidney, all of a kennel. 
I would dilute their meal well, and keep them low. They should 
not waddle and wallop in every hollow lane, nor loll out their 
watery tongues at every wash-pool in the parish. We shall hear, 
I trust, no more about Fra Biagio in the house while you are 
with us. Ah, were it then for life 1 

Petrarca, The man's prudence may be reasonably doubted, 
but it- were uncharitable to question his sincerity. Could a 
neighbor, a religious one in particular, be indifferent to the wel- 
fare of Boccaccio, or any belonging to him ? 

Boccaccio. I do not complain of his indifference. In- 
different ! no, not he. He might as well be, though. My 
Villetta here is my castle : it was my father's ; it was his father's. 
Cowls did not hang to dry upon the same cord with caps in 
i}ci€\T poderc ; they shall not in mine. The girl is an honest girl, 
Francesco, though I say it. Neither she nor any other shall be 
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and bamboozled under my roor. Methinks Holy 
Chmch might contrive some improvement upon confession. ' 

Petrarca. Hush, Giovanni ! But, it being a matter of dis- 
dptinc, who knows but she might. 

Boceaetio. Discipline ! ay, ay, ay ! Ekith and troth, there 
■re some who want it. 

Petrana. Vou really terrify rae. These are sad surmises. 

Baecaccio. Sad enough ! but I am keeper of my hand- 
toaiden's probity. 

Petrarea. It could not be kept safer. 

Boccaccio. I wonder what the Frate would be putting into 
her head. 

Petrana. Nothing, nothing ; be assured. 

Boccacdo. Why did he ask her all those questions? 

Ji/rarea. Confessors do occasionally take circuitous ways to 
ftirive at the secrets of the human heart. 

Boeeaccio. And sometimes they drive at it, methinks, a whit 
too directly. He had no business to make remarks about me. 

Petrana. Anxiety. 

Boeeaccio. 'Fore God, Francesco, he shall have more ofthat ; 
for I will shut him out the moment I am again up and stirring, 
though he stand but a nose's length otT. I have no fear about 
the girl, no suspicion of her. He might whistle to the moon on 
a frosty night, and expect as reasonably her descending. Never 
itirely at his ease as I am about that ; never, 
never ! She is adamant ; a bright sword now first unscabbarded, 

no breath can hang about it. A seal of beryl, of chiysohle, 
of ruby, — to make impressions (all in good time and proper 
place though) and receive none ; incapable. Just as they are, of 
splitting or cracking or flawing or harboring dirt. Let him 
mind that 1 Such, I assure you, is that poor little wench, 
Assuntina. 

Pftrarta. I am convinced that so well-behaved a young 
creature as Assunta — 

Boeeaceh. Right I Assunta is her name by baptism : we 
usually call her .\ssuntina, because she is slender, and scarcely 
jret fiill-grown, perhaps : but who can tell ? 

Aa for those friais, I never was a friend to im[>udence ; I hate 
loose suggestions. In girls' minds you will find little dust but 
|irhat is carried there by gusts from without. They seldom want J 
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sweeping ; when they do, the broom should be taken from be- 
hind the house-door, and the master should be the sacristan. 

— Scarcely were these words uttered when Assunta was heard 
running up the stairs ; and the next moment she rapped. Being 
ordered to come in, she entered with a willow twig in her hand, 
from the middle of which willow twig (for she held the two ends 
together) hung a fish, shining with green and gold. 

**What hast there, young maiden? " said Ser Francesco. 

"A fish, Riverenza ! " answered she. " In Tuscany we call 
it Hncar 

Petrarca, I too am a little of a Tuscan. 

Assunta, Indeed ! well, you really speak very like one, but 
only more sweetly and slowly. I wonder how you can keep up 
with Signor Padrone, — he talks fast when he is in health ; and 
you have made him so. Why did not you come before ? Your 
reverence has surely been at Certaldo in time past? 

Petrarca. Yes, before thou wert bom. 

Assunta. Ah, sir ! it must have been long ago then. 

Petrarca, Thou hast just entered upon life. 

Assunta, I am no child. 

Petrarca, What then art thou ? 

Assunta. I know not ; I have lost both father and mother : 
there is a name for such as I am. 

Petrarca, And a place in heaven. 

Boccaccio, Who brought us that fish, Assunta? Hast paid 
for it ? There must be seven pounds ; I never saw the like. 

Assunta, I could hardly lift up my apron to my eyes with 
it in my hand. Luca, who brought it all the way from the 
Padule, could scarcely be entreated to eat a morsel of bread, 
or to sit down. 

Boccaccio. Give him a flask or two of our wine ; he will 
like it better than the sour puddle of the plain. 

Assunta, He is gone back. 

Boccaccio, Gone ! who is he, pray? 

Assunta, Luca, to be sure. 

Bocccucio, What Luca? 

Assunta, Dominedio ! O Riverenza, how sadly must Ser 
Giovanni, my poor Padrone, have lost his memory in this cruel 
long illness ! He cannot recollect young Luca of the Bientola, 
who married Maria. 
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BceeACcio. I never heard of either, to the best of my j 
kaowledge. 

Assunta. Be pleased to mention this in your prayers to- I 
night, Ser Canonico ! May Our I-ady soon give him back 1 
his memory ! and everything else she has been pleased 
(only in play. I hope) to take away from him ! Ser Fran- 
cesco, you must have heard all over the world how Maria 
Gargarelli, who lived in the service of our paroco, somehow 
was outwitted by Satannsso, Monsignore thought the paroco 
had not done all he might have done against his wiles 
and craftiness, and sent his reverence over to the monas- J 
tery in the mountains, — Lavema yonder. — to make him look J 
sharp ; and there he is yet. And now does Signor Padrone I 
recoLect ? 

Beccacdo. Rather more distinctly, 

Atsunta. Ah, me ! Rather more distinctly ! have patience, 
Signor Padrone ! I am too venturous, God help me ! But, 
Riverenia, when Maria was the scorn or the abhorrence of 
everybody else, excepting poor Luca Sabbalini, who had always 
cherished her, and excepting Signor Padrone, who had i 
seen her in his lifetime, — for Paroco Snello said he desired no I 
visits from any who took liberties with Holy Church (as if \ 
Padrone did ! ) , — Luca one day came to me out of breath, « 
money in his hand fur our duck. Now it so happened that the I 
duck, stuffed with noble chestnuts, was going to table at that I 
instant. I told Signor Padrone. 

Boctaccio, Assunta, I never heard thee repeat so long and 
tiresome a story before, nor put thyself out of breath so. Come, 
we have had enough of it. 

Pttrarea. She is mortified ; pray let her proceed. 

Bacfatcio. As you wilt. 

Auania. I told Signor Padrone how Luca was lamenting 1 
that Maria was seized with an imagination. 

fielrarta. No wonder then she fell into misfortune, and her 
neighbors and friends avoided her. 

Assunta. Rivcrenza. how can you smile? Signor Padrone, 
and yow, too? You shook your head and sighed at it when 
it happened. The Demonio, who had caused all the first 
mischief, was not contented until he had given her the 
imaginaiian. 
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Petrarca, He could not have finished his work more 
effectually. 

Assunta, He was balked, however. Luca said, " She shall 
not die under her wrongs, please God ! " I repeated the 
words to Signer Padrone (he seems to listen, Riverenza, and 
will remember presently), and Signor Padrone cut away one 
leg for himself, clean forgetting all the chestnuts inside, and 
said sharply, " Give the bu:d to Luca ; and, hark ye, bring 
back the minestra.'' 

Maria loved Luca with all her heart, and Luca loved Maria 
with all his ; but they both hated Paroco Snello for such ne- 
glect about the evil one. - And even Monsignore, who sent for 
Luca on purpose, had some difficulty in persuading him to for- 
bear from choler and discourse ; for Luca, who never swears, 
swore bitterly that the Devil should play no such tricks again, 
nor alight on girls napping in the parsonage. Monsignore 
thought he intended to take violent possession, and to keep 
watch there himself without consent of the incumbent. " I 
will have no scandal," said Monsignore ; so there was none. 
Maria, though she did indeed, as I told your reverence, love 
her Luca dearly, yet she long refused to marry him, and cried 
very much at last on the wedding-day, and said, as she entered 
the porch, " Luca, it is not yet too late to leave me." 

He would have kissed her, but her face was upon his 
shoulder. 

Pievano Locatelli married them, and gave them his blessing ; 
and going down from the altar he said before the people, as 
he stood on the last step, " Be comforted, child ! be com- 
forted ! God above knows that thy husband is honest, and 
that thou art innocent." Pievano's voice trembled, for he was 
an aged and holy man, and had walked two miles on the occa- 
sion. Pulcheria, his govemante, eighty years old, carried an 
apronful of lilies to bestrew the altar; and partly from the 
lilies, and partly from the blessed angels, who although invisi- 
ble were present, the church was filled with fragrance. Many 
who heretofore had been frightened at hearing the mention of 
Maria's name, ventured now to walk up toward her ; and some 
gave her needles, and some offered skeins of thread, and some 
ran home again for pots of honey. 

Boccaccio. And why didst not thou take her some trifle? 
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Attttmla. I had none. 

Bocciudo. Surely there are always such about the premises. 

Attunla. Not mine to give away. 

Bofcaeao. So then at thy hands, Assunta, she went ofT not 
Bverladen ! Ne'er a bone-bodkin out of thy bravery, ay? 

Assunla. ! ran out knitting, with the woodbine and syringa 
S the basket for the parlor. 1 made the basket — I and — 

t myself chiefly, for boys are loiterers. 

Bt>({a«io. Well, well, — why not bestow the basket, together 
Rrith its rich contents ? 

Assunta. I am ashamed to say it — I covered my half- 
Stocking with them as quickly as I could, and ran atler her 
imd presented it. Not knowing what was under the flowers, 
mnd never minding the Uberty I had taken being a stranger to 
her, she accepted it as graciously as possible, and bade me be 
happy. 

Pelrareit. I hope you have always kept her command. 

Assunta. Nobody is ever unhappy here excepting Fra Bia- 
1 gio, who frets sometimes ; but that may be the walk, or he 
tDay fancy Ser Giovanni to be worse than he really is. 

— Having now performed her mission and concluded her 
narrative, she bowed and said, " Excuse me, Riverenza ! ex- 
e me, Signor Padrone ! my arm aches with this great fish." 
Then bowing again, and moving her eyes modestly toward 
each, she added, " with permission ! " and left the chamber, 

" .M>out the Sposina," after a pause, began Ser Francesco, 
" about the Sposina, — I do not see the matter clearly." 

" You have studied too much to see all things clearly," 
answered Ser Giovanni ; " you see only the greatest. In fine, 
the Devil, on this count, is acquitted \yj acclamation ; and the 
Paruco Snello eats lettuce and chiccory up yonder at Lavema. 
He has mendicant fiiars for his society every day, and snaib, 
I pure as water can wash and boil them, for his repast on 
festivals. Under this discipline, if they keep it up, surely one 
devil out of legion will depart from him." 
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FOXJRTH DAY'S INTERVIEW. 

Peirarca. Do not throw aside your "Paradiso" for me. 
Have you been reading it again so early? 

Boccaccio. Looking into it here and there. I had spare 
time before me. 

Petrarca. You have coasted the whole poem, and your 
boat's bottom now touches ground. But tell me what you 
think of Beatrice. 

Boccaccio, I think her in general more of the seraphic 
doctor than of the seraph. It is well she retained her beauty 
where she was, or she would scarcely be tolerable now and 
then. And yet, in other parts, we forget the captiousness in 
which Theology takes delight, and feel our bosoms refreshed 
by the perfect presence of the youthful and innocent Bice. 

There is something so sweetly sanctifying in pure love 1 

Petrarca, 

" Pure love ? there is no other, nor shall be, 
Till the worse angels hurl the better down, 
And heaven lie under hell ; if God is one 
And pure, so surely love is pure and one." 

Boccaccio. You understand it better than I do : you must 
have your own way. 

Above all, I have been admiring the melody of the cadence 
in this portion of the " Divina Commedia." Some of the stan- 
zas leave us nothing to desire in fisunlity and elegance. Alighieri 
grows harmonious as he grows humane, and does not, like Or- 
pheus, play the better with the beasts about him. 

Petrarca. It is in paradise that we might expect his tones 
to be tried and modulated. 

Boccaccio. None of the imitative arts should repose on 
writhings and distortions. Tragedy herself, imless she lead 
from Terror to Pity, has lost her way. 

Petrarca, What then must be thought of a long and 
crowded work, whence Pity is violently excluded, and where 
Hatred is the first personage we meet, and almost the last we 
part from? 
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B«iea(fio. Happily the poet has given 05 here a few 
brew« of the moming, a few glimpses of the stars, a few 
similes of objects to which we have been accustomed among 
the amusements or occupations of the country. Some of them 
would be less admired in a meaner author, and are welcome 
here chiefly as a variety and relief to the mind, after a long 
continuance in a painful posture. Have you not freijuently 
been pleased with a short tiuotation of verses in themselves but 
iodificrent, from finding them in some tedious dissertation, — 
and especially if they carry you forth a little into the open air? 

Airarta. I am not quite certain whether if the verses 
were indiiFerent, I should willingly exchange the prose for 
them, bad prose being less wearisome than bad poetry, — so 
much less, indeed, that the advantage of the exchange might 
£ul to balance the account. 

Botcaceia. Let me try whether I cannot give you an ex- 
ample of such eiTect, having already given you tLe tedious 
disxenation. 

Pttmrta. Do your wot^t. 

B^cioeeifi. Not that neither, but bad enough. 



Under X lufl of eglanline, at noon, 
I san a pilgriui loosen his broad shell 
Td catch the water off a ston? tongue : 
Medusa's it might be, or Pan b. erewhile, 
For che huge head was shapeless, eaten out 
B* time and tempest here, and here emboned 
with clasping tangles of dark miidenhatr 

" How nappy is ihj thirst t how soon assuaged I 
How Bwcel thai coldest water this hot day I " 
Whispered my thoughts; uot having yet obseryed 
HU shell so shallow and so chipped around- 
Tall ihoiuh he was, he held it hichec, to meet 
The sparliler at its outset; with fresh leap. 
Vigorous *s one just free upon (he world, 
Impeluoui too as one first checked, wiih stamp 
Heavy u ten such sparklers might he deemed, 
Rushed it amain, from cavity and rim 
Attd rim's divergenl channels, and dropped thick 
(Issulne ai'wrisi and elbowl on the grass. 
The pilerim shook hit head, and fixing up 
His tcailop, 

■ There is lomething wt." said k«. 
"Toa scant/ in Hits world (ot mj «Mt«V" 
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Petrarca, O Giovanni ! these are better thoughts and op- 
portuner than such lonely places formerly supplied us with. 
The whispers of rose-bushes were not always so innocent: 
under the budding and under the full-blown we sometimes find 
other images ; sometimes the pure fountain failed in bringing 
purity to the heart. 

'' Unholy fire sprang up in fields and woods ; 
The air that fanned it came from solitudes/' 

If our desires are worthy ones and accomplished, we rejoice 
in after time ; if unworthy and unsuccessful, we rejoice no less 
at their discomfiture and miscarriage. We cannot have all we 
wish for. Nothing is said oftener, nothing earlier, nothing 
later : it begins in the arms with the chidings of the nurse ; it 
will terminate with the milder voice of the physician at the 
death-bed. But although everybody has heard and must have 
said it, yet nobody seems to have said or considered that it is 
much, very much, to be able to form and project our wishes ; 
that in the voyage we take to compass and turn them to ac- 
count, we breathe freely and hopefully ; and that it is chiefly in 
the stagnation of port we are in danger of disappointment and 
disease. 

Boccaccio, The young man who resolves to conquer his love 
is only half in earnest, or has already half conquered it. But 
fields and woods have no dangers now for us. I may be alone 
until doomsday, and loose thoughts will be at fault if they try 
to scent me. 

Petrarca, When the rest of our smiles have left us, we may 
smile at our immunities. There are indeed, for nearly all, 

" Rocks on the shore whcrefrom we launch on life, 
Before our final harbor rocks again, 
And (narrow sun-paced plains sailed swiftly by) 
Eddies and breakers all the space between/* 

Yet Nature preserves her sedater charms for us both ; and I 
doubt whether we do not enjoy them the more by exemption 
from soliciutions and distractions. We are not old while we 
can hear and enjoy, as much as ever, 

•* The lonely bird, the bird of even-song, 
When, catching one far call, he leaps elate, 
In his full fondness drowns it, and again 
The shrill, shrill glee through Serravalle rings." 
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BveeatHo. The nightingale is a lively bird to the young 
and joyous, a melancholy one to the declining and pensive. 
He has notes for every ear, he has feelings for every bosom j 
and he exercises over gentle souls a wider and more welcome 
dominion than any other creature. If I must not offer you my 
thanks for bringing to me such associaiions as the bedside of 
is rarely in readiness to supply ; if I must not declare 
to you how pleasant and well-piaced are your reflections on our 
condition, — I may venture to remark on the nightingale, that 
onr Italy is the only country where this bird is killed for the 
jnaiket. In no other is the race of avarice and gluttony so 
luid run. What a triumph for a Florentine to hold under his 
fork the most delightfiil being in all animated nature, — the 
being to which every poet, or nearly every one, dedicates the 
first fruits of his labors ! A cannibal who devours his enemy 
through inlolerable hunger, or, what he holds as the measure of 
justice and of righteousness, revenge, may be viewed with less 
.abhorrence than the heartless gormandizer who casts upon his 
loaded stomach the little breast that has poured delight on 
thousands. 

Petrarea. The English, I remember Ser Geoffreddo ' 
tellii^ us, never kill singing- birds nor swallows. 

Boe<a(cio. Music and hospitality arc sweet and sacred 
things with them ; and well may they value their few warm 
days, out of which, if the produce is not wine and oil, they 
gather song and gamer sensibility. 

I^trarca. Ser Geoffreddo felt more pleasure in the gen- 
erosity and humanity of his countrymen than in the victories 
Ihey had reccnlly won with incredibly smaller numbers over 
their boastful enemy. 

BMcateio. I know not of what nation I could name so 

itt^g a companion as Ser Geoffreddo, The p:nglishman is 
lather an island than an islander ; bluff, stormy, rude, abrupt, 
re|)ulsive, inaccessible. We must not, however, hold back or 
dissemble the learning and wisdom and courtesy of ihc belter. 
While France was without one single man above a dwarf in 
literature, and we in Italy had only a small sprinkling of it, 
Richaid de Buiy was sent amba^dor to Rome by King 
Edward. Bo great was his learning, th.il he comvosed. V«tt 
> Chaucer. 
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grammaiSy — one Greek, one Hebrew, neither of which labors 
had been attempted by the most industrious and erudite of 
those who spoke the kuiguages ; he likewise formed so com- 
plete a library as belongs only to the Byzantine emperors. 
This prelate came into Italy attended by Ser Geoffreddo, in 
whose company we spent, as you remember, two charming 
evenings at Arezzo. 

Petrarca. What wonderful things his countrymen have 
been achieving in this century ! 

Boccaccio. And how curious it is to trace them up into their 
Norwegian coves and creeks three or four centuries back ! 

Peirarca. Do you think it possible that Norway, which 
never could maintain sixty thousand ' male adults, was capable 
of sending from her native population a sufficient force of war- 
riors to conquer the best province of France and the whole of 
England ? And you must deduct from these sixty thousand 
the aged, the artisans, the cultivators, and the clergy, together 
with all the dependents of the Church, which numbers united, 
we may believe, amounted to above one half. 

Boccaccio. That she could embody such an army from her 
own very scanty and scattered population? No, indeed ; but if 
you recollect that a vast quantity of British had been ejected by 
incursions of Picts, and that also there had been on the borders 
a general insurrection against the Romans, and against those 
of half-blood (which is always the case in a rebellion of the 
aboriginals) ; and if you believe as I do, that the ejected 
Romans, of the coast at least, became pirates, and were useful 
to the Scandinavians by introducing what was needful of their 
arts and salable of then: plunder, taking in exchange their iron 
and timber, — you may readily admit as a probability, that, by 
the display of spoils and the spirit of enterprise, they encour- 
aged, headed, and carried into effect the invasion of France, 
and subsequendy of England. The English gentlemen of 
Norman descent have neither blue eyes in general, nor fair 
complexions, differing in physiognomy altogether both from 
the Belgic race and the Norwegian. Besides, they are remark- 
able for a sedate and somewhat repulsive pride, very different 

1 With the advantages of her fisheries, which did not exist in the age 
of Petrarca, and of her agriculture, which probablv is quintupled since, 
Norwzy does not contain at present the double of tne number. 
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tfic eflervescent froth of the one and ihe sturdy simplicity 
of ihe other. Scr Geof&eddo is not only the greatest genius, 
but likewise the most amiable of his nation. He gave his 
thoughts and took yours with equal freedom. His counlry- 
men, if they give you any, throw them at your head ; and if 
they receive any, cast them under their feet before you. 
Courtesy is oeiiher a quality of native growth, nor commu- 
niMble to them. Their rivals, the French, are the best imi- 
laiors in the world ; the English the woi^t, particularly under 
the instruction of the (Jraccs. They have many virtues, no 
doubt ; but they reserve them for the bciiL'fit of their families 
or of their enemies, and they seldom take the trouble to 
unpack them in their short intercourse abroad. 

I^trarca. Ser Geoflreddo, I well remember, was no less re- 
markable for courtesy than for cordiality. 

Bocceueio. He was really as attentive and polite toward us 
B9 if he had made us prisoners. It is on that occasion the Eng- 
lish are most unlike their antagonists and themselves. What 
an evil must they think it to be vanquished, when, stniggling 
with their bashfulness and taciturnity, they become so solicitous 
and inventive in raising the spirits of the fallen ! The French- 
man is ready to truss you on his rapier unless you acknowledge 
the perfection of his humanity, and to spit in your face if you 
doubt for a moment the delicacy of his politeness. The Englbh- 
man is almost angry if you mention either of these as belonging 
to htm, and turns away from you that he may not hear it. 

Ik&area. Let ua fcUcitate ourselves that we rarely arc forced 
to witness his setf-affliction, 

Boeeacdo. In palaces, and especially the pontifical, it is 
likely you saw the very worst of them ; indeed, there are few in 
any other country of such easy, graceful, unaffected manners as 
our Italians. We are warmer at the extremities than at the 
heart : sunless nations have central fires. The Englishman is 
more gratiiied when you enable him to show you a fresh kitid- 
ncss than when you remind him of a past one ; and he forgets 
what he has conferred as readily as we foiget what we have re- 
ceivetL In our civility, in our good nature, in our temjierance, 
in our &\igality, none excel us ; and greatly are we in advance 
of other men in the arts, in the sciences, in the culture, in the 
application, and ia the power of iattlWci. Omi ^^!u:!t]»& vt« 
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perfect, with the sole exception of memory ; and our memory is 
only deficient in its retentiveness of obligation. 

Petrarca, Better had it failed in almost all its other func- 
tions. Yet if our counUymen presented any flagrant instances 
of ingratitude, Alighieri would have set apart a holga for their 
reception. 

Boccaccio. When I correct and republish my " Commen- 
tary,'' I must be as careful to gratify as my author was to affront 
them. I know, from the nature of the Florentines and of the 
Italians in general, that in calling on me to produce one, they 
would rather I should praise indiscriminately than parsimonious- 
ly ) and respect is due to them for repairing, by all the means 
in their power, the injustice their fathers committed, — for en- 
during in humility his resentment, and for investing him with 
public honors as they would some deity who had smitten them. 
Respect is due to them, and I will offer it, for placing their 
greatness on so firm a plinth, for deriving their pride from so 
wholesome a source, and for declaring to the world that the 
founder of a city is less than her poet and instructor. • 

Petrarca, In the precincts of those lofty monuments, those 
towers and temples, which have sprung up amid her factions, 
the name of Dante is heard at last, and heard with such rever- 
ence as only the angels or the saints inspire. 

Boccaccio, There are towns so barbarous that they must be 

.' informed by strangers of their own great man, when they happen 
to have produced one, and would then detract from his merits 

, that they might not exhibit their awkwardness in doing him 

I honor, or their shame in withholding it. There are such ; but 
not in Italy. I have seen youths standing and looking with 
seriousness, and indeed with somewhat of veneration, on the 
broad and low stone bench to the south of the cathedral, where 

i Dante sat to enjoy the fresh air in summer evenings, and where 
Giotto, in conversation with him, watched the scaffolding rise 
higher and higher up his gracefullest of towers. It was truly a 
bold action when a youngster pushed another down on the 
poet's seat : the surprised one blushed and struggled, as those 
i do who unwittingly have been drawn into a penalty (not light- 
ened by laughter) for having sitten in the imperial or the papal 
J chair. 

Petrarca, These are good signs, and never fallacious. In 
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presence of such young peraons we ought to be very cautious 
how we censure a man of genius. One expression of Sr 
may eradicate what demands the most attentive culture, may 
wither the first love for the fait and noble, and may shake the 
confidence of those who are about to give the hand to a guidance 
less liable to error. We have ever been gratefiil to the Deity 
for saving us from among the millions swept away by the pesti- 
lence, which depopulated the cities of Italy and ravaged the 
whole of Europe : let us be equally gratefiil for an exemption as 
providential and as rare in the world of letters, — an exemption 
from that Plica Polonica of invidiousness, which infests the 
■C|ualidcr of poetical heads, and has not always spared those 
which ought to have been cleanlier. 

Boecacdo. Critics are indignant if we are silent, and petulant 
if we complain. Vou and I are so kindly and considerate in 
regard to them, that we rather pat their petulance than prick up 
their indignation. Marsyas, while Apollo was flaying him leisure- 
ly smd dexterously with all the calmness of a god, shortened his 
upper lip prodigiously, and showed how royal leeth are fastened 
in their gums ; his eyes grew blood-shot, and expanded to the 
lize of rock-melons, though naturally, in length and breadth as 
well as color, they more resembled a well-ripened bean-pod ; 
«nd there issued from his smoking breast, and shook the leaves 
above it, a rapid irregular rush of yells and howlings. Remarking 
•0 material a change in his countenance and manners, a satyr, 
who was much his friend and deeply interested in his punish- 
ment, said calmly, " Marsyas ! Marsyas ! is it thou who cricst 
so unworthily? If thou couldst only look down from that 
pleasant, smooth, shady beech-tree, thou wouldst have the satis- 
faction of seeing thai thy skin is more than half drawn off thee ; 
is hardly worth while to make a bustle about it now." 
Ptfrarca. Every Marsyas hath his consoUng satyr. Probably ' 
when yours was flayed he was found out to be a good musician, 
by those who recommended the flaying and celebrated the 
flayer. Among authoT^. none hath so many friends as he who 
b just now dead, and h.id the most enemies last week. Those 
•who were then his adversaries arc now ancerely his admireis — 
fcr moving out of the way. and leaving one name less in the 
lottery. And yet, poor souls ! the prize will never fall to them. 
There ia something sweet and generous \n ihc Xowt xh \iTOaR., 



90 THE FENTAMERON. 

which captivates an ingenuous mind whatever may be the subject 
of it ; while propensity to censure not only excites suspicion of 
malevolence, but reminds the hearer of what he cannot dis- 
entangle from his earhest ideas of vulgarity. There being no 
pleasure in thinking ill, it is wonderful there should be any in 
speaking ill. You, my friend, can find none in it ; but every 
step you are about to take in the revisal of your Lectures will 
require much caution. Aware you must be that there are many 
more defects in our author than we have touched or glanced at : 
principally, the loose and shallow foundation of so vast a struc- 
ture ; its imconnectedness ; its want of manners, of passion, of 
action consistently and uninterruptedly at work toward a distinct 
and worthy purpose ; and lastly (although less importandy as 
regards the poetical character) that splenetic temper, which 
seems to grudge brightness to the flames of hell, to delight in 
deepening its gloom, in multiplying its miseries, in accum- 
ulating weight upon depression, and building labyrinths about 
perplexity. 

Boccaccio. Yet, O Francesco ! when I remember what 
Dante had suffered and was suflering from the malice and ob- 
duracy of his enemies; when I feel (and how I do feel it !) 
that you also have been following up his glory through the 
same paths of exile, — I can rest only on what is great in 
him, and the exposure of a fault appears to me almost an 
inhumanity. 

The first time I ever walked to his villa on the Mugnone, I 
felt a vehement desire to enter it ; and yet a certain awe came 
upon me, as about to take an unceremonious and an unlawful 
advantage of his absence. While I was hesitating, its inhabitant 
opened the gate, saluted and invited me. My desire vanished 
at once ; and although the civility far exceeded what a stranger 
as I was (and so young a stranger too) could expect, or what 
probably the more illustrious owner would have vouchsafed, 
the place itself and the disparity of its occupier made me shrink 
from it in sadness, and stand before him almost silent. I be- 
lieve I should do the same at the present day. 

Petrarca, With such feelings, which are ours in common, 
there is little danger that we should be unjust toward him ; and 
if ever our opinions come before the public, we may disregard 
the petulance and aspersions of those whom Nature never con- 
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•tuoted oar judges, as she did us of Dante. It is our duty to 
speak with lieedotn ; it is dieirs to listen with respect. 

Beceaeeio. History would come much into the criticism, 
and would perform the most interesting part in it. But I 
dearly see how unsafe it U to meddle with the affairs of fami- 
lies ; and every family in Florence is a portion of the govem- 
mcDt, or has been btely. Every one preserves the annals of 
(he Republic, — the facts being nearly the same, the inferences 
widely diverging, the motives utterly dissimilar. A strict ex- I 
aminalion of Dante would involve the bravest and most i 
telUgent ; and tlie court of Rome, with its royal agents, would 
pei^cute them as conspirators against religion, against morals, 
■gainst the peace, the order, the existence of society. When 
studious and quiet men get into power, they fancy they cannot 
show too much activity, and very soon prove, by exerting it, 
that they can show too little discretion. The military, thcj 
itnif^lly, the baronial, are spurred on to join in the chase ; but | 
the fleshcrs have other names and other instincts. 

Fetrarta. Posterity will regtet that many of those allusions 
to peisons and events which we now possess in the pages of 
Dante, have not reached her. Among the ancients there are 
few poets who more abound in them than Horace does, and 
yet wc feel certain that there are many which are lost to us. 

Boceacda. I wonder you did not mention him before. 
Pethaps he is no favorite with you. 

Pctrarca, Why cannot we be delighted with an author, and 
even feel a predilection for him, without a dislike of olheis? 
An admiration of Calullus or Viigil, of TibuUus or Ovid, is 
to be heightened by a discharge of bile on Horace. i 
■atcio. The eyes of critics, whether in commending or I 

Ixrth on one side, like a tuibot's. 
\r<a. There are some men who delight in heating ] 
fives with wine, and others with headstrong &owardness» 
These are resolved to agitate the piiddle of their blood by 
mming into panics, literary or political, and espouse a Cham- 
's cause with such ardor that they ran against everything 
way. Perhaps they never knew or saw the person, or 
■ his rocriis. What matter? No sooner was I about 
led ihim it was predicted by these astrologers that 
Ncrucci and Cavalletizw Vuotasacchetti, — two 
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lampooners, whose hands latterly had been kept from their 
occupation by drawing gold-embroidered gloves on them, — 
would be rife in the mouths of men after my name had fallen 
into oblivion. 

Boccaccio. I never heard of them before. 

Peirarca. So much the better for them, and none the worse 
for you. Vuotasacchetti had been convicted of filching in his 
youth ; and Nerucci was so expert a logician, and so rigidly eco- 
nomical a moralist, that he never had occasion for veracity. 

Boccaccio. The upholders of such gentry are like little girls 
with their dolls, — they must clothe them, although they strip 
every other doll in the nursery. It is reported that our Giotto, — 
a great mechanician as well as architect and painter, — invented 
a certain instrument by which he could contract the dimensions 
of any head laid before him. But these gentlemen, it appears, 
have improved upon it, and not only can contract one, but 
enlarge another. 

Petrarca, He could perform his undertaking with admirable 
correctness and precision : can they theirs ? 

Boccaccio, I never heard they could ; but well enough for 
their customers and their consciences. 

Pctrarca, I see, then, no great accuracy is required. 

Boccaccio, If they heard you, they would think you very 
dull. 

Petrarca, They have always thought me so, and if they 
change their opinion I shall begin to think so myself. 

Boccaccio, They have placed themselves just where, if we 
were mischievous, we might desire to see them. We have no 
power to make them false and malicious, yet they become so 
the moment they see or hear of us, and thus sink lower than 
our force could ever thrust them. Pigs, it is said, driven into 
a pool beyond their depth, cut their throats by awkward at- 
tempts at swimming. We could hardly wish them worse luck, 
although each had a devil in him. Come, let us away ; we 
shall find a purer stream and pleasanter company on the 
Sabine farm. 

Petrarca, We may indeed think the first ode of little value, 
the second of none, until we come to the sixth stanza. 

Boccaccio, Bad as are the first and second, they are better 
than that wretched one, sounded so lugubriously in our ears at 
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I'tcbool as the masterpiece of the pathetic, — I mean the ode 
I iddiessed to Virgil on the death of Quinctihus Vanis. 

" Pricipe lugubres 
Cantus, Mclgiomenc, ciii llquidam paler 
Vocem cum cithari dcdiL" 

Did he want any one to help him to cry? \Vhat man im- 
mersed in grief cares a quattrino about Melpomene, or her 
father's fairing of an artificial cuckoo and a gilt guitar? What 
man, on such an occasion, is at leisure to amuse himself with 
the little plaster images of Pudor and Fides, of Justitia and 
Veritaa, or disposed to make a comparison of Virgil and Or- 
pheus? But if Horace had written a thousand-fold as much 
trash, we are never to forget that he also wrote 



in competition with which ode, the finest in the Greek language 
itself has, to my ear, too many low notes, and somewhat of a 
wooden sound. And give me " Vixi puellis," and give me 
" Quis multa gracilis," and as many more as you please ; for 
there are charms in nearly all of them. It now occurs to me 
that what is written, or interpolated. 



" Acer et Mauri 



d;i 



should be mand, — a foot soldier mutilated, but looking with 
indignant courage at the trooper who inflicted the wound. The 
Mauritanians were celebrated only for their cavalry. In letum 
for my suggestion, piay tell mc what is the meaning of 

" Obliquo laburat 
Lymph a fugai irepidate rivo." 

Pttrarea. The moment I learn it you shall have it. Laberat 
trfpidart! lyipka rivo .' /ugax too I Fugacity b not the action 
for hard work, or labor. 

Bsccac<i0. Snce you cannot help me out, I must give up 
I the conjecture, it seems, while it has cost me only half a cen- 
^B tury. Pciiiaps it may be euriosa /elicUas. 
^H Petrarta. There again I Was there ever such an imhappf 
^H (not (0 say absurd) expression T And this from the man who 
^H wrote the most beautiful sentence in all UtinU'j. 
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Boccaccio. What is that? 

Petrarca. I am ashamed of repeating it^ although in itself 
it is innocent. The words are, 

" Gratias ago lan^ori tao, quo diutins sub 
umbr& voluptatis lusimus. 

Boccaccio. Tear out this from the volume ; the rest, both 
prose and poetry, may be thrown away. In the " Dinner of 
Nasidienus," I remember the expression nosse iaboro ; " I am 
anxious to know " : this expedites the solution but little. In 
the same piece there is another odd expression, — 

" Turn in lecto qu6que videres 
Strideri secreti divisos aure susmros** 

Pctrarca, I doubt Horace's felicity in the choice of words, 
being quite unable to discover it, and finding more evidences 
of the contrary than in any contemporary or preceding poet ; 
but I do not doubt his infelicity in his transpositions of them, 
in which certainly he is more remarkable than whatsoever 
writer of antiquity. How simple, in comparison, are Catullus * 
and Lucretius in the structure of their sentences ! But the most 
simple and natural of all are Ovid and TibuUus. Your main 
difficulty lies in another road ; it consists not in making expla- 
nations, but in avoiding them. Some scholars will assert that 
everything I have written in my sonnets is allegory or allusion ; 
others will deny that anything is ; and similarly of Dante. It 
was known throughout Italy that he was the lover of Beatrice 
Porticari. He has celebrated her in many compositions, — in 
prose and poetry, in Latin and Italian. Hence it became the 
safer for him afterward to introduce her as an allegorical per- 
sonage, in opposition to the Meretrice ; imder which appella- 
tion he (and I subsequently) signified the papacy. Our great 
poet wandered among the marvels of the Apocalypse, and fixed 
his eyes the most attentively on the words, 

" Vcni, et ostendam tibi sponsam, uxorem Agni.** 

He, as you know, wTote a commentary on his " Commedia '* at 
the dose of his Treatise "De Monarchic." But he chiefly 
aims at showing the duties of pope and emperor, and explain- 

1 Except "Non ita me divi vera gemant ju€rint" 
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_ such parts of the poem as manifestly relate to them. The 
Pat^ni accused the pope of despoiling and defiling the Church ; 
Ac Ghibellines accused him of defrauding and rebelhng against 
the Emperor ; Dante enlists both under his flaming banner, and 
exhibits the Mtretriee stealing from Beatrice both the divine 
and the august chariot ; the Church and Empire. Grave critics 
will protest their inability to follow you through such darkness, 
nying you are not worth the trouble, and they must give you 
If Laura and Fiamctta were allegorical, they coutd inspire 
DO tenderness in our readers, and little interest. But, aJaa I 
Ifaese are no longer the days to dwell on them. 
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Boceaceio. Vou have given me a noble quatemioD ; for 
lAich I can only offer you such a string of beads as I am used 
to carry about with me. Memory, they say, is the mother of 
ttie Huses ; this is bet gift, not theirs. 

DWAHTURK FROM FIAHBTTA. 

When BO I must, as well she knew. 

And neither yet could say adieu, 

Sudden was my Ftametta's fear 

To let me see or feel a (ear. 

It could but melt my heart away. 

Nor add one moment to my stay. 

But it was ripe and would be shed ; 

So from her cheek upon my head 

It, falling on the neck behind. 

Hung on the hair she oft had twined. 

Thus thought she. and her arm's soft strain 

Clasped it, and down it fell again. 

Come, come ! bear your disappointment, and forgive my cheat- 
n the exchange ! Ah, Francesco, Francesco I well 
lay you sigh, and I ttxi, seeing we can do little now but 
; verses and doze, and want little but metiicine and 
lasses, while Fra Biagio is mcrr)' as a lark, and half master 
if the house. Do not look so grave upon me for remembering 
b well another slate of existence. He who furgels his love 
My «ill more easily forget his friendships. V a-vcv -w*:^, \ 
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confess it, in yielding my ihouglits to what r 
but you alone know my weakness. 

Petrarca. \Ve have loved,' and so fondly as we belie 
none other ever did ; and yet although it was in youth, Gio- 
vanni, it was not in the earliest white dawn, when we almost 
shrink from its freshness, when everything is pure and quiet, 
when Utile of earth is seen, and much of heaven. It was not 
so with us : it was with Dante, The little virgin Beatrice 
Porticari breathed all her purity into his boyish heart, and 
inhaled it back again ; and if war and disaster, anger and dis- 
dain, seized upon it in her absence, they never could divert its 
course nor impede its destination. Happy the man who 
carries love with him in his opening day I he never loses its 
freshness in the meridian of life, nor its happier influence in 
the later hour. If Dante enthroned his Beatrice in the highest 
heaven, it was Beatrice who conducted him thither. Love 
preceding passion insures, sanctifies, and I would say survives 
it, were it not rAther an absorption and transfiguration into its 
own most perfect purity and holiness. 

Boaaceio. Up ! up 1 look into that chest of letters, out of 
which I took several of yours to run over yesterday morning. 
All those of a friend whom we have lost, to say nothing of a 
tenderer affection, touch us sensibly, be the subject what it 
may. When in taking them out to read again we happen to 
come upon him in some pleasant mood, it is then the dead 
man's hand is at the heart. Opening the same paper long 
afterward, can we wonder if a tear has raised its little island 
in it? Leave me the memory of all my friends, even of the 
ungrateftil ! They must remind me of some kind feeling, 
and perliaps of theirs; and for that very reason they deserve 
another. It was not my fault if ihey turned out less worthy 
than I hoped and fancied them. Yet half the worid complains 
of ingratitude, and the remaining half of envy. Of the one 
I have already told you my opinion, and heard yours ; and the 
other we may surely bear with quite as much equanimity. 

' The lender and virtuous Shenstone. in 
ei>itaphs, wu unaware how near he stood ti 

ininas est cum alii* versari quam Ir- —■ 

" Pur mi consola die moiii pt 
11(^0 t cbe gioii d'altn." 
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For mely are we envied, until we are so prosperous that envy 
is rather a fanniliar in our train than an enemy who waylays us. 
If we saw nothing of such followers and outridera, and no 
scabbard with our initials upon it, we might begin to doubt 
our station. 

Petrarca. Giovanni, you are unsuspicious, and would 
scarcely sec a monster in a minotaur. It is well, however, to 
draw good out of evil, and it is the peculiar gift of an elevated 
mind. Nevertheless, you must have observed, although with 
greaier curiosity than concern, the slipperiness and tortuous- 
ness of your detractors. 

Boicaccio. Whatever they detract from me, they leave more 
than they can carry away. Besides, they always are detected. 

I^trarea. When ihey are detected, they raise themselves 
up fiercely, as if their nature were erect and they could reach 
your height. 

Beeeaciio. Envy would conceal herself under the shadow 
uid shelter of contempiuousness, but she swells loo huge for 
the den she creeps into. Let her lie there and crack, and 
think no more about her. The people you have been talking 
of can find no greater and no other faults in my writings than 
I myself am willing to show them, and still more willing lo cor- 
rect. There arc many ihmgs, as you have just now lold me, 
very unworthy of their company. 

Pftrarca. He who has much gold is none the poorer for 
having much silver too. When a king of old displayed his 
wealth and magnificence before a philosopher, the philosopher's 
cxcbmaiioQ was, " How many things are here which I do not 
want 1 " 

Does not the same retlecrion come upon us, when we have 
laid aside our compositions for a time, and look into them 
again more leisurely? Do we not wonder at our own pro- 
fusion, and say like the philosopher, " How many things are 
here which I do not want ! " 

It may happen that we pull up flowers with weeds; but 
better this than rankness. We must bear to see our hrst-bom 
despatched before our eyes, and give them up quietly. 

Baetatdo. The j'oimger will be the most reluctant. There 
are poets among us who mistake in themselves the freckles oC 
the hay-fever for beauty-spots. In aiu)l\\ei Yujit-CJt'a'sOTj '&v«« 
7 
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volumes will be inquired after ; but only for the sake of cutting 
out an illuminated letter from the titlepage, or of transplanting 
the willow at the end, that hangs so prettily over the tomb of 
Amaryllis. If they wish to be healthy and vigorous, let them 
open their bosoms to the breezes of Sunium ; for the air of 
Latium is heavy and overcharged. Above all, they must re- 
member two admonitions: first, that sweet things hurt diges- 
tion ; secondly, that great sails are ill adapted to small vessels. 
What is there lovely in poetry unless there be moderation and 
composure? Are they not better than the hot, uncontrollable 
harlotry of a flaunting, dishevelled enthusiasm ? Whoever has 
the power of creating, has likewise the inferior power of keep- 
ing his creation in order. The best poets are the most im- 
pressive, because their steps are regular ; for without regularity 
there is neither strength nor state. Look at Sophocles, iook at 
iEschylus, look at Homer. 

Petrarca, I agree with yon entirely to the whole extent of 
your observations ; and if you will continue, I am ready to lay 
aside my Dante for the present. 

Boccaccio, No, no ; we must have him again between us ; 
there is no danger that he will sour our tempers. 

Petrarca, In comparing his and yours, since you forbid me 
to declare all I think of your genius, you will at least allow me 
to congratulate you as being the happier of the two. 

Boccaccio. Frequently, when there is great power in poetry, 
the imagination makes encroachments on the heart, and uses it 
as her own. I have shed tears on writings which never cost 
the writer a sigh, but which occasioned him to rub the palms 
of his hands together, until they were ready to strike fire, with 
satisfaction at having overcome the difficulty of being tender. 

Petrarca, Giovanni, are you not grown satirical? 

Boccaccio. Not in this. It is a truth as broad and glaring 
as the eye of the Cyclops. To make you amends for your shud- 
dering, I will express my doubt, on the other hand, whether 
Dante felt all the indignation he threw into his poetry. We 
are immoderately fond of warming ourselves ; and we do not 
think, or care, what the fire is composed of. Be sure it is not 
always of cedar, like Circe's.* Our Alighieri had slipped into 

1 Dives inacccftsis ubi Solis filia lucis 
Urit odoratam nocturna in lumina cedrum. — ^neid. 



THE PENTAMEROX. 9g 

the habit of vituperation ; and he thought it fitted him, — so he / 
never left it off. 

Petrana. Screner colors are pleasanter to our eyes and 
more becoming to our chaiaclcr. The chief desire in every 
man of g enius is to be thou / rht qqc ; and no fear or appre- 
hension lessens it. Alighieri, who had certainly stiulied the I 
gospel, must have been conscious that he not only was inhu- 1 
mane, but that he betrayed a more \'indictive spirit than any 
|>opc or prelate who is enshrined within the fretwork of hia / 
golden grating. 

Boccaccio. Unhappily, his strong talon had grown into him, 
and it would have pained him to suffer its ampui^iiion. This 
eagle, unlike Jupiter's, never loosened the thunderbolt from it 
imder the influence of harmony. 

Pcimrca. The only good thing we can expect in such 
minds and tempers is good poetry ; let us at least get that, and 
having It, let us keep and value it. If you had never written 
some wanton stories, you would never have been able to show 
the world how much «-iser and better you grew afterward, 

Boccaccio, Alas 1 if I live, I hope to show it. Vou have 
raised my spirits ; and now, dear Francesco, do say a couple of 
prayers for me, while I lay together the materials of a tale, — a 
right merry one. I promise you. Faith ! it shall amuse you, 
and pay decently for the prayere, — a good honest litany-worth. 
I hardly know whether I ought to have a nun in it : do you 
think I may? 

Pttrarca. Cannot you do without one ? 

Boceaecio. Not a nun 1 must have, — say nothing against 
her ; I can more easily let the abbess alone. Vet Frate Biagio,* 

' Our San Vivaldo ia snriched by his deposit. In the church, on the 
fifth lUgsionc from befoic the high alur, is this inscription : — 



To the word eratt havt been prefixed the letters PL. — (he aspiration, na 
doul>l, ol some friendly monk, ulihough Monsignoit ^.VimVs A vas>?EV^Ct^ 
«I two inlcrprcliljuni ; the clhet he reserve* in fitte. — Doiii«««» Grij^i- 
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— that Frate Biagio, who never came to visit me but when he 
thought I was at extremities or asleep — Assuntina ! are you 
there? 

Petrarca. No ; do you want her? 

Boccaccio, Not a bit. That Frate Biagio has heightened 
my pulse when I could not lower it again. The very devil is 
that Frate for heightening pulses. And with him I shall now 
make merry, — God willing ! — in God's good time, should it 
be his divine will to restore me, which I think he has begun 
to do miraculously. I seem to be within a frog's leap of well 
again ; and we will presently have some rare flm in my " Tale 
of the Frate." 

Petrarca, Do not openly name him. 

Boccaccio, He shall recognize himself by one single expres- 
sion. He said to me, when I was at the worst, — 

" Ser Giovanni, it would not be much amiss (with permis- 
sion !) if you begin to think (at any spare time) just a morsel 
of eternity." 

" Ah ! Fra Biagio ! " answered I, contritely, " I never heard 
a sermon of yours but I thought of it seriously and uneasily 
long before the discourse was over." 

" So must all," replied he ; " and yet few have the grace to 
own it." 

Now, mind, Francesco ! if it should please the Lord to call 
me unto him, I say " The Nun and Fra Biagio " will be found, 
after my decease, in the closet cut out of the wall, behind yon 
Saint Zacharias in blue and yellow. 

Well done 1 well done ! Francesco, I never heard any man 
repeat his prayers so fast and fluently. Why ! how many (at a 
guess) have you repeated? Such is the power of friendship, 
and such the habit of religion ! They have done me good ; I 
feel myself stronger already. To-morrow I think I sjiall be 
able, by leaning on that stout maple stick in the comer, to walk 
half over my podere. 

Have you done ? Have you done ? 

Petrarca. Be quiet ; you may talk too much. 

Boccaccio, I cannot be quiet for another hour ; so if you 
have any more prayers to get over, stick the spur into the other 
side of them ; they must verily speed, if they beat the last. 

Petrarca, Be more serious, dear Giovanni. 
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Bateateh, Never bid 2 convalescent be more serious ; no, 
nor a. sick man neither. To health it may give that composure 
which it lakes away from sickness. Every man will have his 
hours of seriousness, but like the hours of rest, they often are 
ill chosen and unwholesome, fie assured, our Heavenly Father 
is as well pleased to see his children in the playground as in 
the schoolroom. He has provided both for us, and has given 
us intimations when each should occupy us. 

Petrarca. You are right, Giovanni ; but we know which bell 
is heard the most distinctly. We fold our arms at the one, try 
the cooler part of the pillow, and turn again to slumber ; at the 
first stroke of the other, we are beyond our monitors. As for 
you, hardly Dante himself could make you grave. 

Boctatcio. I do not remember bow it happened that we 
slipped away from his side. One of us must have found him 
tedious. 

Pttrarca. If you were really and substantially at his side, 
he would have no mercy on you. 

Boccateio. In sooth, our good Alighieri seems to have had 
the appetite of a dogfish or shark, and to have bitten the harder 
the warmer he was. I would not voluntarily be under his mani- 
fold rows of dentals. He has an incisor to every saint in the 
calendar. 1 should fare, raethinks, like Bmtos and the Arch- 
bishop. He is forced to stretch himself, out of sheer listless- 
ness, in so idle a place as Purgatory ; he loses half his strength 
in Paradise. Hell alone makes him alert and lively ; there he 
moves about and threatens as tremendously as the serpent that 
opposed the legions on their march in Africa. He would not 
have been contented in Tuscany itself, even had his enemies 
left him unmolested. Were I to write on his model a tripartite 
poem, I think it should be entitled, " Earth, Italy, and Heaven." 

Petrarta. You will never give yourself the trouble. 

Botcaccw, I should not succeed. 

Pitrarta. Perhaps not ; but you have done very much, and 
may be able to do very much more. 

BM{a<eio. Wonderful is it to me, when I consider that an 
infirm and helpless creature as I am should be capable of bying 
thoughts up in their cabinets ofwonls, which Time, as he rushes 
bjr with tlic revolutions of stormy and destructive years, caa 
never move from their places. On this coaRt maxue:^, wse 
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among the homeliest in the fair at Impruneta, is stretched an 
old burgess of Certaldo, of whom perhaps more will be known 
hereafter than we know of the Rolemies and the Pharaohs ; 
while popes and princes are lying as imregarded as the fleas 
that are shaken out of the window. Upon my life, Francesco, 
to think of this is enough to make a man presumptuous. 

Pctrarca. No, Giovanni, not when the man thinks justly of 
it, as such a man ought to do, and must. For so mighty a 
power over Time, who casts all other mortals under his, comes 
down to us from a greater; and it is only if we abuse the vic- 
tory that it were better we had encountered a defeat. Unre- 
mittingcare must be taken that nothing soil the monuments 
we are raising : sure enough we are that nothing can subvert, 
and nothing but our negligence, or worse than negligence, efface 
them. Under the gk)rious lamp intrusted to your vigilance, 
one among the lights of the world which the ministering angels 
of our God have suspended for his service, let there stand, with 
unclosing eyes, Integrity, Compassion, Self-denial. 

Boccaccio, These are holier and cheerfuUer images than 
Dante has been setting up before us. I hope every thesis in 
dispute among his theologians will be settled ere I set foot 
among them. I like Tuscany well enough, — it answers all 
my purpK)ses for the present ; and I am without the benefit of 
those preliminary studies which might render me a worthy 
auditor of incomprehensible wisdom. 

Petrarca. I do not wonder you are attached to Tuscany. 
Many as have been your visits and adventures in other parts, 
you have rendered it pleasanter and more interesting than any ; 
and indeed we can scarcely walk in any quarter from the gates 
of Florence without the recollection of some witty or affecting 
story related by you. Every street, every farm, is peopled by 
your genius ; and this population cannot change with seasons or 
with ages, with factions or with incursions. Ghibellines and 
Guelphs will have been contested for only by the worms, long 
before the " Decameron " has ceased to be recited on our banks 
of blue lilies and under our arching vines. Another plague may 
come amidst us ; and something of a solace in so terrible a 
visitation would be found in your pages, by those to whom 
letters are a refuge and relief. 

Boccaccio. I do indeed think my httle bevy from Santa 
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Maria Novella vould be better company on such an occasion 
tlian a devil with three heads, who diverts the pain his daws 
ioHicted by sticking his fangs in another place. 

Pdrarca. This is atrocious, not terrific nor grand. Alighieri 
is grand by his lights, not by his shadows ; by his human aifec- 
tions, not by hb infernal. As the minutest sands are the labors 
of some profound sea or the spoils of some vast mountain, in 
like manner his horrid wastes and wearying minutenesses are the 
chafings of a turbulent spirit, grasping the loftiest things and 
penetrating the deepest, and moving and moaning on the earth 
in loneliness and sadness. 

BMcacdo. Among men he is what among waters is 
The strange, mysterious, solitary Nile. 

Petrarea. Is that his verse? I do not remember it. 

Boaafcie. No, it is mine for the present ; how long it may 
continue mine, I cannot tell. 1 never run after those who steal 
my apples, — it would only tire me ; and they are hardly worth 
recovering when they are bruised and bitten, as they are usu- 
ally. 1 would not stand upon my verses ; it is a perilous boy's 
trick, which we ought to leave olT when we put on square shoes. 
Let our prose show what we arc, and our poetry what we hare 
been. 

Pttrarea. You would never have given this advice to our 
Alighieri. 

Boccaccio. I would never plough porphyry ; there is ground 
fitter for grain. Alighieri is the parent of his system, — like lhe\ 
sun, about whom all the worlds are but particles thrown fiirth t 
Irom him. We may write little things well, and accumulate | 
one upon another, but never will any be justly called a great I 
poet unless he has treated a great subject w orthily. He may | 
be tlie poet of the lover and'^of the idler, he may be the poet 
of green fields or gay society ; but whoever is this can be no 
more. A throne is not built of birds' nests, nor do a thousand 
reeds make a trumpet. 

Peftarca. I wish our Alighieri had blown his on nobler 
occasions. 

Beccaeeio, We may rightly wish it ; but in regretting what 
he wanted, let us acknowledge what he had, and never fot??^ 
(whith wc omitted to mention) thai he l)onov(c'\\i:s&^to\a'W3. 
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predecessors than apy of the Roman poets from theirs. Rea- 
sonably may it be expected that almost all who follow will be 
greatly more indebted to antiquity, to whose stores we every 
year are making some addition. 

Fetrarca, It can be held no flaw in the title-deeds of genius 
if the same thoughts reappear as have been exhibited long ago. 
The indisputable sign of defect should be looked for in the 
proportion they bear to the unquestionably original. There are 
ideas which necessarily must occur to minds of the like magni- 
tude and materials, aspect and temperature. When two ages 
are in the same phasis, they will excite the same humors, and 
produce the same coincidences and combinations. In addition 
to which, a great poet may really borrow ; he may even con- 
descend to an obHgation at the hand of an equal or inferior, — 
but he forfeits his title if he borrows more than the amount of 
his own possessions. The nightingale himself takes somewhat 
of his song from birds less glorified; and the lark, having 
beaten with her wing the very gates of heaven, cools her breast 
among the grass. The lowlier of intellect may lay out a table 
in their field, at which table the highest one shall sometimes 
be disposed to partake ; want does not compel him. Imita- 
tion, as we call it, is often weakness, but it likewise is often 
sympathy. 

Boccaccio, Our poet was seldom accessible in this quarter. 
Invective picks up the first stone on the wayside, and wants 
leisure to consult a forerunner. 

Petrarca, Dante, original enough everjrwhere, is coarse and 
clumsy in this career. Vengeance has nothing to do with com- 
edy, nor properly with satire. The satirist who told us that 
Indignation made his verses ^ for him, might have been told in 
return that she excluded him thereby from the first class, and 
thrust him among the rhetoricians and declaimers. Lucretius, 
in his vituperation, is graver and more dignified than Alighieri. 
Painful, to see how tolerant is the atheist, how intolerant the 
Catholic, how anxiously the one removes from among the suffer- 
ings of mortality her last and heaviest, — the fear of a vindictive 
fury pursuing her shadow across rivers of fire and tears, — how 
laboriously the other brings down anguish and despair, even 
when death has done his work. How grateful the one is to that 

^ Fadt indignatio versam. — Juvenal, 
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beftcficent philosopher who made him at peace with himself, 
and lokrani and kindly toward his fellow-creatures ! How im- 
portunate ihe other that God should forego his divine mercy, and 
hurl everlasting torments both upon the dead and the living ! 

Boccaciio. I have always heard that Ser Dante was a very I 
good man and sound Catholic ; but Christ forgive me if my I 
beait is oftener on the side of Lucretius,' Observe, I say my I 
heait ; nothing more. I devoutly hold to the sacraments and ' 
the mysteries ; yet somehow I would rather see men (ranquil- 
lized than frightened out of their senses, and rather fast asleep I 
than tmming. Sometimes I have been ready to believe, as far I 
as our holy faith will allow me, that it were belter our Lord were I 
nowhere than torturing in his inscrutable wisdom, to all eteniiiy, f 
BO many myriads of us poor devils, the creatures of his hands. I 
Do not cross thyself so thickly, Francesco, nor hang down I 
thy nether lip so loosely, languidly, and helplessly, for I would I 
be a good Catholic, alive or dead. But upon my* conscience, 
it goes hard with me to think it of him, when 1 hear that wood- 
lark yonder gushing with joyousness. or when I see the beauti- 
fill clouds, resting so softly upon one another, dissolving — and 
not damned for it. Above all, I am slow to apprehend it 
when I remember his great goodness vouchsafed to roe, and 
reflect on my sinful life heretofore, chiefly in summer time, and 
in cities or their vicinity. But I was tempted beyond my 
slTcngUi, and I fell as any man might do. However, thb last 
illness, by God's grace, has well-nigh brought me to my right 
mind again in alt such matters ; and if I get stout in the 
present month, and can hold out the next without sliding, 
I do verily think I am safe, or neatly so, tmtil the season of J 
beccaficocs, 

J^trarca, Be not too confident ! 

Boceaccia, Well, 1 will not be. 

Pelrar<a. But be firm. 

Bauaecio. Assuntina ! what ! are you come in again? 

AttuHta. Did you or my master cidl me, Riverenza? 

J'etrarta. No, child I 

BoaatdD. Oh, gel you gone ! get you gone ! you little 
rogue you I Francesco, I ftel quite well. Your kindness to my 

' Query; How much of Lucretius {<» PeltoTiiai oi C»^M\\^l^.^«^(K*. 
eilod) wa» then known t — Xfmark hy Manii^nori. 
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playful creatures in the " Decameron" has revived me, and has 
put me into good humor with the greater part of them. Are 
you quite certain the Madonna will not expect me to keep my 
promise ? You said you were ; I need not ask you again. I will 
accept the whole of your assurances, and half your praises. 

Petrarca. To represent so vast a variety of personages so 
characteristically as you have done, to give the wise all their 
wisdom, the witty all their wit, and (what is harder to do 
advantageously) the simple all their simplicity, requires a 
genius such as you alone possess. Those who doubt it are 
the least dangerous of yoiu* rivals. 



FIFTH DAY'S INTERVIEW. 

It being now the last morning that Petrarca could remain 
with his friend, he resolved to pass early into his bed-chamber. 
Boccaccio had risen, and was standing 'at the open window, 
with his arms against it. Renovated health sparkled in the 
eyes of the one; surprise and delight and thankfulness to 
Heaven filled the other's with sudden tears. He clasped 
Giovanni, kissed his flaccid and sallow cheek, and falling on 
his knees, adored the Giver of life, the source of health to body 
and soul. Giovanni was not unmoved ; he bent one knee as 
he leaned on the shoulder of Francesco, looking down into his 
face, repeating his words, and adding, — 

" Blessed be thou, O Lord ! who sendest me health again ! 
and blessings on thy messenger who brought it ! " 

He had slept soundly ; for ere he closed his eyes he had 
unburdened his mind of its freight, not only by employing the 
prayers appointed by Holy Church, but likewise by ejaculating ; 
as sundry of the Fathers did of old. He acknowledged his 
contrition for many transgressions, and chiefly for uncharitable 
thoughts of Fra Biagio ; on which occasion he turned fairly 
round on his couch, and leaning his brow against the wall, and 
his body being in a becomingly curved position, and proper 
for the purpose, he thus ejaculated, — 

" Thou knowest, O most Holy Virgin ! that never have 
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I Spoken to haadmaiden at this villetta, or within my mansion 
at Certaldo, wantonly or indiscreetly, but have always been, 
inasmuch as may be, the guardian of innocence ; deeming it 
better, when irregular thoughts assailed me, to ventilate them 
abroad than to poison the house with them. And if, sinner as 
I am, I have thought uncharitably of others, and more es- 
pecially of Fra liiagio, pardon me, out of thy exceeding great 
mercies 1 And let it not be imputed to me, if 1 have kept, 
and may keep hereafter, an eye over him, in wariness and 
wotchfiilness ; not otherwise. For thou knowest, O Madonna I 
that many who have a perfect and unwavering (aith in thee, yet 
do cover up their cheese from the nibblings of vermin." 

Whereu|)oa, he turned round again, threw himself on his 
back at (till length, and feeling the sheets cool, smooth, and 
refreshing, folded his arms and slept instantaneously. The 
consequence of his wholesome slumber was a calm alacrity ; 
and the idea that his visitor would be happy at seeing him on 
his feet again made him attempt to get up : at which he suc- 
ceeded, to his own wonder, — it being increased by the mani- 
festation of his strength in opening the casement, stiff from 
being closed, and swelled by the continuance of the rains. The 
morning was warm and sunny ; and it is known that on this oc- 
casion he composed the verses below : — 

My old familiar cotiaee £ccta I 

1 ICC once mote Ihy pIcBsant aheeti. 

The goisam«T suspended o' 

tt celandine uy lusty ' 

ih« lo&t blosstmi on] 

iing her first leaves ti _ ... 
Whichliang a little back, but show 
'T is not ihtit namro lo say no. 
I scarcely am in voice lo sing 
l{«w giaceful are the sicps of Spring; 
And, ahl it makes me sigh to look 
Huw leaps along my merry brook. 
'ITie vtry same lo-day as when 
He chiirupped lirsl to miids and men. 

Pitrarea. I can rejoice at the freshness of your feelings ; 
btit the sight of the green tmf reminds me rather of its ultimate 
use and destination, — 
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Boccaccio. Very true ; and such being the case, let us care- 
fully fold it up and lay it by until we call for it. 

Francesco, you made me quite light-headed yesterday. I am 
rather too old to dance either with Spring, as I have been saying, 
or with Vanity ; and yet I accepted her at your hand as a part- 
ner. In future, no more of comparisons for me ! You not only 
can do me no good, but you can leave me no pleasure ; for here 
I shall remain the few days I have to live, and shall see nobody 
who will be disposed to remind me of your praises. Besides, 
you yourself will get hated for them. We neither can deserve 
praise nor receive it with impunity. 

Petrarca, Have you never remarked that it is into quiet 
water that children throw pebbles to disturb it ; and that it is 
into deep caverns that the idle drop sticks and dirt? We must 
expect such treatment. 

Boccaccio. Your admonition shall have its wholesome in- 
fluence over me, when the fever your praises have excited has 
grown moderate. 

— After the conversation on this topic and various others 
had continued some time, it was interrupted by a visitor. The 
clergy and monkery at Certaldo had never been cordial with 
Messer Giovanni, it being suspected that certain of his Novelle 
were modelled on originals in their orders. Hence, although 
they indeed both professed and felt esteem for Canonico Pe- 
trarca, they abstained from expressing it at the villetta. But 
Frate Biagio of San Vivaldo was (by his own appointment) 
the friend of the house ; and being considered as very expert 
in pharmacy, had day after day brought over no indifferent store 
of simples, in ptisans and other refections, during the continuance 
of Ser Giovanni's ailment. Something now moved him to cast 
about in his mind whether it might not appear dutiful to make 
another visit. Perhaps he thought it possible that among those 
who peradventure had seen him lately on the road, one or other 
might expect from him a solution of the questions, What sort 
of person was the crowned martyr ; whether he carried a palm 
in his hand ; whether a seam was visible across the throat ; 
whether he wore a ring over his glove, with a chrysolite in it, 
like the bishops, but representing the city of Jerusalem and the 
judgment-seat of Pontius Pilate ? Such were the reports ; but 
the inhabitants of San Vivaldo could not believe the Certaldese, 
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wbOi inhabiting the next township to them, were natuiaUy their 
enemies. Yet they might believe Frate Biagio, and certainly 
would interrogate him accordingly. He formed his determi- 
nation, pat his frock and hood on, and gave a curvature to his 
shoe, to evince his knowledge of the world, by pushing the ex- 
tremity of it with his breast-bone against the comer of his cell- 
Studious of his figure and of his attire, he walked as much as 
possible on his heels, to keep up the reformation he had wrought 
in the workmanship of the cordwainer. On former occasions he 
had borrowed a horse, as being wanted to hear confession or to 
cany medicines, which might otherwise be too late. But having 
put on an entirely new habiliment, and it being the season when 1 
horses are beginning to do the same, he deemed it prudent to 
travel on foot. Approaching the villetta, his fitst intention was 
to walk directly into his patient's room ; but he found it impos- 
sible to resist the impulses of pride in showing Assunta his rigid 
and stately frock, with shoes rather of the equestrian order than 
the monastic. So he went into the kitchen where the girl was 
at work, having just taken away the remains of the breakfast. 

"Frale Biagio I" cried she, " is this you? Have you been 
steeping at Conte Jeronimo's?" 

" Not I," replied he. 

" Why ! " said she, " those are surely his shoes 1 Santa 
Maria I you must have put them on in the dusk of the morn- 
ing, to say your prayers in ! Here, here ! take these old ones 
of Signor Padrone, for the love of God ! I hope your rev- 
erence met nobody." 

Frale. What dost smile at? 

Assunta. Smile at I I could lind in my heart to laugh out- 
right, if I only were certain that nobody had seen your rev- 
erence in such a fimny trim. Rlverenza, put on these. 

FraU. Not I, indeed. 

Assunta. Allow me, then? 

Frate. No, nor you. 

Assunta. Then let me stand upon yours, to push down the 
points. 

Prate Biagio now began to relent a little, when .\ssunta, who 
had made one step toward the project, bethought herself sud- 
denly, and said, *' No ; I might miss my footing. But, mercy 
upon us 1 what made you cramp youi Tcveictvce ■«\>i\ '^'»r 
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ox-yoke shoes, and strangle your reverence with that hang-dog 
coUar? " 

" If you must know," answered the Frate, reddening, " it was 
because I am making a visit to the Canonico of Parma. I 
should like to know something about him : perhaps you could 
teU me ? " 

Assunta, Ever so much. 

Frate. I thought no less ; indeed, I knew it. Which goes 
to bed first? 

Assunia. Both together. 

Frate. Demonio ! what dost mean? 

Assunta. He tells me never to sit up waiting, but to say 
my prayers and dream of the Virgin. 

Frate. As if it were any business of his ! Does he put out 
his lamp himself ? 

Assunta. To be sure he does : why should not he? What 
should he be afraid of ? It is not winter ; and besides, there 
is a mat upon the floor, all around the bed, excepting the top 
and bottom. 

Frate. I am quite convinced he never said anything to 
make you blush. Why are you silent ? 

Assunta. I have a right. 

Frate. He did then — ay ? Do not nod your head ; that 
will never do. Discreet girls speak plainly. 

Assunta. What would you have ? 

Frate. The truth ! the truth ! again, I say the truth ! 

Assunta. He did then. 

Frate. I knew it ! The most dangerous man living ! 

Assunta. Ah ! indeed he is ! Signor Padrone said so. 

Frate. He knows him of old : he warned you, it seems. 

Assunta. Me ! He never said it was I who was in danger. 

Frate. He might : it was his duty. 

Assunta. Am I so fat ? Ix)rd ! you may feel every rib. 
Girls who run about as I do slip away from apoplexy. 

Frate. Ho ! ho ! that is all, is it ? 

Assunta. And bad enough too ! that such good-natured 
men should ever grow so bulky, and stand in danger, as Pa- 
drone said they both do, of such a seizure ! 

Frate. What ! and art ready to cry about it? Old folks 
cannot die easier; and there are alwa3rs plenty of younger to 
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ran quick enough for a confessor. But I must not trifle in this 
manner. It is my duly to set your feet in the right way ; it is 
my bounden duty to report to Ser Giovanni all irregularities I 
know of, committed in his domicile. I could indeed, and 
would, remit a trifle, on hearing the worst. Tell me now, As- 
siuttal IcU me, you little angel! did you — wc all may, the ' 
very best of us may, and do — sin, my sweet? 

Assunia, You may be sure I do not ; for whenever I sin I 
nm into church directly, although it snows or thunders : else I 
never could see again Padrone's face, or any one's. 

Frate. You do not come to me, 

Aisunla. You live at San Vivaldo, 

Frate. But when there is sin so pressing I am always 
ready to be found. You perplex, you puzzle me. Tell me at 
once how he made you blush. 

Asmnla. Well, then ! 

Frate. Well, then ! you did not hang back so before him. 
I lose all patience. ' 

Asiunta. So famous a man — 

Frate. No excuse in that. 

Assuntii. So dear to Padrone — 

Frate. The more shame for him I 

Astunla. Called me — 

Frate. And ealiej you, did he ? the traitorous swine ! 

Atsunta. Called me — good giri. 

Frate, Psha ! the wenches, I think, are all mad : but few 
of them in this manner. 

Without saying another word. Fta Biagio went forward and 
opened the bed-chamber door, saying briskly, " Servant, Set 
Giovanni I Ser Canonicol most devoted, most obsequious! 
I venture to incommode you. Thanks to God, Ser Canonico, 
you are looking well for your years. They tell me you were 
formerly (who would believe it!) the handsomest man in 
Christendom, and worked your way glibly yonder at Avignon. 

"Capperi. Ser Giovanni 1 I never observed thai you were 
sitting bolt upright in that long-backed arm-chair, instead of 
lying abed. Quite in the right. I am rejoiced at such a 
change for the better. Who advised it ? " 

Boeeateio. So many thanks to Fi& Blagvo \ \ wA <n&i vxi 
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sitting up, but have taken a draught of fresh air at the window, 
and every leaf had a little present of sunshine for me. 

There is one pleasure, Fra Biagio, which I fancy you never 
have experienced, and I hardly know whether I ought to wish it 
you, — the first sensation of health after a long cociinement. 

Frate, Thanks, infinite ! I would take any man's word for 
that, without a wish to try it. Everybody tells me I am ex- 
actly what I was a dozen years ago, while for my part I see 
everybody changed ; those who ought to be much about my 
age, even those — Per Bacco ! I told them my thoughts when 
they had told me theirs ; and they were not so agreeable as 
they used to be in former days. 

Boccaccio, How people hate sincerity ! 

Cospetto ! why, Frate, what hast got upon thy toes? Hast 
killed some Tartar and tucked his bow into one, and torn the 
crescent from the vizier's tent to make the other match it? 
Hadst thou fallen in thy mettlesome expedition (and it is a 
mercy ancf a miracle thou didst not !) those sacrilegious shoes 
would have impaled thee. 

Frate. It was a mistake in the shoemaker. But no pain or 
incommodity whatsoever could detain me from paying my duty 
to Ser Canonico the first moment I heard of his auspicious 
arrival, or from offering my congratulations to Ser Giovanni, 
on the annunciation that he was recovered and looking out of 
the window. All Tuscany was standing on the watch for it, 
and the news flew like lightning. By this time it is upon the 
Danube. 

And pray, Ser Canonico, how does Madonna Laura do ? 

Fetrarca, Peace to her gentle spirit ! she is departed. 

Frate, Ay, true. I had quite forgotten; that is to say, 
I recollect it. You told us as much, I think, in a poem on her 
death. Well, and do you know, our friend Giovanni here is 
a bit of an author in his way. 

Boccaccio, Frate, you confuse my modesty ! 

Frate, Murder will out. It is a fact, on my conscience. 
Have you never heard anjrthing about it, Canonico ? Ha ! we 
poets are sly fellows ; we can keep a secret. 

Boccaccio, Are you quite sure you can ? 

Frate, Try, and trust me with any. I am a confessional 
cm legs; there is no more a whisper in me than in a woolsack. 



n premura pasti. 
9 t F'nie Biagio I 
la passi adagio.' 
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I am In feather again as you see ; and in tune, as you shall 
hesi. April is not the month for moping. Sing it lustily 1 

Snefaeeio. Let it be your business to sing it, being a Fiate ; 
I can only recite IL 

Frate. Pray do, then- 

Bixcaceio. 

Ptat« Biaglo t setnpTe qu>ndo 

gui tu vteni cavalcando, 
:n3i che l« buanc strvic 
Per il inondo sjen ben rade ; 
E, di quinte nmo bnitie, 
La pib brutta k tta di tutie. 
Batfi, non cascare lulle 
GraxiDsissime fandulk, 
Cbe con capo dfitio, alzalo, 
Uova portano al mcrcato. 
F^asima mi pare I'opra 
Kovesciarle sottosopra. 
Ueh 1 Rcansando le erte e sossi, 

Caro an 

Passi pur, m 

Frate, Well now, really, Canonico, for one not exactly one 
of us, that canzone of Ser Giovanni has merit ; has not it? I 
did not ride, however, to-day, as you may see by the lining of 
my fhxk. But plus non vitiat, — ay, Canonico ? About the 
roads he is right enough : ihey arc the Devil's own roads ; that 
must be said for them. 

Scr Giovanni, with permission : your mention of eggs in 
the can^Doe has induced me to fancy I could eat a pair of 
them. The hens lay well now : that white one of yours ia 
worth more than the goose that bid the golden ; and you 

I Avendo io fatlo comparire nel nostro idioma toscano, e seau (ra- 
duainne, I Icgeiadri vcrsi sopra stampatJ. cbiedo perdono da chi legee. 
Non pnlel, badando con doiuta premnra ai miei interesai ed a quelU del 
propoailo mio, non potei, dico, far di meno ; slanleche ana rinnione 
Ic'critici, i pili vislou del Regno unilo d'lnghillerra ed Irlanda, avri con 
inanimitk dichiaraln, che netiuno, di mianli cslstono i mortali, lapri mal 
I indavinare la verelone. Sllmo aisai il traddiiitore 1 lavara per poco, c 
agevalmeniet mi pare piulostogalanluamo; non c' i male; ma pneta 
poco felice poi. Parlano que* Sig^ori ctilid riverititslroi di eeill pocmeili 
e [raitimenti gU da noi aminesj m qneito volume, ed anclie di aliri del 
medesimo autore forM originali.e restanodl avvlso commune, che non vl 
aia neppure una sola parola vetantente da iniendersi ; cbe U scn&o <^c\iV^a.V\ 
__.'kali)Aunn*.ovvercidi alu trtti^mrmle. Che fiuits ticni\o vv^t^'^**' 
Nmeotc ok occulumente; fermo col ptoprio pugno. — DMnoiKO GTtt>- 
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have a store of others, her equals or betters. We have none 
hke them at poor San Vivaldo. A rivederciy Ser Giovanni/ 
SchiavOf Ser Canonico I mi commandino. 

Fra Biagio went back into the kitchen, helped himself to a 
quarter of a loaf, ordered a flask of wine, and trying several 
eggs against his lips, selected seven, which he himself fried 
in oil, although the maid offered her services. He never had 
been so little disposed to enter into conversation with her ; and 
on her asking him how he found her master, he replied that 
in bodily health Ser Giovanni, by his prayers and ptisans, had 
much improved, but that his faculties were wearing out apace. 
" He may now run in the same couples with the canonico ; they 
cannot catch the mange one of the other ; the one could say 
nothing to the purpose, and the other nothing at all. The 
whole conversation was entirely at my charge," added he. 
" And now, Assunta, since you press it, I will accept the ser- 
vice of your master's shoes. How I shall ever get home I don't 
know." He took the shoes off the handles of the bellows, where 
Assunta had placed them out of her way, and tucking one of 
his own under each arm, limped toward San Vivaldo. 

The unwonted attention to smartness of apparel in the only 
article wherein it could be displayed, was suggested to Frate 
Biagio by hearing that Ser Francesco, accustomed to courtly 
habits and elegant society, and having not only small hands 
but small feet, usually wore red slippers in the morning. Fra 
Biagio had scarcely left the outer door than he cordially cursed 
Ser Francesco for making such a fool of him, and for wearing 
slippers of black list. " These canonicoes," said he, " not only 
lie themselves, but teach everybody else to do the same. He 
has lamed me for life ; I bum as if I had been shod at the 
blacksmith's forge." 

The two friends said nothing about him, but continued the 
discourse which his visit had interrupted. 

Petrarca, Turn again, I entreat you, to the serious; and 

do not imagine that because by nature you are inclined to 

pla)rfulness you must therefore write ludicrous things better. 

Many of your stories would make the gravest men laugh, and 

yet there is little wit in them. 
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Beecacdo. I think so myself; though authors, Uttlc dis- 
posed as they are to doubt their possession of any quality ihey 
would bring into play, are least of all suspicious on the side of 
You have convinced me. 1 am glad to have been ten- 
der, and to have written tenderly, for I am certain il is this 
alone that has made you love me with EUch aifection. 

Pttrarea. Not this alone, Giovanni ; but this principally. 

have always found yoit kind and compassionate, liberal and 
sincere ; and when Fortune does not stam) very close to such a 
man, she leaves only the more room for Friendship. 

Boaacdo. Let her stand off then, now and forever ! To 
my heart, to my heart, Francesco ! presencr of my health, my 
peace of mind, and (since you lell me I may claim it) my 
glory. 

I'elrarca. Recm'ering your strength, you must pursue your 
Studies to complete it. What can you have been doing with 
your books? I have searched in vain this morning for the 
treasury. Where are they kept? Formerly they were always 
I found only a short manuscript, which I suspect is 
poetry ; but I ventured not on looking into it until I had 
brought it with me and laid it before you. 

Bfxeaeciff. Well guessed ! They are verses written by a 
gentleman who resided long in this country, and who much re- 
gretted the necessity of leaving it. He look great delight in 
composing both Ijtin and Italian, but never kept a copy of 
them latterly, so that these are the only ones I could obtain 
from him. Read, for your voice wili improve them : — 



Cwlino, whu an thou »bout, my hoy ? 

Often I ask that quctiion. Ihongb in vain. 

For we are far apati. Ah ! (htrcfote His 

I often ask it ; not in such a lone 

Ag wisor fathers do, who know too well. 

Were we net children, you and I together ? 

Stole we not Rlancei from each other's c^? 

Swore we not secrecv in such misdeeds ? 

Well could we truit each other, Tel! me then 

Whit thou art doing. Carving out thy name, 

Or haply mine, upon mv favontc seal. 

With the new knife I sent thee over sea } 

Or ha«l thuu broken it, and hid the WVi. 

Among ihe ntynlcs, starred with Rowers. \>c'Vi\n4t 
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Or under that high throne whence fifty lilies 
(With sworded tuberoses dense around) 
Lift up their heads at once, not without fear 
That they were looking at thee all the while ? 

Does Cincirillo follow thee about ? 
Inverting one swart foot suspensively, 
And wagging his dread jaw at every chirp 
Of bird above him on the olive-branch ? 
Frighten him then away I 't was he who slew 
Our pigeons, our white pigeons peacock-tailed, 
That feared not you and me — sdas, nor him I 
I flattened his striped sides along my knee. 
And reasoned with him on his bloody mind. 
Till he looked blandly, and half closed his eyes 
To ponder on my lecture in the shade. 
I doubt his memory much, his heart a little. 
And in some minor matters (may I say it ?) 
Could wish him rather sager. But from thee 
God hold back wisdom yet for many years I 
Whether in early season or in late, 
It always comes hiph-priced. For thy pure breast 
I have no lesson : it for me has many. 
Come throw it open then 1 W^hat sports, what cares 
(Since there are none too young for these) engage 
Thy busy thoughts ? Are you again at work, 
Walter and you, ^nth those sly laborers 
Geppo, Giovanni, Cecco, and Poeta, 
To build more solidly vour broken dam 
Amon^ the poplars, wnence the nightingale 
Inquisitively watched you all day long ? 
I was not of your council in the scheme, 
Or mipht have saved you silver without end, 
And sighs, too, without number. Art thou gone 
Below the mulberry, where that cold pool 
Urged to devise a warmer, and more fit 
For mighty swimmers, swimming three abreast ? 
Or art thou panting in this summer noon 
Upon the lowest step before the hall, 
Drawing a slice of watermelon, long 
As Cupid's bow, athwart thy wetted lips 
(Like one who plays Pan*s pipe), and letting drop 
The sable seeds from all their separate cells, 
And leaving bays profound and rocks abrupt. 
Redder than coral round Calypso's cave ? 

Petrarca, There have been those anciently who would have 
been pleased with such poetry; and perhaps there may be 
again. I am not sorry to see the Muses by the side of child- 
hood, and forming a part of the fiamily. But now tell me about 
the books. 
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Boteaeeio. Resolving to by aside the more valuable of those I 
had collected or transcribed, and to place them under the guar- 
dianship of richer men, 1 locktd them up together in the higher 
story of my tower at Certaldo. You remember the old tower? 

Petrarfd. Well do I remember the heany laugh we had 
together (which stopped us upon the staircase) at the calcula- 
tion we made how much longer you and I, if we continued to 
thrive as we had thriven laCteriy, should be able to pa.'ss within 
its narrow circle. Although I like this little villa much better, 
I would gladly see the place again, and enjoy with you, as we 
did before, the vast exjianse of woodlands and mountains and 
maremma, frowning fortresses inexpugnable, and others more 
prodigious for their ruins; then below ihem lordly abbeys, 
over-canopied with stately trees, and girded with rich luxuri- 
ance ; and towns that seem approaching them to do them 
honor, and villages nestling close at their sides for sustenance 
and protection. 

Boccaccio. My disorder, if it should keep its promise of 
leaving me at last, will have been preparing me for the accom- 
plishment of such a project. Should I get thinner and thinner 
at this rate, 1 shall soon be able to mount not only a turret or a 
bel&y. but a tube of macaroni,' while a Neapolitan is suspend- 
ing it for deglutition. 

What I am about to mention, will show you how liitle you 
can rely on me ! I have preserved the books, as you desired, 
but quite contrary to my resolution ; and no less contrary to it, 
by your desire I shall now preserve the '■ Decameron." In vain 
had I determined not only to mend in fiiture, but to correct 
the past ; in vain had I prayed most fervently for grace to ac- 
complish it, with a final aspiration to Fiametla that she would 
unite with your beloved Laura, and that, gentle and beatified 
spirits as they are, they would breathe together their purer 
prayers on mine. See what follows, 

htrarca. Sigh not at it. Before we can see all that follows , 
from their intercession, wc must join them again. But let me 
hear anything in which they are concerned. 

' Thu !■ valaabic, since It ihowi lliat maiatvtii (here ciilled fatfa) was 
Invented in the lime of Boccaccio i so Hie Ihe letters o( Petrarca. whidi 
Infonn n* equally in regard lo ifttUcUs : " Ad ^fH^rtun Vpu^^ti^A '°^'i^ 
confugienduiD es^el autilium." — Dimitmco Cri^. 
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Boccaccio, I prayed ; and my breast, after some few tears, 
grew calmer. Yet sleep did not ensue until the break of 
morning, when the dropping of soft rain on the leaves of the 
fig-tree at the window, and the chirping of a little bird to tell 
another there was shelter under them, brought me repose and 
slumber. Scarcely had I closed my eyes, if indeed time can be 
reckoned any more in sleep than in heaven, when my Fiametta 
seemed to have led me into the meadow. You will see it below 
you : turn away that branch, — gently ! gently ! do not break 
it, for the little bird sat there. 

Petrarca, I think, Giovanni, I can divine the place. Al- 
though this fig-tree growing out of the wall between the cellar 
and us is fantastic enough in its branches, yet that other which 
I see yonder, bent down and forced to crawl along the grass by 
the prepotency of the young shapely walnut-tree, is much more 
so. It forms a seat about a cubit above the ground, level and 
long enough for several. 

Boccaccio. Ha ! you fancy it must be a favorite spot with 
me, because of the two strong forked stakes wherewith it is 
propped and supported ! 

Peirarca, Poets know the haunts of poets at first sight ; and 
he who loved Laura — O Laura ! did I say he who loi'ed thee ? 
— hath whisperings where those feet would wander which have 
been restless after Fiametta. 

Boccaccio, It is true, my imagination has often conducted 
her thither ; but here in this chamber she appeared to me more 
visibly in a dream. 

" Thy prayers have been heard, O Giovanni," said she. 

I sprang to embrace her. 

" Do not spill the water ! Ah ! you have spilt a part of it." 

I then observed in her hand a crj'stal vase. A few drops 
were sparkling on the sides and running down the rim ; a few 
were trickling from the base and from the hand that held it. 

" I must go down to the brook," said she, " and fill it again 
as it was filled before." 

What a moment of agony was this to me ! Could I be certain 
how long might be her absence ? She went ; I was following : 
she made a sign for me to turn back. I disobeyed her only an 
instant ; yet my sense of disobedience, increasing my feeble- 
ness and confusion, made me lose sight of her. In the next 
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moment she was again at my side with the cup quite fiitl. 1 
stood motionless : 1 feared my breath might shake the water 
over. I looked her in the face for her commands, and to 
see it, — to see it so calm, so beneficent, so beautiful. I was 
forgetting what I had prayed for, when she lowered her head, 
tasted of the cup, and gave it me. I drank, and suddenly 
sprang forth before me many groves and palaces and gardens, 
and their statues and their avenues, and their labyrinths of 
abtemus and bay, and alcoves of citron and watchful loopholes 
in the relireraenls of impeneUable pomegranate. Farther off, 
just below where the fountain slipped away from its marble halt 
and guardian gods, arose from their beds of moss and drosera 
and darkest grass the sisterhood ol oleanders, fond of tanbtlii- 
ing with their bosomed flowers and their moist and pouting 
blossoms the little shy rivulet, and of covering its face with all 
the colore of the datvn. My dream expanded and moved for- 
ward. I trod again the dust of Pusilipo, soft as the feathers in 
the wings of Sleep. 1 emerged on Baia ; I crossed her in- 
numerable arches; I loilercd in the breezy sunshine of her 
mole ; 1 trusted the faithdil seclusion of her caverns, the keepers 
of so many secrets ; and I reposed on the buoyancy of her 
tepid sea. Then Naples, and her theatres and her churches, 
her grottoes and dells and forts and promontories, rushed for- 
ward in confusion, now among soft whispers, now among 
sweetest sounds, and subsided and sank and disappeareti. Yet 
3 memory seemed to come fresh from every one : each had 
time enough for its tale, for its pleasure, for its reflection, (oi 
its pang. As I mounted with silent steps the narrow staircase 
of the old palace, how distinctly did I feel against the palm of 
my hand the coldness of that smooth stone-work, and the 
greater of the cramps of iron in it ! 

".^h.mel is this forgetting?" cried I anxiously to Fiamelta. 

'• Wc must recall these scenes before us," she replied ; 
"such is the punishment of them. Let us hope and believe 
that the apparition and the compunction which must follow it 
will be accepted <is the full penalty, and that both will pass 
«way almost together," 

1 feared to lose anything attendant on her presence ; I 
feared to approach her forehead with my lips ; I feared W» 
touch the lily on its long wavy leaf in bet "11111, wVwitv ^&e&.\wi 
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whole heart with fragrance. Venerating, adoring, I bowed my 
head at last to kiss her snow-white robe, and trembled at my 
presumption. And yet the efllilgence of her countenance viv- 
ified while it chastened me. I loved her — I must not say 
more than ever — better than ever; it was Fiametta who had 
inhabited the skies. As my hand opened toward her, — 

" Beware ! " said she, faintly smiling ; " beware, Giovanni ! 
Take only the crystal ; take it and drink again." 

"Must all be dien forgotten?" said I, sorrowfully. 

" Remember your prayer and mine, Giovanni ? Shall both 
have been granted — oh ! how much worse than in vain? " 

I drank instantly ; I drank largely. How cool my bosom 
grew ! — how could it grow so cool before her? But it was not 
to remain in its quiescency ; its trials were not yet over. I 
will not, Francesco !' no, I may not commemorate the incidents 
she related to me, noi; which of us said, " I blush for having 
loved y?rj// " nor which of us replied, " Say leasts say least, and 
blush again ! " 

The charm of the words (for I felt not the encumbrance of 
the body nor the acuteness of the spirit) seemed to possess 
me wholly. Although the water gave me strength and com- 
fort, and somewhat of celestial pleasure, many tears fell around 
the border of the vase as she held it up before me, exhorting 
me to take courage, and inviting me with more than exhorta- 
tion to accomplish my deliverance. She came nearer, ^more 
tenderly, more earnestly ; she held the dewy globe with both 
hands, leaning forward, and sighed and shook her head, 
drooping at my pusillanimity. It was only when a ringlet 
had touched the rim, and perhaps the water (for a sunbeam 
on the surface could never have given it such a golden hue), 
that I took courage, clasped it, and exhausted it. Sweet as 
was the water, sweet as was the serenity it gave me, — alas ! 
that also which it moved away from me was sweet ! 

" This time you can trust me alone," said she, and parted 
my hair, and kissed my brow. Again she went toward the 
brook ; again my agitation, my weakness, my doubt, came 
over me ; nor could I see her while she raised the water, nor 
knew I whence she drew it. When she returned, she was 
close to me at once. She smiled : her smile pierced me to the 
bones ; it seemed an angel's. She sprinkled the pure water 
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; she looked most fondly ; she took my hand ; she suf- 
fered me to press hers to my bosom ; but, whether by design I 
cannot tell, she let fall a few drops of the chilly element between. 

" And DOW, O my beloved ! " said she, " we have consigned 
to the bosom of Ciod our earthly joys and sorrows, 'ihe joys 
cannot return, — let not the sorrows. These alone would 
trouble my repose among the blessed." 

"Trouble thy repose, Flametia I Give me the chalice I" 
cried I ; *' not a drop will I leave in it, — not a drop." 

"Take it!" said that soft voice, "O now most dear 
Giovanni, I know thou hast strength enough ; and there is 
but little — at the bottom lies our first kiss." 

"Mine, didst thou say, beloved one? And is that left thee 
still ? " 

"Mliu" said slie. pensively; and as she abased her head, 
the broad leaf uf the lily hid her brow and her eyes ; the light 
of heaven shone through the flower. 

" O Fiamelta I Fiametta ! " cried I in agony. " God is the God 
of mercy 1 God is the God of love ! Can I, can I ever — " 

I struck the chalice against my head, unmindful that 1 held 
it ; the water covered my face and my feet. I started up, not 
yet awake, and 1 heard the name of Fiametu in the curtains. 

Pttrarxa. Love, O Giovanni, and life itself, are but dreams 
at best. 1 do think 

Never so gloriously was Sleep 3ttcn<1cd 
As nilh ihe pageant of thai heavenly maid. 

But to dwell on such subjects is sinful. The recollection of 
them, with all their vanities, brings tears into my eyes. 

Boceaefio. And into mine too, — they were so very 
charming. 

Petrarca. Alas, alas ! the time always comes when we 
must regret the enjoyments of our youth. 

Bactaccio. If we have let them pass us. 

Pttrarea. 1 mean our indulgence in them. 

Beceaceio. Francesco, I think you must remember Raffa- 
cllino degli Alfani. 

Petrarfa. Was it RaflaelUno who lived near San Michele in 
Orto? 

Boiteufio. The some. He was an iimocmX wKi,ta\\ SsseA 
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of fish. But whenever his friend Sabbatelli sent him a trout 
from PratolinOy he always kept it until next day or the day 
after, just long enough to render it unpalatable. He then 
turned it over in the platter, smelt at it closer, although the 
news of its condition came undeniable from a distance, touched 
it with his forefinger, soUcited a testimony from the gills which 
the eyes had contradicted, sighed over it, and sent it for a 
present to somebody else. Were I a lover of trout as RafTael- 
lino was, I think I should have taken an opportunity of enjoying 
it while the pink and crimson were glittering on it. 

Peirarca, Trout, yes. 

Boccaccio. And all other fish I could encompass. 

Pctrarca, O thou grave mocker I I did not suspect such 
slyness in thee : proof enough I had almost forgotten thee. 

Boccaccio. Listen ! listen 1 I fancied I caught a footstep in 
the passage. Come nearer; bend your head lower, that I 
may whisper a word in your ear. Never let Assimta hear you 
sigh : she is mischievous. She may have been standing at the 
door : not that I beheve she would be guilty of any such im- 
propriety, but who knows what girls are capable of 1 She has 
no malice, only in laughing; and a sigh sets her windmill at 
work, van over van, incessantly. 

Petrarca, I should soon check her. I have no notion — 

Boccaccio. After all, she is a good girl, — a trifle of the 
wilful. She must have it that many things are hurtful to me, 
— reading in particular: it makes people so odd. Tina is a 
small matter of the madcap, — in her own particular way, — 
but exceedingly discreet, I do assure you, if they will only leave 
her alone. 

I find I was mistaken, there was nobody. 

Peirarca. A cat, perhaps. 

Boccaccio, No such thing. I order him over to Certaldo 
while the 'birds are laying and sitting ; and he knows by ex- 
perience, favorite as he is, that it is of no use to come back 
before he is sent for. Since the first impetuosities of youth, 
he has rarely been refractory or disobliging. We have lived 
together now these five years, unless I miscalculate ; and he 
seems to have learned something of my manners, wherein vio- 
lence and enterprise by no means predominate. I have 
watched him looking at a large green lizard; and, their eyes 
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being opposite and near, he has doubted whether it might be 
pleasing to mc if he began the attack ; and their tails on » 
sudden have tnuched one another at the decision. 

Pttrana. Seldom have adverse parties felt the same desire 
of peace at the same moment, and none ever carried it more 
limultaneously and promptly into execution. 

Boccatcio. He enjoys his otium <um i/ignitate at Certaldo : 
there he is my castellan, and his chase is unlimited in those 
domains. After the doom of relegation is expired, he comes 
hither at midsummer : and then if you could see his joy I 
His eyes are as deep as a well, and as clear as a fountain ; he 
jerks his tail into the air like a royal sceptre, and waves it like 
the wand of a magician. Vou would iaacy that, as Horace 
with his head, he was about to smite the stars with it. There 
is ne'er such another cat in the parish ; and he knows it, a 
rogue ! We have rare repasts together in the bean-and- bacon 
time, although in regard to the bean he sides with the philoso- 
pher of Samos, — but after due examination. In cleanliness he 
la a »ery nun ; albeit in that quality which lies between cleanli- 
ness and godliness, there is a smack of Fra Biagio about him. 
What is that book in your hand ? 

Petrarca. My breviary. 

Boetaciio. Well, give me mine too, — there, on the Utile 
taUe in the comer, under the glass of primroses. We can do 
nothing better. 

Ptirarca. What prayer were you looking for? I^et me find it. 

BOKtucie. 1 don't know how it is : I am scarcely at present 
in a bame of mind for il. We are of one faith : the prayers of 
the one will do for the other, and I am sure that if you omitted 
my Dame, yuu would say them all over afresh, I wbh you 
could recollect in any book as dreamy a thing to entertain me 
as I have been just repeating. We have had enough of Dante ; 
I believe few of his beauties have escaped us, and small faults, 
which wc readily pass by, are fitter for small folks, as grubs 
are the proper bait for gudgeons. 

Petrarea. 1 have had as many dreams as most men. We 
are all made up of ihem. as the webs of the spider are particles 
of her own vitality. But how infinitely k-ss do we pr()fit by 
them I I will relate to you, before wc separate, one amon^ 
the multitude of mine, as coming the ncaiesX Xii ^X« V'atM^ ^A 
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yours, and as having been not totally useless to me. Often 
have I reflected on it, — sometimes with pensiveness, with sad- 
ness never. 

Boccaccio, Then, Francesco, if you had with you as copious 
a choice of dreams as clustered on the elm-trees where the 
Sibyl led ^neas, this, in preference to the whole swarm of 
them, is the queen dream for me. 

Petrarca, When I was younger I was fond of wandering in 
solitary places, and never was afraid of slumbering in woods 
apd grottoes. Among the chief pleasures of my Ufe, and among 
the commonest of my occupations, was the bringing before me 
such heroes and heroines of antiquity, such poets and sages, 
such of the prosperous and the unfortunate, as most interested 
me by their courage, their wisdom, their eloquence, or their 
adventures. Engaging them in the conversation best suited to 
their characters, I knew perfectly their manners, their steps, 
their voices ; and often did I moisten with my tears the models 
I had been forming of the less happy. 

Boccaccio, Great is the privilege of entering into the studies 
of the intellectual ; great is that of conversing with the guides 
of nations, the movers of the mass, the regulators of the unruly 
will, stiff, in its impurity and rust, against the finger of the Al- 
mighty Power that formed it : but give me, Francesco, give me 
rather the creature to sympathize with ; apportion me the suf- 
ferings to assuage. Ah, gentle soul ! thou wilt never send them 
over to another ; they have better hopes from thee. 

Petrarca, We both alike feel the sorrow's of those around 
us. He who suppresses or allays them in another breaks 
many thorns off his own, and future years will never harden 
fresh ones. 

My occupation was not always in making the politician talk 
politics, the orator toss his torch among the populace, the 
philosopher run down from philosophy to cover the retreat or 
the advances of his sect, but sometimes in devising how such 
characters must act and discourse on subjects far remote from 
the beaten track of their career. In like manner the philolo- 
gist, and again the dialectician, were not indulged in the review 
and parade of their trained bands, but at times brought forward 
to show in what manner and in what degree external habits 
had influenced the conformation of the internal man. It was 
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iar from unprofitable to set passing events before past actors, 
and to record the decisions of those whose interests and pas- 
ions arc unconcerned in ihem. 

Bticfaccio. This is surely no easy matter. The thoughts 
He in fact your own, however you distribute them. 

Pilrarca. All cannot be my own, if you mean by thoughts 
the opinions and principles I should be the most desirous to 
tnculcaie. Some favorite ones perhaps may obtrude too promi- 
nently, but utherwise no misbehavior is permitted them ; rep- 
tehcnsion and rebuke are always ready, and the offence is 
punished on the spot. 

Boecaccw. Certainly you thus throw open, to its full extent, 
the range of poetry and invention, which cannot but be very 
Hmited and steiile, unless where we find displayed much di- 
versity of character as disseminated by nature, much peculiarity 
of sentiment as arising from position, marked with unerring 
ikill through every shade and gradation ; and finally and chiefly, 
much intertexture and intensity of passion. Vou thus convey 
to us more largely and eiq^editiously the stores of your under- 
Banding and imagination than y»u ever could by sonnets or 
caiuonets, or sinewless and sapless allegories. 

But weightier works arc less captivating. If you had pub- 
d any such as you mention, you must have waited for theii 
acceptance. Not only the fame of Marcellus, but every other, 
"Crescit occulio velut arbonvo;" 

Knd that which makes the greatest vernal shoot is apt to make 
the least autumnal. .Authors in general who have met celebrity 
It starting, have already had their reward, — always their utmost 
due, and often much beyond it. We cannot hope for both 
celebrity and fame, — supremely fortunate are the few who are 
allowed the liberty of choice between thera. We two prefer 
strength that springs from exercise and toil, acquiring it 
sraduaily and slowly ; we leave to others the earlier blessing of 
~\>.\ sleep which follows enjoyment. How many at first sight 
re enthusiastic In their favor I Of these how large a portion 
come away empty-handed and discontented ! — like idlers who 
risit the seacoast, fill their pockets with pebbles bright from the 
passing wave, and carry them off with raptmc, NS\.« a. *»ssA 
vx^m'iBation at home, every streak seems faint an4'i>^,MaA'^" 
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whole contexture coarse, uneven, and gritty : first one is thrown 
away, then another ; and before the week's end the store is gone 
of things so shining and wonderful. 

Petrarca, Allegory, which you named with sonnets and 
canzonets, had few attractions for me, believing it to be the 
delight in general of idle, frivolous, inexcursive minds, in whose 
mansions there is neither hall nor portal to receive the loftier 
of the passions. A stranger to the affections, she holds a low 
station among therhandmaidens of Poetry, being fit for little 
but an apparition in a mask. I had reflected for some time on 
this subject, when, wearied with the length of my walk over the 
mountains, and finding a soft old molehill covered with gray 
grass by the way-side, I laid my head upon it and slept. I 
cannot tell how long it was before a species of dream or vision 
came over me. 

Two beautiful youths appeared beside me. Each was winged ; 
but the wings were hanging down, and seemed ill adapted to 
flight. One of them, whose voice was the softest I ever heard, 
looking at me frequently, said to the other, " He is under my 
guardianship for the present; do not awaken him with that 
feather." 

Methought, hearing the whisper, I saw something like the 
feather on an arrow, and then the arrow itself, — the whole of 
it, even to the point ; although he carried it in such a manner 
that it was difficult at first to discover more than a palm's length 
of it : the rest of the shaft, and the whole of the barb, was be- 
hind his ankles. 

" This feather never awakens any one," replied he, rather 
petulantly; "but it brings more of confident security, and 
more of cherished dreams, than you without me are capable of 
imparting." 

" Be it so ! " answered the gentler, — " none Is less inclined 
to quarrel or dispute than I am. Many whom you have wounded 
grievously, call upon me for succor. But so little am I dis- 
posed to thwart you, it is seldom I venture to do more for them 
than to whisper a few words of comfort in passing. How many 
reproaches on these occasions have been cast upon me for in- 
difference and infidelity ! Nearly as many, and nearly in the 
same terms, as upon you ! " 

''Odd enough that we, O Sleep \ should be thought so alike ! " 
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said Love, contemptuously. " Yonder is he who beats a neaier 
resemblance to you : the dullest have observed it." 

I fancied I turned my eyes to where he was pointing, and 
taw at a distance the ligure he designated. Meanwhile the 
contention went on uninterruptedly. Sleep was slow in assert- 
ing his power or his benefits ; Love recapitulated them, but only 
that he might assert his oivn above them. Suddenly he called 
on me to decide, and to choose my patron. Under the influence 
first of the one, dien of the other, I sprang bom repose to rap- 
ture, I alighted from rapture on repose, — and knew not which 
was sweetest. Ix>ve was very angry with me, and declared he 
would cross me throughout the whole of my existence. What- 
ever I might on other occasions have thought of his veracity, I 
now felt too surely the conviction that he would keep his word. 
At last, before the close of the altercation, the third Genius had 
advanced and stood near us. I cannot tell how I knew him, 
but I knew him to be the Genius of Death. Breathless as I 
was at beholding him, I soon became familiar with his features. 
Fitst they seemed only calm, presently they grew contemplative, 
ami laslly beautiful : those of the Graces themselves are less 
regular, less harmonious, less composed. I.ove glanced at him 
unsteadily, with a countenance in which there was somewhat 
of anxiety, somewhat of disdain : and cried, " Go away I go 
away ! nothing that thou touches! lives I " 

" Say rather, child ! " replied the advancing form, and ad- 
vancing grew loftier and statelier, — "say rather that nothing 
of beautifiil or of glorious lives its own true life until my wing 
hath passed over it." 

Love pouted, and rumpled and bent down with his forefinger 
the stiff short feathers on his arrow-head, but replied not. Al- 
though he frowned woree than ever, and at me, I drcadcl him 
less and less, and scarcely looked toward him. The milder and 
calmer Genius, the third, in proportion as 1 took courage to j 
contemplate him, regarded me tvith more and more compla- I 
ccncy. He held neither (lower nor arrow, as the others did ; 
btil throwing back the clusters of dark curls that overshadowed I 
his countenance, he presented to me his hand, openly and be- 
nignly. I shrank on looking at him so near, and yet I sighed 
to love him. He smiled, not without an espittsvoTi ^A i^*.n , 4 
perceiving mvdiffidence, my timi<^ty, — foi\ TC^fttwtoct's^^ 



128 THE PENTAMERON. 

soft was the hand of Sleep, how warm and entrancing was Love's. 
By degrees I became ashamed of my ingratitude ; and turning 
my face away, I held out my arms and felt my neck within his. 
Composure strewed and allayed all the throbbings of my 
bosom ; the coolness of freshest morning breathed around ; the 
heavens seemed to open above me ; while the beautiful cheek 
of my deliverer rested on my head. I would now have looked 
for those others, but knowing my intention by my gesture, he 
said consolatorily, — 

" Sleep is on his way to the Earth, where many are calling 
him; but it is not to these he hastens, for every call only 
makes him fly farther off. Sedate and grave as he looks, 
he is nearly as capricious and volatile as the more arrogant 
and ferocious one." 

" And Love ! " said I, " whither is he departed? If not too 
late, I would propitiate and appease him." 

" He who cannot follow me, he who cannot overtake and 
pass me," said the Genius, " is unworthy of the name, the 
most glorious in earth or heaven. Look up ! Love is yonder, 
and ready to receive thee." 

I looked ; the earth was under me ; I saw only the clear 
blue sky, and something brighter above it. 



PIEVANO GRIGI TO THE READER. 

Befx)re I proceeded on my mission, I had a final audience 
of Monsignore, in which I asked his counsel whether a paper 
sewed and pasted to the " Interviews," being the substance of 
an intended Confession, might, according to the Decretals^ be 
made public. Monsignore took the subject into his considera- 
tion, and assented. Previously to the solution of this question, 
he was graciously pleased to discourse on Boccaccio, and to 
say, " I am happy to think he died a good Catholic, and 
contentedly." 

" No doubt, Monsignore ! " answered I, " for when he was 
on his death-bed, or a little sooner, the most holy man in 
Italy admonished him terribly of his past transgressions, and 
lightened Mm fairly into paradise." 
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^V ' Pievano," said Monsignore, " it is customary in the fash* 
^M ioiuble literature of our times to finish a stoiy in two manners. 
^P .'Vbe most approved is to knock on the head evetysoul that 
^ has been interesting you ; the second is to put the two young- 
est inlo bed together, promising the same treatment to another 
couple, or more. Uur forefatiieis were equally zealous about 
those they dealt with. Every Pagan turned Christian ; every 
loose woman had bark to grow about her, as thick and as strin- 
gent as the ladies had in Ovid's Metamorphoses ; and the gal- 
lants who had played false with them were driven mad by the 
monks at their death-bed. I neither hope nor believe that 
poor Boccaccio gave way to their importunities, but am happy 
in thinking that his decease was as tranquil as his life was 
inotTen&ive. He was not exempt from the indiscretions of 
youth ; he allowed his imagination too long a dalliance with 
his passions, but malice was never found among them. Let 
us then, in charily to hiin and lo ourselves, be persuaded that 
such a pest as this mad zealot had do ioQuencc over him, — 
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I cannot but break into verse (although no poet) while I am 
thinking of him. Such men as he would bring over more to 
our good-natured honest old faith again than fifty monks with 
scourges at their shoulders." 

" Ah, Monsignore ! " answered I, " could I but hope to be 
humbly instrumental in leading back the apostate Church to 
our true Catholic, I should be the happiest man alive." 

" God forbid you should be without the hope ! " said Mon- 
signore. ■■ The two chief differences now are, — with ours, that 
we must not cat butcher's meat on a Friday ; with the Angli- 
can, that they must not eat baked meat on a Sunday. Sec- 
ondly, that ii/f say, ' Come, and be saved ; ' the Anglican says, 
' Go, and be damned.' " 

Since the exposition of Monsignore, the Parliament has 
issued an Act of Grace in regard lo eating. One article says, 
" Nobody shall eat on a Sunday roast or baked or other hot 
victuals whatsoever, unle^ he goes to church in his own car- 
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riage ; if he goes thither in any other than his own, be he halt 
or blind, he shall be subject to the penalty of twenty pounds. 
Nobody shall dance on a Sunday, or play music, unless he also 
be able to furnish three icarU tables at the least, and sixteen 
wax-Hghts." 

I write from memory; but if the wording is inexact, the 
sense is accurate. Nothing can be more gratifying to a true 
Catholic than to see the amicable game played by his bishops 
with the Anglican. The Catholic never makes a false move. 
His fish often slips into the red square, marked " Sunday," but 
the shoulder of mutton can never get into its place, marked 
" Friday ; " it lies upon the table, and nobody dares touch it. 
Alas ! I am forgetting that this is purely an English game, and 
utterly unknown among us, or indeed in any other country 
under heaven. 

To promote still further the objects of religion, as understood 
in the Universities and the Parliament, it was proposed that 
public prayers should be offered up for rain on every Sabbath- 
day, the more effectually to encompass the provisions of the 
Bill. But this clause was cancelled in the Committee, on the 
examination of a groom, who deposed that a coach-horse of 
his master, the bishop of London, was touched in the wind, 
and might be seriously a sufferer, — " for the bishop," said he, 
" is no better walker than a goose." 

There is, moreover, great and general discontent in the lower 
orders of the clergy that some should be obliged to serve a 
couple of churches, and perhaps a jail or hospital to boot, for 
a stipend of a hundred pounds and even less, while others are 
incumbents of pluralities, doing no duty at all, and receiving 
three or four thousands. It is reported that several of the more 
fortunate are so utterly shameless as to liken the Church to a 
lottery-office, and to declare that unless there were great prizes 
no man in his senses would enter into the service of our Lord. 
I myself have read with my own eyes this declaration ; but I 
hope the signature is a forgery. What is certain is, that the 
emoluments of the bishopric of London are greater than the 
united revenue of twehe cardinals ; that they are amply suffi- 
cient for the board, lodging, and education of three hundred 
young men destined to the ministry; and that they might 
relieve from famine, rescue from sin, and save perhaps from 




eternal punishment three thousand felhw-treatuns yeai-ly. On 
a narrow inspection of one manufacturing town in England, I 
deliver it as my firm opinion that it contains more crime and 
wretchedness than all the four continents of our globe. If 
these enormous masses of wealth had been fairly subdivided 
and carefully expended ; if a more numerous and more efR- 
cient clergy had been appointed, — how very much of sin anii 
sorrow had been obvbted and allayed I Ultimately the poor 
will be driven lo desperation, there being no check upon them, 
no guardian over them ; and the eyes of the sleeper, it is to 
be feared, will be opened by pincers. In the midst of such 
woes, originating in her iniquities and aggravated by her su- 
pineness, the Church of England, the least reformed Church in 
Christendom and the most opposite lo the institutions of the 
State, boasts of being the purest member of the Reformation. 
Shocked at such audacity and impudence, the conscientious 
and pious, not only of her laity but also of her clergy, &11 daily 
olT from her, and, resigning all hope of parks and palaces, 
embrace the cross. 

Never s'uice the Reformation (so called) have our prospects 
been so bright as at the present day. Our own prelates and 
those of the English Church are equally at work to the same 
effect ; and the Catholic clergy will come into possession of 
their churches with as little change in the temporals as in the 
spirituals. It is the law of the land that the Church cannot 
lose her rights and possessions by lapse of time ; impossible 
then that she should lose it by fraud and falhcy. Although 
the bishops of England, regardless of their vocations and vows, 
have by deceit and falsehood obtained Acts of Parliament, 
under sanction of which they have severed from their sees and 
made over to their families the possessions of the Episcopacy, 
it cannot be questioned that what has been wrongfiilly alienated 
will be rightfiiUy restored. No time, no trickery, no subterfuge 
can conceal it. The exposure of such thievery in such eminent 
stations (worse and more shameful than any on the Thames or 
in the lowest haunts of villany and prostitution) , and of attempts 
to seize from their poorer brethren a fe>v decimals lo fill up a 
deficiency in many thousands, has opened wide the eyes of 
England. Consequently, there are religious men who t«oT^ 
from all quarters to tlie pcreecuted raovWi \.\\tv VtA **i\tKit 
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abandoned. God at last has made his enemies perform his 
work ; and the English prelates, not indeed on the stool of re- 
pentance as would befit them, but thrust by the scomer into 
his imeasy chair, are maiding with scarlet silk and seaming 
with threads of gold the copes and dalmatics of their worthy 
predecessors. I am overjoyed in declaring to my townsmen 
that the recent demeanor of these prelates, refractory and mu- 
tinous as it has been (in other matters) to the government of 
their patron the king, has ultimately (by joming the malcon- 
tents in abohshing the favorite farce of religious freedom, and 
in forbidding roast-meat and coimtry air on the Sabbath) filled 
up my subscription for the bell of S»n Vivakio. 
Salve Regina Coeli ! 

Feete Domenico Grigl 
London, June 17, 1837. 



HEADS OF CONFESSION; A MONTHFUL. 

Printed and Published Supfriontm Licentid. 

March 14. Being ill at ease, I cried, " Diavolo ! I wish 
that creaking shutter was at thy bedroom, instead of mine, old 
fellow 1 " Assuntina wouki have composed me, showing me 
how wrong it was. Perverse ; and would not acknowledge my 
sinfulness to her. I said she had nothing to do with it, which 
vexed her. . 

March 23. Reproved Assuntina, and called her ragazzaccia, 
for asking of Messer Piero Pimpema half the evening's milk of 
his goat. Very wrong in me, it being impossible she should 
have known that Messer Piero owed me four lire since — I 
forget when. 

March 31. It blowing tramontana, I was ruffled ; suspected 
a feather in the minestra ; said the rice was as black as a coaL 
Sad falsehood ! made Assuntina cry. Saracenic doings. 

Recapitulation. Shameful all this month ; I did not believe 
sach bad humcn: was in me. 

ReflccHon. The Devil^ if he cannot have his walk one way» 
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win take it aaother; n^er at a fault. Manifold proof; poor 
sinneil 

April «. Thought uncharitably of Fra Biagio. The Fraie 
took my hand, asking me to confess, reminding me that [ had 
not confessed since the 3d of March, although I was so sick 
and tribulated 1 could hardly stir. Peevish ; said, " Confess 
yotuself ! I won't ; I am not minded. You will find those not 
tai oft who — " and then I dipped my head under the covci^ 
let, and saw my error. 

April 6. Whispers of Satanasso, pretty clear ! A sprinkling 
of venial thoughts, much too advanced for the season. About 
three hours before snnset, Francesco came. Forgot my 
prayers ; woke at midnight, recollected, and did not say them. 
Might have told him ; never occurred that, being a canonico, 
he could absolve me ; now gone again these three days, this 
being the fourteenth. Miist unload ere heavier-laden. Gratia 
plena 1 have mercy upon me ! 



THE TR.\NSLATOR'S REMARKS 

OM THE ALLEGED JEALOUSY OF BOCCACCIO AND PETRARCA. 

AiiONG the most heinous crimes that can be committed 
against society is the 

and DO other so loosens the bonds by which it is held together. 
Once and only once in my life, I heard it defended by a pet- 
BOD of intellect and integrity. It was the argument of a 
friendly man, who would have invalidated the fact ; it was (he 
solicitude of a prompt and dexterous man, holding up hh hat 
to cover the shame of geniits. 1 have indeed had evidence of 
some who saw nothing eWraordinary or amis-<i in these filchings 
and twitchings ; but there are persons whose thermometer stands 
higher by many degrees at other points than at honor. There 
are insects on the ^oals and sands ot literature, sl\rin\'^ 'vVC-tf^ 
roust be half boiled before they redden-, ani v'tiwc aw;" 
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^no doubt) in certain men, of which the precious vein lies so 
deep that it could hardly be brought to light by cordage and 
windlass. Meanwhile their wrathflilness shows itself at once by 
a plashy and puflly superficies, with an exuberance of coarse 
rough stuff upon it, and is ready to soak our shoes with its 
puddle at the first pressure. 

** Thou shalt not bear false witness against thy neighbor " is 
a commandment which the literary cast down from over their 
communion table, to nail against the doors of the commonalty, 
with a fist and forefinger pointing at it. Although the depre- 
ciation of any work is dishonest, the attempt is more infiamous 
when committed against a friend. The calumniator on such 
occasions may in some measure err from ignorance, or from 
inadequate information, but nothing can excuse him if he 
speaks contemptuously. It is impossible to believe that such 
writers as Boccaccio and Petrarca could be widely erroneous in 
each other's merits ; no less incredible is it that if they did 
err at all, they would openly avow a disparaging cpinion. This 
baseness was reserved for days when the study opens into the 
market-place, when letters are commodities, and authors chap- 
men. Yet even upon their stalls, where an antique vase would 
stand little chance with a noticeable piece of blue-and-white 
crockery, and shepherds and sailors and sunflowers in its cir- 
cumference, it might be heartily and honestly derided, — but 
less probably by the fellow- villager of the vender, with whom 
he had been playing at quoits every day of his life. When an 
ill-natured story is once launched upon the world, there are 
many who are careful that it shall not soon founder. Thus the 
idle and inconsiderate rumor which has floated through ages 
about the mutual jealousy of Boccaccio and Petrarca, finds at 
this day a mooring in all quarters. Never were two men so 
perfectly formed for friendship ; never were two who fulfilled 
so completely that happy destination. True it is, the studious 
and exact Petrarca had not elaborated so entirely to his own 
satisfaction his poem " Africa " as to submit it yet to the in- 
spection of Boccaccio, to whom unquestionably he would have 
been delighted to show it the moment he had finished it. He 
died, and left it incomplete. We have, it must be acknowl- 
edged, the authority of Petrarca himself that he never had read 
the "Decameron" through, even to the last year of his hfe, 
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when he had been intimate with Boccaccio four-and -twenty 
years. How easy would it have been for him to dissemble this 
tict I How certainly would any man have dissembled it who 
doubted of his own heart or of his friend's I I must request the 
liberty of adducing his whole letter, as already translated : — 

" 1 have only run over your ' Decameron,' and therefore I am 
not capalile of forming a true judgment of its merit ; but upon the 
whole It has given me a gieat deal of pleasure. 7'he/reeJoms in 
it ar^ txeustSle, from having bten written in youth, /rem the lub- 
jiCts it treats of, and /rent the persons for whom it was designed. 
Among a great number of gav and witty iokes, there are however 
many grave and serious sentiments, 1 did as most people do, — 
1 paid most attention to the beginning and the end. Your descrip- 
tion of the people in the Plague is very true and pathetic, and the 
touching story of Griseldis has been ever since litiit up ia my mem- 
ory, that I may relate it in my eonversatians with my friends. A 
friend of mine at Padua, a man of wit and knowledge, undertook to 
read it aloud; but he had scarcely got through half of it, when his 
tears prevented him goin^ on. He attempted it a second time ; 
but his sobs and sighs obliged him to desist. Another of my friends 
determined on the same venture ; and having read it from begin- 
ning to end, without the least alteration of voice or gesture, he said, 
on reluming the book, ' It must be owned that this is an affecting 
history, ana 1 should have wept could I have believed it true ; but 
there never was and never will be a woman like Griseldis.' " 

Here was the termination of Petrarca's literary life ; he 
dosed it with the last words of this letter, which are, "Adieu, 
my friends ! adieu, my correspondence ! " Soon afterward he 
was found dead in his library, with his arm leaning on a book. 
In the whole of this composition, what a carefiilness and solici- 
tude to say everything that could gratify his friend I With what 
ingenuity are those faults not palliated but e.xcused (his own ex- 
pression) which roust nevertheless have appeared very grievous 
ones to the purity of Petrarca ! 

But why did not Boccaccio send him his " Decameron " long 
before? Because there never was a more perfect gentleman, a 
man more fearful of giving offence, a man more sensitive lo the 
delicacy of friendship, or more deferential to sanctity of char- 
acter. I Ic Vnew thai the lover of Lama could not amuse his 
hours with mischievous or idle passions ; he knew that he rose 
at midnight to repeat his matins, and never intermictcd tKera,. 
On what succeeding hour could he vcqvutc ^.q wius ", ■wx'Jd ■wV'A 
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countenance could he chai^ it w^ith the levities of the world 
Perhaps the Recluse of Arqua, the visitor of old Certaldo, read 
at last the "Decameron " only that he might be able the better 
to defend it. And how admirably has Uie linal stroke of his 
indefatigable pen elTecied the purpose ! Is this the jealous 
rival? Boccaccio received the last testimony of unaltered 
friendship in the month of October, 1373, a few days after the 
writer's death. December was not over when they met in 
heaven : and never were two gentler spirits united there. 

The character of Petrarca shows itself in almost every one of 
his various works, — unsuspicious, generous, aidenl in study, in 
liberty, in love, with a self-complacence which in less men would 
be vanity, but arising in him from the general admiration of a no- 
ble presence, from his place in the interior of a heart which no 
other could approach or merit, and from the homage of all who 
held the principalities of Learning in every part of Europe. 

Boccaccio is only reflected in full from a larger mass of com- 
positions ; yet one letter is quite sufficient to display the beauty 
and purity of his mind. It was written from Venice, when 
finding there, not Petrarca whom he expected to find, but Pe- 
tranca's daughter, he describes to the father her modesty, grace, 
and cordiality in his reception. The imagination can form to 
itself nothing more lovely than this picture of the gentle Ermis- 
senda ; and Boccaccio's delicacy and gratitude are equally 
affecting. No wonder that Petrarca, in his will, beipeaihed to 
his friend a sum the quintuple in amount of that which he be- 
queathed to his only brother, whom howe\'er he loved tenderly. 
Such had been, long before their acquaintance, the celebrity of 
Petrarca, such the honors conferred on him wherever he re- 
sided or appeared, that he never thought of equality or rivalry. 
And such was Boccaccio's reverential modesty, thai, to the 
very close of his life, he called Petrarca his master. Immeasur- 
able as was his own superiority, he no more thought himself 
the equal of Petrarca than Dante (in whom the superiority 
was almost as great) thought himself Virgil's, These, I be- 
lieve, are the only instances on record where poets have been 
very tenaciously erroneous in the estimate of their own inferi- 
ority. The same observation cannot be made so confidently 
on the decisions of contemporary critics. Indeed, the balance 
in which works of the highest merit arc balanced, vibrates long 
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bvfcve it is finally adjusted. Even the roost judicious men 
have farmed injiidiciuua opinions on the living and the recently 
deceased. Bacon and Hooker could not estimate Shakspeare, 
nor could Taylor and Barrow give Milton his just award. 
Cowley and Dryden were preferred to both, by a great ma- 
jority of the learned. Many, although they believe they dis- 
cover in a contemporary the qualities which elevate him 
above the rest, yet hesitate to acknowledge it : part, because 
they arc fearful of censure for singularity ; part, because they 
differ from him in politics or religion ; and part, because they 
delight in hiding, like dogs and foxes, what they can at any 
time surreptitiously draw out for their sullen sotilary repast. 
Such persons have little delight in the glory of our country, and 
would bear with disapprobation and moroseness that it has pro- 
duced four men so pre-eminently great that no name, modem 
or ancient, excepting Homer, can stand very near the lowest : 
these are, Shakspeane, Bacon, Milton, and Newton. Beneath 
the least of these (if any one can tell which is least) are Dante 
and Aristoteles, who are aDquestionably the next.' Out of 
Greece and England, Dante is the only man of the Rist order ; 
such he is, with all his imperfections. Less ardent and ener- 
getic, but having no less at command the depths of thought 
and treasures of Ikncy, — beyond him in variety, animation, and 
interest, beyond him in touches of nature and truth of character, 
— is Boccaccio. Vet he believed his genius was immeasurably 
inferior to Atighieri's ; and it would have surprised and pained 
him to find himself preferred to his friend Petrarca, — which 
indeed did not happen in his lifetime. So difficult is it to 
shake the tenure of long possession, or to believe that a living 
man is as valuable as an old statue, that for five hundred years 
together the critics held Virgil far above his obsequious but 
higb-souled scholar, who now has at least the honor of stand- 
ing alone, if not first. Milton and Homer may be placed to- 
gether; on the continent Homer will be seen nt the right 
hand; in England, Milton. Supreme above all, immeasurably 
supreme, stands Shakspeare. I do not think Dante is any 
more the equal of Homer than Hercules is the equal of Apollo. 
Though Hercules may display more muscles, yet Apollo is the 
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powerfuller without any display of them at all. Both together 
are just equivalent to Milton, shorn of his Sonnets, and of 
his " Allegro " and " Penseroso," — the most delightful of what 
(wanting a better name) we call fyricai poems. 

But in the contemplation of these prodigies we must not 
lose the company we entered with. Two contemporaries so 
powerful in interesting our best affections as Giovanni and 
Francesco, never existed before or since. Petrarca was 
honored and beloved by all conditions. He collated with the 
student and investigator, he planted with the husbandman, he 
was the counsellor of kings, the reprover of pontiffs, and the 
pacificator of nations. Boccaccio, who never had occasion 
to sigh for solitude, never sighed in it : there was his station, 
there his studies, there his happiness. In the vivacity and ver- 
satility of imagination, in the narrative, in the descriptive, in 
the playful, in the pathetic, the world never saw his equal until 
the sunrise of our Shakspeare. Ariosto and Spenser may stand 
at great distance from him in the shadowy and unsubstantial ; 
but multiform Man was utterly unknown to them. The human 
heart, through all its foldings, vibrates to Boccaccio. 
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ancestor of my husband who brought out the famous 
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1 Shakspcare." These words were really spoket 
' in convervalioD as ridiculous. Certainly such « 
Luly's intentiOQ ; and who koows to what extcn 
The frolic of Shaispeare in deer-stealing was 
"Hegira;" and his connection with players ii 
csuse of his writing plava. Had he remained L 
Us ambition had never been excited by the applause of the intellec- 
tual, the popular, and the powerful, which after all was hardly suf- 
fident to excite it. He wrote from the same motive as he acted,— 
to cam his daily bread. He felt his own powers, but he cared little 
for makinc them fell by others more than served his wants. 

The m:Jignani may doubt, or pretend to doubt, ihe aulheniicity 
of the " Examination" here puhtished. Let us, who are not ma- 
I Ugnant. be cautious of adding anything to the noisome mass of in- 
, credulity that surrounds us : let us avoid the crying sin of our 
I age, in which the "Memoirs of a I'arish Clerk," edited as they 
I were by a pious and learned dignitary of the Established Church, 
I are questioned in regard to their genuineness : and even the privi- 
leges of Parliament are inadequate to cover from the foulest im- 
putation — the imputation of having exercised his inventive faculties 
I — the elegant and accomplished editor of Eugene Aram's apprelien- 
■ion, trial, and defence. 

Indeed, there is little of real history excepting in romances. 
£onw of these are siricilv true to nature ; while histories in general 
give a dislorteil view of !>er, and rarely a failhlul record cither of 
momentous or of common events. 

Examinations taken from the mouth are surety the most tmst- 
I vorthy : whoever doubts it. may be convinced by Ephraim Darnett 
I The Editor is confident be can give no oflcnce to .^ny fierson who 
I nay happen to bear the name of Lucy. The family ol Sir Thomas 
L became extinct nearly half a century ago, and the estates descendcfL 
I to the Rev. Mr. John Hammood. of }esiu CcA\e%t, \n. t^a!k»Vv , 
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respectable Welsh curate, between whom and him there existed at 
his birth eighteen prior claimants. He took the name of Lucy. 

The reader will form to himself, from this *' Examination of 
Shakspeare," a more favorable opinion of Sir Thomas than is left 
upon his mind by the dramatist in the character of Justice Shallow. 
The knight indeed is here exhibited in all his pride of birth and 
station, in all his pride of theologian and poet. He is led by the 
nose, while he believes that nobody can move him, and shows some 
other weaknesses, which the least attentive observer will discover ; 
but he is not without a little kindness at the bottom of the heart, — 
a heart too contracted to hold much, or to let what it holds ebuiliate 
very freely. But, upon the whole, we neither can utterly hate nor 
utterly despise him. Ungainly as he is, 

** Circum prsecordia ludit" 

The author of the " Imaginary Conversations " seems, in his 
" Boccaccio and Petrarca," to have taken his idea of Sir Magnus 
from this manuscript. He however has adapted that character to 
the times ; and in Sir Magnus the coward rises to the courageous, 
the unskilful in arms becomes the skilful, and war is to him a teacher 
of humanity. With much superstition, theology never molests him ; 
scholarship and poetry are no affairs of his: he doubts of himself 
and others, and is as suspicious in his ignorance as Sir Thomas is 
confident 

With these wide diversities there are family features, such as are 
likely to display themselves in different times and circumstances, 
and some so generically prevalent as never to lie quite dormant in 
the breed. In both of them there is parsimony, there is arrogance, 
there is contempt of inferiors, there is abject awe of power, there is 
irresolution, there is imbecility. But Sir Magnus has no knowledge, 
and no respect for it. Sir Thomas would almost go thirty miles, 
even to Oxford, to see a fine specimen of it, although like most of 
those who call themselves the godly, he entertains the most un- 
doubting belief that he is competent to correct the errors of the 
wisest and most practised theologian. 

A part only of the many deficiencies which the reader will dis- 
cover in this book is attributable to the Editor. These however it 
is his duty to account for, and he will do it as briefly as he can. 

The fac-sipniUs (as printers* boys call them, meanmg specimens) 
of the handwriting of nearly all the persons introduced might per- 
haps have been procured, had sufficient time been allowed for an- 
other journey into Warwickshire. That of Shakspeare is known 
already in the signature to his will, but deformed by sickness ; that 
of Sir Thomas Lucy is extant at the bottom of a commitment of a 
female vagrant, for having a sucking child in het arms on the public 
road ; that of Silas Gough is affixed to the register of births and 
marriages, during severalyears, in the parishes of Hampton Lucy and 
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Charlecote, and certifies one death, — Euseby Treen'a; sunnised 
tt least to be his by the lelters "K, T." cut on a bench seven inches 
thick, under an old pollard-oak outside the ptark paling of Charlecote, 
toward the northeasL For this discovery the Ediior is indebted 
,lo 3 most respectable intelligent farmer in the adjoining parish of 
WaspertoD, in which parish Treen's elder brother lies buried. The 
wortny farmer is unwilling to accept ihe large portion of fame justly 
Alt (o him tor the services he has thus rendered to liieralure in 
elucidating ihe history of Shakspeare and his limes. In possession 
et another agricultural gentleman there was recenll;^ a very curious 
fAece of iron, believed by many celebrated antiquaries to have eon- 
slituied a part of a knight's breast-plate. It was purchased for two 
hundred pounds by the trustees of the British Museum, among 
whom, the reader will be grieved to hear, it produced dissension 
and coldness ; sevcml of them being of opinion that it was merely 
* go'^et, whiTe others were inclined to the belief that it was the 
forepart of a horse-shoe. The Committee of Taste and the Heads 
of the Archzological Society were consulted. These learned, dis- 
passionate, and benevolent men had the salisfactinn of conciliating 
the parties at variance, — each having yielded somewhat and every 
member signing, and affixing his seal I0 Ihe sif nnture, thai, if in- 
deed it be the forepart of a horse-shoe, it was probably Ismacl's; 
there being a curved indentation along it. resembling the first letter 
«f his name, and there being no cenaioiy or record that be died In 
France, or was left in that country by Sir Magnus. 

The Editor is unable to render adequate thanks to the Rev. 
itepheo Turnover for the gratificalion he received in his curious 
Ibrary by a sight of Joseph Carnaby's name at full-length, in red 
nk, coming from a trumpet in the mouth of an angel. This invalu- 
ible document is upon an engraving in a frontispiece to the New 
Testament. But since unhappily he could procure no signature of 
Hannah Hathaway, nor of her mother, and only a questionable one 
of Mr, John Shakspeare, the poet's father, ^ there being two, in 
two very different hands, — lioth he and the publisher were of 
opinion tli.it the graphical part of the volume would be justly cen- 
sured as extremely incomplete, and that what we could dve would 
only raise inextinguishable regret for that which we could not. On 
this reHeclioD all have been omitted. 

The Ediior is unwilling to afBx any mark of disapprobalioD on 
the very clever engraver who undertook the sorrel mare ; but as in 
llie memorable words of that ingenious gentleman from Ireland, 
whose polished and elaborate epigrams raised liim justly to the rank 
of prime minister, — 
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" Wbite wu not » vrr^ while,"- 

like manner it appeared to nearly all the arii 
e sorrel mare was not w sorrtl In print. 



she consulted that 
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There is another and a graver reason why ihe Editor was indocecl 
to reject the cotitribulion ol his friend the engraver: and this is, a • 
neglect of the late improvemenls In his art, he having, unadvisedly 
or thoughtlessly, drawn in the old-fashioned manner lines at the 
two sides and at the top and bottom of his print, eontining It to such 
limits as piaintings are confined in by their frames. Our spirited 
engravers, it is well known, disdain this thraldom, and not only 
give unbounded space to iheir scenery, but also melt their figures 
m the air, — so aovantageously, that, for the most part, they ap- 
proach the condition of cherubs. This is the true aerial perspec- 
tive, so little understood heretofore. Trees, castles, rivers, volca- 
DOes, oceans, float together in absolute vacancy ; the solid earth 
is represented, wliat we know it actually is, buoyant as a bubble, 
so that no wonder if every horse is endued with all the privileges 
of Pegasus, save and except our sorrel. Malicious carpers, insen- 
sible or invidious of England's glory, deny her in this beautiful 
practice the merit of invention, assigning it to the Chinese in their 
tea-cups and saucers ; but if not absolutely new and ours, it must 
be acknowledged that we have greatly improved and extended the 

Such are the reasons why the little volume here laid before the 
public is defective in those decorations which the exalted state of 
literature demands. Something of compensation is supplied by a 
Memorandum of Ephraim Bamett, written upon the inner cover. 
and printed below. 

The Editor, it will be perceived, is biit little practised in the ways 
of literature, much less is he gifted with that prophetic spirit which 
can anticipate the judgment of the public. It may be that he is 
too idle or too apathetic to think anxiously or mucb about the 
matter; and yet he has been amused, in his earlier days, at watch- 
ing Ihe first appearance of such few books as he believed to be the 
piwluction of some powerful intellect. He has seen people slowly 
rise up to them, like carp in a pond when food is thrown into it; 
some of which carp snatch suddenly at a morsel, and swallow it ; 
others touch it gentlv with their barb, pass deliberately by, and 
leave it; others wriggle and rub against it more disdainfully; others, 
in sober truth, know not what to make of it, swim round and round 
it, eye It on the sunny side, eye it on the shady, approach it, qnes- 
lion It, shoulder It, flap it with the tail, turn it over, look askance at 
it, take a pea-shell or a worm instead of it, and plunge again their 
heads into the comfortable mud. After some seasons the same 
food will suit their stomachs better. 
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MEMORANDUM, BY EPHRAIM BARNETT. 

Studying tlie benefit and advantage of such as by God's bless- 
ing may come after me, and willing to show ihem the highways of 
Providence from the narrow by-lane in the which it hath been His 
pleasure lo station me, and being now advanced full-nigh unto the 
close and consummation of my eanhly pilgrimage, melhioks I can- 
not do belter at this juncture than preserve the looser and lesser 
rtcords of those who have gone before me in ihe same, with higher 
heel-piece to their shoe ana more polished scallop lo their beaver. 
And here, beforehand, let us ihinit gravely and religiously on what 
the Pagans in their blindness did c^ Fortune, making a goddess of 
befi and saying, — i 

" Oat bodr iht lifts up «o ht^h 
And suddenly. >he inakci bun ay 
And UTcam u my aendi might do 
Thai yon ihould phy the rogue unto : 
And Ihe nine Lady Ljghl mcs good 
To dfop anolher id the mud, 
Agaiul all hope and lUulibood," ' 

My kinsman. Jacob Eldridge. having been taught by me, among 
other uscftit things, to write a fair and laudable hand, was recom- 
tuended and introduced by our worthy townsman, Master Thomas 
Greene, unio the Earl of Essex, to keep his accounts, and to write 
down suntlri' matters from his dictation, even letters occasionally. 
For alihougii our nobility, very unlike the French, not only can 
read and write, but often do, yet some from generosity and some 
from dignity keep in iheir employment what those who are illiterate. 
Knd would not appear so, call an " amanuensis," thereby meaning 
ucretary or scribe. Now, it happened thai our gracious Queen's 
Highness was desirous ofknowing all that could be known aboi:t 
the rebellion in Ireland; and hearing bul little truth from her nobility 
In that country, — even the fathers In God inclining more unto court 
fcvor than will he readily lielieved of spiritual lords, and moulding I 
tbeir ductile depositions on the pasteboard of their temporal mis- J 
tress until she was angry at seeing the lawn -sleeves so besmirched 
from wrist to dbnw,^ — she herself did say nnio the Karl of Essex : 
** Essex, thcKc fellows lie ! I am inclined to unfrock and scourge 
'Ihem sorely for their Icasings. Of li>at anon. Find out. if you 
can, sotneliodv who hath his wii and his honesty about him at the 
•ame time, 1 know that when one of these panniers is full the 

) The Bdltoi hu been vnahle (o diMOvtr who was the author of lhl« very btt 
tamalltian of «n CM* in llonce. lie i> cerQiolf lappy in hit impUlication of lh« 
mrHtrt aiuta. Kay it aol be luimbul that he «u Mine (wtnilw vjMJas <1l. 
Ephnim Batotu 1 
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otber is apt to be empty, and tliat men walk crookedly for want of 
balance. No matter, we must search and find. Persuade — thou 
canst persuade, Essex! — say anything; do anything. We must 
talk gold and give Iron. Dost understand me ? " 

Tlie earl did kiss the jewels upon the dread fingers, for only the 
last joint of each is visible, — and surely no mortal was ever so 
fool-hardy as to take such a monstrous liberty as touching It, except 
in spirit ! On the next day there did arrive many fugitives from 
Ireland -, and among the rest was Master Edmund S|>enser, known 
even in those parts Tor his rich vein of poetry, in which he is de- 
clared by our best judges to excel the noblest of the ancients, and 
to leave all Ihe moderns at his feet. Whether he notified his ar- 
rival unto the earl, or whether fame brought the notice thereof unto 
hts lordship, Jacob knoweth not. But earl^ in the morning did the 
earl send for Jacob, and say unto him : " E-ldridge, thou must write 
fairly and clearly out, and in somewhat large letters, and in lines 
somewhat wide apart, all that thou hearest of Ihe conversation I 
shall hold with a gentleman from Ireland. Take this gilt and 
illumined vellum, and albeit ihe civet make thee sick 6fly times, 
write upon it all that passes t Come not out of the closet until the 
gentleman h^lh gone homeward. The Queen requirelh much ex- 
actness : and this is equally a man of genius, a man of business, and 
a man of wnrth. 1 etpect from hiii not only what is true, but what 
is the most important and necessary to understand rightly and com- 
pletely ; and nobody^ in existence is more capable of giving me both 
information and advice. Perhaps if he thought another were within 
hearing, he would be oSeoded or over-c:iutious. His delicacy and 
mine are warranted safe and sound by the observance of those com- 
mands which 1 am delivering unto thee." 

It happened that no information was given in this conference re- 
lating to the movements or designs of the rebels; so that Master 
Jacob Eldridge was left possessor of the costly vellum, which, now 
Master Spenser is departed this life. I keep as a memorial of him, 
albeit oftencr than once I have taken pounce-box and pen-knife in 
hand in order to make it a fit and proper vehicle for mv own very 
beat writing. But I pretermitted it, finding that my nand is no 
longer the hsnd it was, or ralher that the breed of geese is very 
much degenerated, and that Iheir quills, like men's manners, are 
grown softer and tlaccider. Where it will end God only knows ! 1 
shall not live to see it. 

Alas, poor Jacob Eldridge I he Utile thought that within twelve 
months nis glorious master, and the scarcely less glorious poet, 
would be no more I In the third week of the following rear was 
Master Edmund buned at the charges of the earl ; and witnin these 
few days hath this lofty nobletnan bowed Ms head under the axe of 
God's displeasure, — such being our gracious Queen's. My kins- 
m^ojacoo sent unto me by the Alccater drover, old Gem riaber. 
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itiz olher papers. Tearing ihe wrath of lh.it offended Higli- 
which allowed not her own sweet disposiliun to question or 
thwart (he will divine. Jacob did likewise tdl me in his teller that 
he was sure I should be happy to hear the succens of William 
Shakspeaie, our townsman. And la truth ri^ht giad was I to hear 
of it, being a principal in bringing it about, as those several sheets 
will show which have (he broken tile laid upon them to keep them 
down compadly. 

Jacob's words are these : " Now I speak of poets, you will be in 
a niase nt hearing ihat our townsman hath wrilten a power of mat- 
ter tor th« playhouse. Neither he nor the booksellers think it 
quite ^Dod enough to print, but I do assure you, on ihc faith of a 
Chrisiian, it is nol bad; and there is rare (un in the last thing of 
his about Venus, where a Jew, one Shiloh, is choused out of his 
itiooey and his revenge. However, the best critics and the greatest 
lords find fault, and very justly, in the words, — 

"* Hath not a Jew eyes P hath not a Jew hands, organs, dimensions, 
■enscs, afiections, passions ? fed with the same food, hurl with the same 
weapon*, subject to the same diseased, healed by Ihe same mean*, wanned 
and conled by ibc same winter and summer, as a Chrisiian is f ' 

"Surety this is very nnchristianlike. Nay, for suppiosition sake, 
■uppose it to be Irue. was it his l>uMness to tell the people xoi 
Was il his duty to ring the crier's bell and cry to them, ■ The sorry 
lewa are quite as much men as you are ' ? The Church, luckily, 
nas let him alone for ihe present, and the Queen winks upon it. 
The best defence he can make for himself is that it comes from the 
mouth of a Jew, who says many other things as abominable. Master 
Greene may over-rate him; but Master Greene declares that if 
William goes on improving and talcing his advice, it will be de.^per- 
nte hard work in another seven vears to And so many as half-a- 
doien cliaps equal to him within the liberties. 

" Master Greene and myself took him wiih us lo sec the burial of 
Master Edmund Spenser in Westminster Abbey, on the 19th cf 
January last. The halbcrdmen pushed us back as having no busi- 
neM there. Master Greene told them he belonged to the Queen's 
cnmpany of plavera. William Shakspeare could nave said the same* 
but (lid nol. And I, fearing that Master Greene and he mi^ht be 
balberded back into the crowd, showed the bulge of the Earl of 
Essex- Whereupon did the Serjeant ground his halljcrd, and say 
unio mCi ' Th.li Iwdge commands aamittance everywhere : your 
folk likewise may come in.' 

*' Master Greene was red hot angry, and told me he would bring 
him before the cimndl. 

" William smiled, and Master Gfeeoe said, 'Whyl «<m,\& wli. 
you, if you were io my place i ' 
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" He replied, ' I am an half inclined to do worse, — to bring him 
before the audience some spare hour.' 

" At the close of the burial service all the poeta of the age threw 
their pens into the grave, together with the pieces they had com- 
posed in praise or lamentation of the deceased. William Shakspeare 
vas the only poet who abstained from throwing in either pen or 
poem ; at which no one marvelled, he being of low estate, and the 
others not having yet taken him by the hand. Yet many authors 
recognised him, not indeed as author, but as player ; and one civiller 
than thereat, came up unlo him triumphantly, his eyes sparkling 
with glee and satisfaction, and said consolaiorily. ' In due ti"" ~ " 



bonest friend, you may be admitted to do as much for o 
'"After such encouragement,' replied our townsm 
bound in duty to give you the preference, should I indeed be worthy.' 



" This was the only smart thing he uttered all the remainder of 
the day ; during the whole of it he appeared lo be half lost, I know 
not whether in melancholy or in meditation, and si '-'■—" 

Here endeth all that my kinsman Jacob wrote about William Shaks- 
peare, saving and excepting his excuse for having written so much. 
The rest of his letter was on a matter of wider and weightier import; 
namely, on the price of Cotteswolde cheese at Evesham Fair. And 
yet, although ingenious men be not among the necessaries of life, 
there is something In them that makes us curious in regard to their 
goings and doings. It were to be wished that some of them had 
mtempted to be better accountants ; and others do appear to have 
laid aside the copybook full early in the day- Nevertheless, they 
have their uses and their merits. Master Eldridge's letter is the 
wrapper of much wholesome food for contemplation. Although the 
decease (within so brief a period) of such a poet as Master Spenser 
and such a patron as the earl be unto us appalling, we laud and 
magnify the great Disposer of events no less for his goodness In 
raising the humble than for his power in extinguishing the great. 
And peradveniure ye, my heirs and descendants, who shaliread 



with due attention what my pen now wriieth, will say with the royal 
Psalmist that it indiieth of a good matter when it showeth unto vou 
that, whereas it pleased the Queen's Highness to send a great lord 



before the judgment-seat of Heaven, having filled him by means 
I of such earthly instruments as princes in tike cases do usually em- 
' ploy, and decmin? (no doulit) m her princely heart thai by such 
shrewd tonsure Ins head wnuld be best fitted for a crown of glory, 
and thus doinc all that she did out of the purest and most con- 
siderate love fir him, — it likewise haih pleased her Highness to 
UHe her rinht hand as freely as her left, and lo raise up a second 
burgess of our town 10 be one of her company of players. And je 
also, by industry and loyally, may cheerf ully liope for promotion in 
your editings, and come up (some of you) as nearly "- "■■■— '- '"■* 
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presence of royalty as he cometh up (far off indeed at present) to 
the great and wonderful poet who lies dead among more spices than 
any phoenix, and more quills than any porcupine. If this thought 
may not prick and incitate you, little is to be hoped from any gentle 
admonition or any earnest expostulation of 

Your loving friend and kinsman, 

E. B. 

ANNO MT. SVM 74, DOM. 1 599, 

DECBMB. 16 : 

GLOBIA DP. DF. BT DSS. 

AMOB VBKSUS TIBCINBM RBGINAM I 

PBOTBSTANTICB LOQUOB BT HONBSTO SBNSU : 

OBTBSTOB CONSaSNTIAM MBAM I 



\ 




EXAMINATION, 



About one hour before noontide, the youth William Shak- 
jpeare, accused of deer- stealing, and apprehended for that 
offence, was brought into the great hall at Charlecote, where, 
having made his obeisance, it was most graciously permitted 
him to stand. 

The worshipful Sir Thomas Lucy, Knight, seeing him right 
opposite on the larthcr side of the long table, and fearing no 
disadvantage, did frown upon him with great dignity; then, 
deigning ne'er a word to the culprit, turned he his face toward 
hia chaplain Sir Silas Gough, who stood beside him, and said 
unto him most courteously, and unlike unto one who in his own 
right commandcth, " Stand out of the way I What arc those 
Iwo varlets bringing into the room ? " 

"The table, sir," replied Master Silas, "upon the which the 
consumption of the venison was perpetrated." 

The youth, William Shakspeare, did thereupon pray and be- 
seech his lordship most fervently, in this guise : " Oh, six ! do 
not let him tum the tables against me, who am only a umple 
stripling, and he an old codger." 

But Master Silas did bite his nether lip, and did ay alotid, 
" Look upon those deadly spots ! " 

And his worship did look thereupon most staidly, and did 
say in the ear of Master Silas, but in such wise that it reached 
even unto mine, " Good honest chandlery, meihinks I " 

" God grant it may tum out so I " ejaculated Master Silas. 

The youth, hearing these words, said unto him, " 1 fear. 
Master Silas, gentry like you often pray God to grant what Ae 
would rather not ; and now and then what ytm would mb» 
aot." 
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Sir Silas was wroth at this rudeness of speech about God in 
the face of a preacher, and said, reprovingly, " Out upon thy 
foul mouth, knave ! upon which lie slaughter and venison." 

Whereupon did William Shakspeare sit mute awhile, and 
discomfited ; then turning toward Sir Thomas, and looking and 
speaking as one submiss and contrite, he thus appealed unto 
him, " Worshipful sir ! were there any signs of Venison on my 
mouth. Master Silas could not for his life cry out upon it, nor 
help kissing it as *t were a wench's." 

Sir Thomas looked upon him with most lordly gravity and 
wisdom, and said unto him in a voice that might have come 
fjx)m the bench, " Youth, thou speakest irreverently ; " and 
then unto Master Silas, " Silas, to the business on hand. Taste 
the fat upon yon boor's table, which the constable hath brought 
hither, good Master Silas ! And declare upon oath, being sworn 
in my presence, first, whether said fat do proceed of venison ; 
secondly, whether said venison be of buck or doe." 

Whereupon the Reverend Sir Silas did go incontinently, and 
did bend forward his head, shoulders, and body, and did sever- 
ally taste four white solid substances upon an oaken board ; 
said board being about two yards long, and one yard four 
inches wide, found in, and brought thither from, the tenement 
or messuage of Andrew Haggit, who hath absconded. Of these 
four white solid substances, two were somewhat larger than a 
groat, and thicker ; one about the size of King Henry VIII. 's 
shilling, when our late sovereign lord of blessed memory was 
toward the lustiest ; and the other, that is to say the middle- 
most, did resemble in some sort a mushroom, not over fresh, 
turned upward on its stalk. 

" And what sayest thou. Master Silas ? " quoth the knight. 

In reply whereunto Sir Silas thus averred : — 

** Venison 1 o' my conscience ! 
Buck 1 or burn me alive ! 

The three splashes in the circumference are verily and indeed 
venison; buck, moreover, and Charlecote buck, upon my 
oath ! " 

Then, carefully tasting the protuberance in the centre, he 
spat it out crying, " Pho 1 pho 1 villain ! villain ! " and shaking 
hjs list at the culprit. 
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Whereat the said culprit smiled and winked, and said 
ofT-hand, " Save thy spitde, Master Silas ! Il would supply a 
gaudy mess to the hungriest litter ; but it would turn them 
from whelps into wolvets, T is pity to throw the best of thee 
away. Nothing comes out of ihy mouth that is not savory and 
solid, bating thy wit, thy sennons, and thy promises." 

It was my duty to write down the very yords, irreverent as 
they are, being so commanded. More of the like, it is to be 
feared, would have ensued, but that Sir Thomas did check 
him, saying shrewdly, " Young man, I perceive that if I do 
not stop thee in thy courses, thy name being involved in thy 
company's may one day or other reach across the county ; and 
folks may handle it and turn it about as it deserveth, from 
Coleshill to Nuneaton, from Dromwicham to Brownsovcr. And 
who knoweth but that, years after thy death, the very house 
wherein thou wert bom may be pointed at and commented on 
by knots of people, gentle and simple? What a shame for an 
honest man's son I Thanlcs to me, who consider of measures 
to prevent it ! Posterity shall laud and glorify me for plucking 
thee clean out of her head, and for picking up timely a ticklish 
skittle, that might overthrow with it a power of others just as 
light, I will rid the hundred of thee with God's blessing ! nay, 
the whole shire ! We will have none such in our county ; we 
justices are agreed upon it, and we will keep our word now 
and forever more. Woe betide any that resembles thee in any 
part of him I " 

Whereunio Sir Silas added, "We will dog him and worry 
him and haunt him and bedevil him ; and if ever he hear a 
comfortable word, it shall be in a language very different froiD 
his own." 

"As different as thine is from a Christian's," said the 
youth. 

" Boy, thou art slow of apprehension,*' said Sir Thomas, with 
mnch gravity, and taking up the cue did rejoin : " Master 
Silas would impress upon thy ductile and tender mind the 
danger of evil doing ; that we, — in other words, that justice is 
resolved to follow him up, even beyond his country, where he 
shall hear nothing better than the Italian or the Spanish or 
the black language, or the Language of Turk or Troubadour, or 
Tartar or Mongol And foirooth, tot \.V»\a ^i;m\c mA \oS«t"3- 
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leproof, a gentleman in priest's orders is told by a stripling that 
he lacketh Christianity ! Who then shall give it? " 

Shakspeare, Who, indeed, when the founder of the feast 
leaveth an invited guest so empty? Yea, sir, the guest was 
invited, and the board was spread. The fruits that lay upon it 
be there still, and fresh as ever ; and the bread of life in those 
capacious canisters is unconsumed and unbroken. 

Sir Silas {aside) . The knave maketh me himgry with his 
mischievous similitudes. 

Sir Thomas. Thou hast aggravated thy offence. Will Shak- 
speare 1 Irreverent caitiff 1 is this a discourse for my chaplain 
and clerk ? Can he or the worthy scribe Ephraim [his wor- 
ship was pleased to call me worthy] write down such words as 
those, about litter and wolvets, for the perusal and meditation 
of the grand jury? If the whole corporation of Stratford had 
not unanimously given it against thee, still his tongue would 
catch thee, as the evet catcheth a gnat. Know, sirrah, the 
reverend Sir Silas, albeit ill appointed for riding, and not over 
fond of it, goeth to every house wherein is a venison feast for 
thirty miles round. Not a buck's hoof on any stable-door but 
it awakeneth his recollections like a red letter. 

— This wholesome reproof did bring the youth back again 
to his right senses ; and then said he, with contrition and with 
a wisdom beyond his years, and little to be expected from one 
who had spoken just before so unadvisedly and rashly, " Well do 
I know it, your worship ! And verily do I believe that a bone 
of one, being shovelled among the soil upon his coffin, would 
forthwith quicken * him. Sooth to say, there is ne'er a buck- 
hound in the county but he treateth him as a godchild, patting 
him on the head, soothing his velvety ear between thumb and 
forefinger, ejecting tick from tenement, calling him * fine fel- 
low,' * noble lad,' and giving him his blessing, as one dearer to 
him than a king's death to a debtor,' or a bastard to a dad 
of eighty. This is the only kindness I ever heard of Master 
Silas toward his fellow-creatures. Never hold me unjust. Sir 
Knight, to Master Silas. Could I learn other good of him, I 
would freely say it ; for we do good by speaking it, and none 

1 " Quicken," bring to life. 

* Debtors were often let out of prison at the coronation of a new king, 
but creditors never paid by him. 
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fa cssier. Even bad men are not bad men while they pmisc 
the just. 'Vhc'u firil step backwanl is mure troublesome and 
wrenching to ihem than the first forward." 

" In God's name, where did he gather all this? " whispered 
his worship to the chaplain, by whose side 1 was sitting. 
" Why, he talks like a man of forty-seven or more I " 

" I doubt his sincerity, sir ! " replied the chaplain. " His 
words are fairer now — Devil choke him fur them I " inter- 
jected he in an unJervoicc — " and almost book-worthy ; but 
out of place. What ihe scurvy cur yelped against me, I for- 
give him as a Christian. Murrain upon such vailet vermin I 
It is but of late years that dignities have come to be reviled ; 
the other parts of the gospel were broken long before, — 
this was left us ; and now this likewise is to be kicked 
out of doors, amid the mutterings of such moon-calves as 
him yonder." 

"Too true. Silas," said the knight, sighing deeply, "Things 
ue not as they were in our glorious wars of York and I.ancaslcr. 
The knaves were thinned then. — two or three crops a year of 
that rank squ itch -grass which it has become the fashion of late 
to call the people. There was some difference then between 
buff doublets and iron mail, and itie rogues fell it. Well-a- 
dayl we must bear what Gorl willeth, and never repine, al- 
though it gives a man the heart-schc. Wc arc bound in duty 
to keep these things for the closet, and to tell God of them 
only when wc call upon his holy name, and have him quite by 
ourselves." 

Sir Silas looked discontented and impatient, and said snap- 
piahly, " Cast we off here, or wc shall be at fault. Stan him, 
sir I prythee, start him I " 

Aipain his worahip. Sir I'homas, did look gravely and grandly, 
and taking a scrap of paper out of the Holy Book then lying 
before him, did read distinctly these wools : " Providence hath 
sent Master Silas back hither this morning to confound thee in 
thy guiU," 

Again, with all the courage and composure of an innocent 
man, and indeed with more tlian what an innocent man ought 
to possess in the presence of a magistrate, the youngster said, 
pointing toward Master Silas, " The first moment he ventureth 
to lift up his visage from the tab\e, Wvh VtoVviCTicc wimNx^ 
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him miracul.iiisly. I have heard of black malice. How many 
of our words have more in them than we think of ! Give a 
countryman a plough of silver, and he will plough with it all 
the season, and never know its substance. 'T is thus with our 
daily speech. What riches lie hidden in the vulgar tongue of 
the poorest and most ignorant ! What flowefs of Paradise lie 
under our feet, with their beauties and parts undbtinguished 
and undiscemed, from having been daily trodden on I Oh, 
sir, look you, — but let mc cover my eyes 1 — look at his lips 1 
Gracious Heaven I they were not thus when he entered : they 
are blacker now than Harry Tewe's bull-bitch's ! " 

Master Silas did lift up his eyes in astonishment an<l wrath ; 
and his worship Sir Thomas did open his wider and wider, and 
cried by fits and starts, " Gramercy ! true enough ! nay. afore 
God, too true by half ! I never saw the like 1 Who would be- 
lieve it? I wish I were fairly rid of this examination, — my 
hands washed clean thereof! Another time ! anon 1 We have 
our quarterly sessions 1 We are many together; at present I 
remand — " 

And now, indeed, unless Sir Silas had taken his worship by 
the sleeve, he would mayhap have remanded the lad. But Sir 
Silas, still holding the sleeve and shaking it, said hurriedly, 
" l^t me entreat your worship to ponder. What black does 
the fellow talk of? My blood and bile rose up against the 
rogue ; but surely I did not turn black in the face, or in the 
mouth, as the fellow calls it ? " 

Whether Master Silas had some suspicion and inkling of the 
cause or not, he rubbed his right hand along his face and lips, 
and looking upon it, cried aloud, " Ho, ho I is it off? There 
is some upon my finger's end, I find. Now I have it ; ay. there 
i( is. That laige splash upon the centre of the Lible is tallow, 
by my salvation ! The profligates sat up until the candle 
burned out, and the last of it ran through the socket upon the 
board. We knew it before. I did convey into my mouth both 
fat and smut ! " 

" Many of your cloth and kidney do that, good Master 
Silas, and make no wry faces about it," quoth the youngster, 
with indiscreet merriment, although short of laughter, as be- 
£»/nf^ him, who had already stepped too far, and reached the 
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To save paper and time, I shall now. for the most part, write 
only what ihcy alt said, not saying that they said it, and just 
copying out in roy clearest hand what fell respectively from 
their mouths. 

Sir Siiis. I did indeed spit it forth, and emunge my lips, 
as who should not? 

Shakspeare. Would it were so ! 

Sir Silas. " Would it were so ! " in thy teeth, hypocrite ! 

Sir Thomas. And truly 1 likewise do incline to hope and 
credit it, as thus paraphrased and expounded. 

Shakspeare. \V'ait until this blessed day next year, sir, at 
the same hour. You shall see it forth again at its due season ; 
it would be no miracle if it lasted. Spittle may cure sore eyes, 
but not blasted mouths and scald consciences. 

Sir Thomas. Why, who taught ihee all this ? 

— Then turned he leisurely toward Sir Silas, and placing his 
hand outspredden upon the arm of the chaplain, said unto him 
in a low, judicial, hollow voice, " Every word true and solemn ! 
I have heard less wise saws from between black covers." 

Sir Silas was indignant at this under^rating, as he appeared 
to think it. of the Church and its ministry, and answered im- 
patiently, with Christian freedom, " Your worship surely will 
not listen to this wild wizard in his broth el- pulpit ! " 

Shakspeare. Do I live to hear Charlecote Hall called a 
brothel-pulpit ! Alas, then, I have lived too long I 

■Si> Silas. We will try to amend that for thee. 

— William seemed not to hear him, loudly as he spalce and 
pointedly imto the youngster, who wiped his eyes, crying, 
" Commit me, sir ! in mercy commit me. Master Ephraim ! 

Master Ephraim ! A guiltless man may feel aH the pangs 
of the guilty! Is it you who are to make out the commit- 
ment? Dispatch! dispatch! I am aweary of my life. If 

1 dared to lie I would plead guilty." 

Sir Thomas. Heyday 1 No wonder. Master Ephraim, thy 
entrails are moved and wamble. Dost weep, lad? Nay, nay ! 
thoti bearcst up bravely, Silas, I now find, although the ex- 
ample come before mc from humble life, that what my mother 
said was inie, — 'I was upon my father's demise ; " In great 
grief there are few leatB," 

Vpoa which did the youth, Wmy ShaVHitax^i S*^^^'^''****'^ 
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the memory, and repeat these short verses, not wide from the 
same purport : — 



Sir Thomas. Let those who are sadly vexed in spirit mind 
that notion, whoever indited it, and be men. I always was ; 
but some little griefe have pinched me woundily. 

— Master Silas grew impatient, for he had ridden hard thai 
rooming, and had no cushion upon his seal, as Sir Thomas had. 
I have seen in my lime that he who is seated on beech-wood 
hath very different thoughts and moralities from him who is 
seated on goose- feathers under doe-skin. But that is neither 
here nor there ; albeit an I die, as I must, my heirs, Judith and 
her boy Elijah, may note it. 

Master Slas, as above, looked sourishly, and cried aloud, 
" The witnesses I the witnesses 1 Testimony ! testimony ! Wc 
shall now see whose black goes deepest. There is a fork to be 
had that can hold the slipperiest eel, and a finger that can 
strip the slimiest. I cry your worship to the witnesses." 

Sir Thomas. Ay, indeed, we are losing the day ; it wastes 
toward noon, and nothing done. Call the witnesses. How 
are they called by name? Give me the paper. 

— The paper being forthwith delivered into his worship's 
hand by the learned clerk, his worship did read aloud the name 
of Euseby Trcen. Whereupon did Euseby Treen come forth 
through the great hall-door, which was ajar, and answer most 
audibly, " Vonr worship ! " 

Straightway did Sir Thomas read aloud, in like form and 
manner, the name of Joseph Camaby ; and in like manner, as 
aforesaid, did Joseph Camaby make answer and say, " Your 
worship ! " 

Lastly did Sir Thomas turn the light of his countenance on 
William Shakspeare, saying, " Thou secst these good men de* 
ponenls against thee, William Shakspeare." 

.^nd then did Sir Thomas pause. And pending this pause, 

did William Shakspeare look steadfastly in the faces of both ; 

and stroking down his own with the hollow of his hand, from the 

jaw-bone to ifie chin-point, said unto his honor, — 

"Faith ! it iroald give me much plcasuie, awd i.W tWA^^i^wix- 
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hood much vantnge, to see these two fellows good men. Joseph 
Carnaby and tHuseby Trctn ! Why, your worship, tliey know 
every hare'a form in Luddington -field better than their own 
bed^ and as well pretty nigh as any wench's in the parish." 

Then turned he, with jocnilar scoff, unto Joseph Camaby, 
thus accosting him whom his shirt, being made stilTer Chan usual 
for the occasion, rubbed and frayed : " Ay, Joseph, smoothen 
and soothe thy collai-piece again and again ! Hark ye, I know 
what smock that was knavishly cut from." 

Master Silas rose up in high choler, and said unto Sir Thomas, 
" Sir, do not listen to that lewd reviler ! 1 w^er ten groats I 
prove him to be wrong in his scent. Joseph Camaby is light- 
eous and discreet." 

Skakspeare. By daylight and before the parson. Bears and 
boars are tame creatures and discreet in the sunshine and after 
dinner. 

Treen. I do know his down-goings snd up-risings. 

Skakspeare. The man and his wife are one, saith Holy 
Scripture. 

Trutt. A sober-p3ced and rigid man, if such there be. 
Few keep l*nt like unto him. 

Shakspeare. I warrant him, both lent and stolen. 

Sir Thomas. Peace, and silence I Now, Joseph Camaby, 
do thou depose on particulars. 

Carnaby. May it please your worship, I was returning from 
Hampton upon .\llhaliowmas Eve, between the hours of ten and 
eleven at night, in company with Master Euseby Treen ; and 
when wc came to the bottom of Hickle Meadow, we heard 
several men in discourse. I phicked Euseby Treen by the 
doublet, and whispered in his ear, *' Euseby ! Euseby I let ns 
slink along in the shadow of the elms and willows." 

Treen. Willuws and elra-trees were the words. 

Skaiipeare. See, yotir worship, what discordances ! They 
cannot agree in their own story. 

Sir Silas. The same thing, the same thing, in the main I 

Shaksprarf. Ity less differences than this estates have been 
Io6t, hearts broken, and England, our country, filled with home- 
less, helpless, destitute orphans. I protest against it ! 

Sir Si/as. Protest, indeed I He taiVs as Si Vt ■««& *- 
member of the House of Lords. TheY a\onc taii ^\cM::^^ 
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Sir Thomas. Your attorney may object, not protest, btfott 
the lord judge. Proceed you, Joseph Camaby. 

CamaJ/y. In the shadow of the willows and elm-trees 
then — 

Shakspeare. No hints, no conspiracies ! Keep to your own 
GtOTy, man, and do not borrow his. 

Sir Si/as. 1 overrule the objection. Nothing can be more 
fiitile and frivolous. 

Shakspeare. So learned a magistrate as your worship will 
surely do me justice by hearing me attentively. I am young ; 
nevertheless, having more than one year written in the office of 
an attorney, and having heard and listened to many discourses 
and questions on law, I cannot but remember the heavy fine in- 
flicted on a gentleman of this county who committed a poor man 
to prison for being in possession of a hare, — it being proved 
that the hare was in his possession, and not he in (he hare's. 

Sir Silas. Synonymous term ! synonymous term ! 

Sir Thomai. In what term sayest thou was it ? I do not 
remember the case. 

Sir Silas. Mere quibble! mere equivocation! Jesuitical! 
Jesuitical ! 

Shakspeare. It would be Jesuitical, Sir Silas, if it dragged 
the law by its perversions to the side of oppression and cnielty. 
The order of Jesuits, I fear, is as numerous as its tenets are lax 
and comprehensive. 1 am sorry to see their frocks flounced 
with English serge. 

Sir Si/as. I don't understand thee, viper ! 

Sir nomas. Cease thou. Will Shakspeare I Know thy 
place ! And do thou, Joseph Camaby, take up again the thread 
of thy testimony. 

Carnally. We were still at some distance from ihe party. 
when on a sudden Euseby hung an — ' 

Sir Thomas. As well write " drew back," Master Ephraim 
and Master Silas I Be circumspecter in speech. Master Joseph 
Camaby I 1 did not look for such rude phrases from that 
starch -warehouse under thy chin. Continue, man ! 

Camaby. " Euseby," said I in his ear, " what ails thee, 
Euseby? " " I wag no ferthcr," quoth he. " What a number 
of jumcs and voices 1 " 

' The word here omilted is quae Mt j,M.e. 
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I Sir Thamas. Dreadful gang I a number of names and 
voices ! Had it been any other day in the year but AlUiallow- 
mas Eve I To steal a buck upon such a day I Well, God may 
pardon even that. Go on, go on I But the laws of our country 
must have their satiifaction and atonement. Were it upon 
any other day in the calendar less holy, the buck were nothing, 
or next to nothing, saving the law and our conscience and our 
good report. Vet we, her Majesty's justices, must stand in 
the gap, body and soul, against evil-doers. Now do thou, in 
furtherance of this business, give thine aid unto us, Joseph 

ICamaby ; remembering that mine eye from this judgment- 
■eat, and her Majesty's bright and glorious one overlooking 
the whole realm, and the broader of God above, are upon 
thee. 
— Camaby did quail a matter at these words about the jndg- 
ment-aeat and the broad eye. — aptly and gravely delivered by 
him, moreover, who hath to administer truth and righteousness 
in our ancient and venerable laws, and especially at the present 
juncture in those against park-breaking and deer- stealing. But 
ftnaliy, nought discomfited, and putting his hand valiantly 
fttwiil hip and midriff, so that his elbow well-nigh touched the 
taller pen in the ink-pot, he went on. 
Camafiy. " In the shadow of the willows and etm-trees." 
■aid he, " and get nearer t " We were still at some distance, 
may be a score of furlongs, from the party — 
Sir Thomas. Thou hast said it already, all save the Kore 
of furlongs. Hast room for them. Master Silas? 
Sir Si/as. Vea, and would make room for fifty to let the 
fellow swing at his case. 

Sir TA/'mai. Hast room, Master Ephraim? 
" Tia done, most worshipful," said I. The learned knight 
^_ did not recollect that I could put fifty furlongs in a needle's 
^L eye, give me pen fine enough. But far be it from me to vaunt 
^Hof my penmanship, although there be those who do malign it, 
^Veven in my own township and parish ; yet they never have un- 
^■'perchecl mc from my c-illing, and have had hard work to take 
^H ftn iJlc wench or two from under me on Saturday nights. 
^M I meraon/e thus much, not out of any malice or any sore- 
^Bnesa about mc. but that those of my kindtcd \rAo -ot^Qv: Va.TA& 
^B It please God these papers do laU hereafter mi-j Vjeai ■av wrmJ&I 
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in such straits : and if they be good at the cudgel, that they, 
looking first at their man, do give it him heartily and unspar- 
ingly, keeping within law. 

Sir Thomas, having overlooked what we had written, and 
meditated awhile thereupon, said imto Joseph : " It appeaieth 
by thy testimony that there was a huge and desperate gang of 
them a- foot. Revengeful dogs ! it is difficult to deal with 
them. The laws forbid precipitancy and violence, A dozen or 
two may return and harm me ; not me indeed, but my tenants 
and servants. I would fain act with prudence, and like unto 
him who looketh abroad. He must tie his shoe tightly ^o 
passeth through mire ; he must step softly who steppeth over 
stones ; he must walk in the fear of the Lord (which, without 
a brag, I do at this present feel upon me) who hopeth to reach 
the end of the straightest road in safety." 

Sir Silas. Tut, tut I your worship. Her Majesty's deputy 
hath matchlocks and halters at a knight's disposal, or the 
world were topsy-turvy indeed. 

Sir Thomas, My mental ejaculations, and an influx of 
grace thereupon, have shaken and washed from my brain all 
thy last words, good Joseph. Thy companion here, Euseby 
Treen, said unto thee — ay ? 

Carnaby. Said unto me, " What a number of names and 
voices ! And there be but three living men in all ! And look 
again ! Christ deliver us ! all the shadows save one go left- 
ward : that one lieth right upon the river. It seemeth a big 
squat monster, shaking a little, as one ready to spring upon its 
prey." 

Sir Thomas, A dead man in his last agonies, no doubt. 
Your deer-stealer doth boggle at nothing : he hath alway the 
knife in doublet and the Devil at elbow. I wot not of any 
keeper killed or missing. To lose one's deer and keeper too 
were overmuch. Do, in God's merciful name, hand unto me 
a glass of sack, Master Silas ! I wax faintish at the big squat 
man : he hath harmed not only me, but mine. Furthermore, 
the examination is grown so long. 

— Then was the wine delivered by Sir Silas into the hand of 
his worship, who drank it off in a beaker of about half a pint, 
but little to his satisfaction ; for he said shortly afterward : 
" Hast thou poured no water into the sack, good Master Silas ? 
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It seemeth weaker and washier than ordinary, and affordeth 
small comfort unto the breast and stomach." 

&'r Si/iis. Not I, truly, sir ; and the bottle is a fresh and 
Bound one. The cork reported on drawing, as the best diver 
doth on sousing from Warwick bridge into Avon. A ran; 
cork ! as bright as the glass bottle, and as smooth as the lips 
of any cow. 

Sir Thomas. My mouth is out of Loste this morning ; or 
the same wine, mayhap, hath a different force and flavor in the 
dining-room and among friends. But to business. What 
more? 

Camaby. '• Enseby Treen, what may it be?" said I. "I 
know." quoth he, " but dare not breathe it." 

Sir Thomas. I thought I had taken a glass of wine, verily. 
Attention to my duty as a magistrate is paramount. 1 mind 
nothing else when that lies before me. Camaby, I credit thy 
honesty, but doubt thy manhood. Why not breathe it with a 
vengeance ? 

Carnally. It was Euseby who dared not. 

Sir Tliomas. Standstill; say nothing yet ; mind my orders; 
fair and softly ; compose thyself, 

— They all stood silent for some time, and looked very com- 
posed, awaiting the commands of the knight. His mind was 
clearly in such a state of devotion that peradventiirc he might 
not have descended for a while longer to his mundane duties, 
had not Master Silas told him that, under the shadow of hia 
wing, their courage had returned, and they were quite com- 
posed again. 

"You may proceed," said the knight. 

Carnaby. Master Treen did take off his cap and wipe his 
forehead. I. for the sake of comforting him in this his heavi- 
ness, placed my hand upon his crown ; and tnily I might have 
taken it for a tuft of bents, — the hair on end, the skin immov- 
able as God's earth, 

— Sir Thomas hearing these words, lifted up his hands above 
his own head, and in the loudest voice he had yet uttered did 
he cry, " Wonderful are thy ways in Israel, O Lord ! " 

So saying, the pious knight clid strike his knee with the palm 
of his right hand ; and then gave he a sign, bowing his head 
and closing his eyes, by which Master Camaby did think he 
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Eignilicd his pleasure that he should go on deposing, and f 
went on thus : — 

Carnaby, At this moment one of the accomplices cried, 
" Willy, Willy ! prythee slop ! enough in all conscience ! Fitst 
thou divenedst us from oui undertaking with thy strange vaga- 
ries, thy Italian girl's nursery sighs, thy pucks and pinchings, 
and thy Windsor whimsies. No kitten upon a bed of maium 
ever played such antics. It was summer and winter, night and 
day with us, within the hour ; and in such religion did we think 
and feel it, we would have broken the man's jaw who gainsaid 
it. We have slept with thee under tlie oaks in the ancient forest 
of Arden, and we have wakened from our sleep in the tempest 
far at sea.' Now art thou fur frightening us again out of all 
the senses thou hadst given us, with witches and women more 
murderous than they." 

Then followed a deeper voice : " Siotiter men and more 
resolute are few; but thou, my lad, hast words loo weighty 
for flesh and bones to bear up against. And who knows but 
these creatures may pop among us at last, as the wolf did, 
sure enough, 'ipon him the noisy rogue who so long had been 
crying wolf! and wolf t" 

Sir Thomas. Well spoken, for two thieves ; albeit I miss 
the meaning of the most part. Did they prevail with the 
scapegrace, and stop him? 

Carnaiy. llie last who had spoken did slap him on the 
shoulder, saying, "Jump into the punt, lad. and across!" 
Thereupon did Will Shakspeare jump into said pimt. and 
begin to sing a song about a mermaid. 

Shakspeare. Sir, is this credible? I will be sworn I never 
saw one, and verily do believe that scarcely one in a hundred 
years doth venture so far up the Avon. 

Sir Thomas. ITiere is something in this. Thou mayest 
have sung about one, nevertheless. Young poets take great 
liberties with all female kind ; not thai mermaids are such very 
unlawful game for them, and there be songs even about worse 
and staler fish. Mind ye that ! Thou hast written songs and 
hast sung them, and lewd enough they be, God wot I 

' Bv this drposiiion it would apiwar th«t Shakspoate had formed the 
Idea, if nut the outlint, of scveril plays already, much a* be altered then 
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Shaksfieare. Pardon me, your worship ; they were not mine 
then. Pcrad venture the song about the mermaid may have 
been that ancient one which every boy in most parishes has 
been singing for many yeare, and perhaps his father before 
him ; and somebody was singing it then, mayhap, to keep up 
his courage in the night. 

Sir Thomas. I never heard it. 

Shaksptarr. Nobody would ilare to sing Id the presence 
of your worship unless commanded ; not even the mermaid 
herself. 

Sir Thomas. Canst thou sing lE ? 

Skakspfare. Verily, I can wng nothing. 

Sir Thomas. Canst thou repeat it from memory? 

Shakspeare. It is so long since I have thought about it that 
I may (ail in the attempt. 

Sir Thomas. Try, however. 

Shakspeare. — 

The mennaid sat upon the roclu H 

All day long. ■ 

Admicine lier lieauly and combing her locks, ^ 
Aod singing a mermaid song. 

Sir Thomas. What was it, what was it? I thought as 
much. There thou standest like a woodpecker, chattering 
and chattering, breaking the bark with thy beak, and leaving 
the grub where it was. Iliis is enough to put a saint out of 
patience. 

Shakspeare. The wishes of your worship possess a mys- 
terious influence ! I now remember all i — 

And heit the menn.iid's toag you may, 
A<> sure as sure cin be. 

. all da;. 

Sir Thomas. It must be an idle fellow who would take that 
trouble ; besides, unless he nicked the time he might miss the 
monster. There be many who are slow to believe that ilie 
mermaid singcth. 

Shakspeare. Ah, sir 1 not only the mermaid singeth, ba*. 
the merman swearcth, as anoiher old song wVA cotn\'nc.CL ^'3«. 

Sir T^maj. I irould laia be convincwi olO<A'4'«'=<^'^*:^ 
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in the great deeps^ and would lean upon the weakest reed^ like 
unto thee, to manifest his glory. Thou mayest convince me. 
Shakspeare, — 

A wonderful story, my lasses and lads, 

Peradventure you 've heard from your grannams or dads, 

Of a merman that came every night to woo 

The spinster of spinsters, our Catherine Crewe. 

But Catherine Crewe 
Is now seventV'two) 
And avers she hath naif forgotten 
The truth of the tale, when you ask her about it, 
And says, as if fain to deny it or flout it, 
*' Pooh I the merman is aead and rotten." 

The merman came up, as the mermen are wont. 
To the top of the water, and then swam upon 't ; 
And Catherine saw him with both her two eyes, — 
A lusty young merman full six feet in size. 

And Catherine was frightened, 

Her scalp-skin it tightened. 
And her head it swam strangely, although on dry land ; 

And the merman made bold 

Eflsoons to lay hold 
( This Catherine well recollects) of her hand. 

But how could a merman, if ever so good. 

Or if ever so clever, be well understood 

By a simple young creature of our flesh and blood ? 

Some tell us the merman 
Can only speak German, 
In a voice between grunting and snoring; 
But Catherine says he had learned in the wars 
The language, persuasions, and oaths of our tars. 
And that even his voice was not foreign. 

Yet when she was asked how he managed to hide 
The green fishy tail, coming out of the tide 

For night after night above twenty, 
" You troublesome creatures I " old Catherine replied, 
** In his packet : won't that now content ye ?** 

Sir Thomas, I have my doubts yet. I should have said 
unto her seriously, " Kate, Kate, I am not convinced." There 
may be witchcraft or sortilege in it. I would have made it a 
Star-chamber matter. 
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Shakspeare. It was one, sir. 

Sir Thomas. And now I am reminded by this silly childish 
song, which after all is not the true mermaid's, thou didst tell 
me, Silas, that the papers found in the lad's pocket were 
intended for poetry. 

Sir Silas. I wish he had missed his aim, sir, in your park, 
as he hath missed it in his poetry. The papers are not worth 
reading ; they do not go against him in the point at issue. 

Sir Thomas. We must see that, they being taken upon his 
person when apprehended. 

Sir Silas. Let Ephraim read them then : it behooveth not 
me, a Master of Arts, to con a whelp's whining. 

Sir Thomas. Do thou read them aloud unto us, good 
Master Ephraim. 

— Whereupon I took the papers, which young Willy had not 
bestowed much pains on; and they posed and puzzled me 
grievously, for they were blotted and scrawled in many places, 
as if somebody had put him out. These likewise I thought fit, 
after long consideration, to write better, and preserve, great as 
the loss of time is when men of business take in hand such un- 
seemly matters. However, they are decenter than most, and 
not without their moral. For example : — 

TO THE OWLET. 

Who, O thou sapient saintly bird I 
Thy shouted warnings ever heard 

Unbleached by fear ? 
The blae-faced blubbenng imp, who steals 
Yon turnips, thinks thee at his heels, 

Afar or near. 

The brawnier churl who brags at times 
To front and top the rankest crimes, — 

To paunch a deer, 
Quarter a priest, or squeeze a wench, — 
Scuds from thee, clammy as a tench, 

He knows not where. 

For this the righteous Lord of all 
Consigns to thee the castle-wall, 

When, many a year, 
Closed in the chancel-vault, are eyes 
Rainy or sunny at the sighs 

Of kmght or peer. 
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Sir Thomas, when I had ended, said imlo me, " No I 
herein ; but are ihey over? " 

I repUed, " Vea, sir 1 " 

" ! miss the posy" quoth he ; " there is usually a 
sugar, or a sraack thereof, at the bottom of the glass, 
who are inexperienced in poetry do write it as boys do t 
copies in the copy-book, — without a flourish at the Jtitts, 
is only the master who can do this befittingly." 

I bowed unto his worship reverentially, thinking of a surety 
he meant me, and returned my best thanks in set language. 
But his worship rebuffed them, and told me graciously that he 
had an eye on another of very different quality ; that the plaia 
sense of his discourse might do for me, the subtler was certMnly 
for himself. He added that in his younger days he had heard 
from a person of great parts, and had since profited by it, that 
ordinary poets are Uke adders, — the tail blunt and the body 
rough, and the whole reptile cold-blooded and sluggish; 
whereas we, he subjoined, leap and caracole and curvet, and 
are as warm as velvet and as sleek as satin and as perfumed as 
a Naples fan in every part of us ; and the end of our poems is 
33 pointed as a perch's back-fiii, and it requires as much nicely 
to pick it up as a needle ' at nine groats the hundred. 

Then turning toward the culprit, he said mildly unto him, 
*' Now, why canst thou not apply thyself unto study? Why 
canst thou not ask advice of thy superioi^ in rank and wisdom? 
In a few yeare, under good discipline, thou mightesl rise from 
the owlet unto the peacock. I know not what pleasant things 
might not come into the youthful head thereupon. '' He was 
the bird of Venus,' goddess of beauty. He flew down (1 
speak as a poet, and not in my quality of knight and Chris- 
tian) with half the stars of heaven upon his tail ; and his long 
blue neck doth verily appear a dainty slice out of the solid 
.ky." 

Sir Silas smote me with his elbow, and said in my car, *' He 
wanteth not this stufling : he beats a pheasant out of the 

■ Theg 
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kitchen, to my mind ; take him only at tlie pheasant's size, 
and don't (upon your life) overdo hira. Never be cast down in 
spirit, nor lake it too grievously to heart, if the color be a sus- 
picion of the pinkish : no sign of rawness in that, none what- 
ever. It is as becoming to him as to the salmon ; it is as 
natural to your pea-chick in his best cookery as it is to the 
finest October morning, moist underfoot, when partridge's and 
puss's and rcynard's scent lies sweetly." 

Willy Shakspeare in the mean time tilled up his hands above 
his ears half a cubit, and taking breath again, said audibly, al- 
though he willed it to be said unto himself alone, " Oh thai 
knights could deign to be our teachers ! Meihints 1 should 
briefly spring up into heaven, through the very chink out of 
irhich the peacock took his neck." 

Master Silas, who, like myself and the worshipful knight, did 
overhear him, said angrily, " To spring up into heaven, my lad. 
it would be as well to have at least one foot upon the ground 
to make the spring withal. 1 doubt whether we shall leave thee 
this vantage." 

"Nay, nay! thou art hard upon him, Silas!" said the 
knighL 

I was turning over the other papers taken from the pocket 
of the culprit on his apprehension, and had fixed my eyes on 
one, when Sir Thomas caught ihem thus occupied, and ex- 
claimed, " Mercy upon us ! have we more?" 

" V'our patience, worshipiiil sir ! " said I ; " must 1 fonraid ? " 

" Yea, yea," quoth he, resignedly, " we must go through : we 
are pilgrims in this life." 

liien did I read, in a clear voice, the contents of paper the 
second, being as foUoweth : — 

THE IIAIO'S LAMENT. 

I loved him not ; and yet now he is gone 

I feci I xni alone. 
I checked him while he spoke ; yet could be apeak, 

Alul I would not check. 
For reasons not lo love him once I sought. 

And wearied all mv tbonghl 
To iCx myself and him : I now woold give 

My love, could he bat live 
Who Uielf lived (ot me; ftndwhen^tetoaxA 
T wit vain, in hoty gtouod 
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He hid bis face amid the shades of death. 

I waste for him my breath 
Who wasted his for me ; but mine returns. 

And this lorn bosom bums 
With stifling heat, heaving it up in sleep, 

And waking me to weep 
Tears that had melted his soft heart : for years 

Wept he as bitter tears. 
Merciful God I " such was his latest prayer, 

** These may she never share 1 '* 
Quieter is his breath, his breast more cold, 

Than daisies in the mould. 
Where children spell, athwart the churchyard gate, 

His name and life's brief date. 
Pray for him, gentle souls, whoe'er you be, 

And oh 1 pray too for me I 

Sir Thomas had fallen into a most comfortable and refreshing 
slumber ere this lecture was concluded ; but the pause broke 
it, as there be many who experience after the evening service 
in our parish-church. Howbeit, he had presently all his wits 
about him, and remembered well that he had been carefully 
counting the syllables about the time when I had pierced as 
far as into the middle. 

" Young man," said he to Willy, " thou givest short measiye 
in every other sack of the load. Thy uppermost stake is of 
right length ; the undermost falleth off, methinks. Master 
Ephraim, canst thou count syllables? I mean no offence. I 
may have counted wrongfully myself, not being bom nor edu- 
cated for an accountant." 

At such order I did count ; and truly the suspicion was as 
just as if he had neither been a knight nor a sleeper. 

"Sad stuff! sad stuff, indeed!" said Master Silas, "and 
smelling of popery and wax-candles." 

" Ay? " said Sir Thomas, " I must sift that." 

" If praying for the dead is not popery," said Master Silas, 
" I know not what the devil is. Let them pray for us, — they 
may know whether it will do us any good ; we need not pray 
for them, — we cannot tell whether it will do them any. I 
call this sound divinity." 

"Are our churchmen all agreed thereupon?" asked Sir 
Thomas. 

" The wisest are," replied Master Silas. " There are some 
lank rascals who will never agree upon anything but upon 
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doubting. 1 would not give ninepeoce for the best gown upon 
the most thrifty of 'etn ; and thtir fingers are as stiff and hard 
with their pedlery luiavish writing, as any bishop's are with 
chalk-stones won honestly from the gout." 

Sir Thomas took the paper up from the table on which I had 
laid it. and said, after a while, "The man may only bxve 
swooned. I scorn to play the critic, or to ask any one the 
meaning of a word ; but, sirrah — " 

Here he turned in his chaii from the side of Master Silas, 
and said unto \V'iUy, " William Shakspeare, out of this thral- 
dom in regard to popery I hope, by God's blessing, to deliver 
thee. If ever thou repeatest the said verses, knowing the man 
to be to all Intents and purposes a dead man, prythce read the 
censurable line as thus corrected, — 

Pray foi om Viigin Queen, geiilles ! whoe'er you be, — 
although it is not quite the thing that another should impinge 
so closely on her skirts. By this improvement, of me sug- 
gested, thou mayest make some amends, a syllable or two, for 
the many that are weighed in the balance and are found 
wanting." 

Then, turning imto me, as being conversant by my profes- 
sion in such matters, and the same being not very worthy of 
learned and sUid clerks the like of Master Silas, he saiil, '■ Of 
all the youths that did ever write in verse, this one verily is he 
who haih the fewest flowers and devices. But it would be loss 
of time to form a border in the fashion of a kingly crown, 
or a dragon, or a T\irk on horseback, out of buttercups and 
daadeUgns. Master lilphraim, look at these badgers, with a 
long leg on one quarter and a short leg on the other ! The 
wench herself might well and truly have said all that matter 
without the poet, bating the rhymes and metre. Among the 
girls in the country there are many such shUly-shaUys, who give 
ihemsclves sore eyes and sharp eye-water ; I would cure then) 
rod in hand." 

Whereupon <tid William Shakspeare say, with great humility, 
" So would I, may It please yout worship, an they would 
let me." 

" Incorrigible sluts I Out upon 'em I and thou aiL oq ^ukx 
than they arc," quoth the knighl. 
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Master Silas cried aloud, " No better, many ! they at ihc 
worst are but carted and whipped for the edification of the 
market- folks.' Not a squire or parson in the county round 
but comes in his bcsl to see a man hanged." 

" The edilication then is higher by a deal," said William, 
very composedly. 

" Troth ! is it," replied Master Silas. " The most poisonous 
reptile has the richest jewel in his head : thou shalt share the 
richest gift bestowed upon royalty, and shalt cure the king's 
evil," ' 

" It is more tractable, then, llian the Church's," cinoih 
William ; and turning his face toward the chair he made an 
obeisance to Sir Thomas, saying, "Sir. the more submissive 
my behavior is, the more vehement and boisterous is Master 
Silas. My gentlest words serve only to carry him toward 
the contrary quarter, as the south wind blowelh a ship 
northward." 

" Youth," said Sir Thomas, smilmg most benignly, " I find, 
and well indeed might I have surmised, thy utter ignorance of 
winds, equinoxes, and tides. Consider now a Utile ! With 
what propriety can a wind be called a south wind if ii bloweth 
a vessel to the north? Would it be a south wind that blew it 
ftom this hall into Warwick market-place? " 

" It would be a strong one," said Master Silas unto me. point- 
ing his remark, as witty men are wont, with the c!tK>w-pan. 

But Sir Thomas, who waited for an answer, and received 
none, continued, " Would a man be caUed a good man who 
tended and pushed on toward evil?" 

Shaisfeare. I stand corrected. I could sail to Cathay or 
Tattary " with haif the nautical knowlerlge I have acquired in 
this glorious hall. The Devil impelling a mortal to wrong 
courses is thereby known to be the Devil. He, on the <xm- 
ttary, who excitcth to good is no devil, but an angel of light, 
or imder the guidance of one. The Devil drivcih unto his 
own home j so dolh the south wind ; so doth the north wind. 

' This was rtally ihe case wtthin our memory. 

* II WM (ortnetly thooght. and perhapi ia thought still, that the band 
of a man recently hanjji^d l)cing tulibcd on the lumor of the king's evil 
was able to cure it Tbe crown and the gallows divided the glory of (he 
fevmign ttmcdy. 

* And yet he never diJ sail any Isrlhct l>iin \wu BqVicwim. 
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.Mas, alas 1 we possess not the mastery over our own weak 
minds when a higher spirit sUndeth nigh and draweth us 
within his intluencc. 

Sir Tkomas. Those thy words are well enough ; very well, 
very good, wise, discreet, judicious beyond ihy years. But 
then that sailing cuines in an awkward ugly way across me ; 
that Cathay, th.it Tartarus .' Have a care ! Do thou noth- 
ing rashly. Mind 1 an ihou stealeth my punt for the pur- 
pose, I send the consWble after thee or e'er thou art half 
way over. 

Shakspeare. He wi>uld make a stock-fish of me an he 
caught me. It is hard sailing out of his straits, although they 
be carefully laid down in most parishes, and may have taken 
them from actual survey. 

Sir Si/as. Sir, we have bestowed on him already weU-nlgh 
a good hour of our time. 

— Sir Thomas, who was always fond of giving admonition 
and reproof to the ignorant and ening, and who had found the 
seeds (little mustard -seeds, 'tis tiue, and never likely to arise 
into the great mustard-tree of the Gospel) in the poor lad 
Willy, did let his heart soften a whit tenderer and kindlier than 
Master Silas did, and said unto Master Silas, " A good hour of 
our time ! Vea, Silas, and thou wouldst give Aim eternity ! " 

"What, sir, would you let him go?" said Master Silas. 
•' Presently we shall have neither deer nor dog, neitlier hare 
nor coney, neither swan nor heron ; every carp from pool, every 
bream from brook, will be groped for. The marble monu- 
ments in the church will no longer protect the leaden coffins ; 
and if there be any ring of gold on the linger of knight or 
dame, it will be torn avay with as little ruth and ceremony as 
the ring from a butchered sow's snout." 

" Awful wonis. Master Silas," quoth the knight, musing ; " but 
thou mistakes! my intentions. I let him not go ; howbeit, at 
worst I would only mark him in the ear, and turn him up again 
after this warning, peradvcnture with a few stripes to boot 
ailiwart the shouldcn, in onler to make them shrug a little, 
and sluke off the burden of idleness." 

Now I, having seen, 1 dare not say the innocence, but the 
innocent and simple manner of Willy, and \i\t^w^ \»s \wAss. 
ycar^ and baring an inkUng that he was a \aA, v^o^'^^* 
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whom God had endowed with some parts, and into whose 
breast he had instilled that milk of loving-kindness by which 
alone we can be like unto those little children of whom is the 
household and kingdom of our Lord, I was moved, yea, even 
unto tears. And now, to bring gentler thoughts into the 
hearts of Master Silas and Sir Thomas, who in his wisdom 
deemed it a light punishment to slit an ear or two, or in- 
flict a wiry scourging, I did remind his worship that another 
paper was yet unread, at least to them, although I had been 
perusing it. 

This was much pleasanter than the former two, and over- 
flowing with the praises of the worthy knight and his gracious 
lady ; and having an echo to it in another voice, I did hope 
thereby to disarm their just wrath and indignation. It was 
thus couched : — 

FIRST SHEPHERD. 

Jesu ! what lofty elms are here ! 
Let me look through them at the clear 
Deep sky above, and bless my star 
That such a worthy knight's they are I 

SECOND SHEPHERD. 

Innocent creatures I how those deer 
Trot merrily, and romp and rear ! 

FIRST SHEPHERD. 

The glorious knight who walks beside 
His most majestic lady bride, 

SECOND SHEPHERD. 

Under these branches spreading wide, 

FIRST SHEPHERD. 

Carries about so many cares 

Touching his ancestors and heirs. 

That came from Athens and from Rome, 

SECOND SHEPHERD. 

As many of them as are come, 

FIRST SHEPHERD. 

Nought else the smallest lodge can find 
In the vast manors of his mind ; 
Envying not Solomon his wit, 
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No, nor hii nnmcn. —not i Ut : 
Ueing well-buill and w«ll-bchavid 
Aa Solomon, 1 trow, or David. 



And talking by his jewelled hand 

The jewel of thai lady bland, 

He sees the tossing anltrrs pass 

And Ihrow ouaini shadows o'er ibe ena»; 

While she alike (he hour Uguiics, 

And look* at hitn and them, and smiles. 



M*rryl her smiles «i. , — _, .,, 

But Testing on sound Chiisiiinity. 

Faith you would sware had nail d ' her ears on 

The book and cushion of the parson. 

" Methinks the rhyme at the latter end might be bettered," 
»id Sir Thom.is. "'ITie remainder is indited not unaptly. 
But, young man, never having obtained the permission of my 
honorable dame lo praise her in guise of poetry, I cannot see 
all the merit I would fain discern in the veises. She ought first 
to have been sounded ; and it being certified that she disap- 
proved not her glorification, then might it be trumpeted forth 
into the world below." 

"Most worshipful knight." replied the youngster, "I never 
could take it in hand to sound a dame of quality ; they are ali 
of them too deep and too practised for mc, nnd have better 
and abler men about 'em. And surely I did imagine to myself 
that if it were asked of any honorable man (omitting to speak 
of ladies) whether he would give permission to be openly 
praised, he would reject the application as a gross offence. It 
appevelh to me that even to praise one's self, although it be 
shameful, is less shameful than to throw a burning coat into 

' "Smock," formerly a pan of female dress, corresponding with 
"•hroud,''or what we now call for lately called) "BhirI,''of the nun's. 
Tax, speaking of I.alimcr'a burning, saj-s, "Being slipped into his 
shroud. 

» Faith nailinn the ears ■ 
b imperfect i Shakspeare 
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the incense-box that another doth hold to waft before us, 
and then to snift and simper over it with maidenly wish- 
ful coyness, as if forsooth one had no hand in setting it 
a-smoke." 

Then did Sir Thomas, in his zeal to instruct the ignorant, 
and so make the lowly hold up their heads, say unto him, 
" Nay, but all the great do thus. Thou must not praise them 
without leave and license. Praise impermitted is plebeian 
praise. It is presumption to suppose that thou knowest enough 
of the noble and the great to discover their high qualities. 
They alone could manifest them unto thee. It requireth much 
discernment and much time to enucleate and bring into light 
their abstruse wisdom and gravely featured virtues. Those of 
ordinary men lie before thee in thy daily walks ; thou mayest 
know them by converse at their tables, as thou knowest the 
little tame squirrel that chippeth his nuts in the open simshine 
of a bowling-green. But beware how thou enterest the awful 
arbors of the great, who conceal their magnanimity in the 
depths of their hearts as lions do." 

He then paused ; and observing the youth in deep and 
earnest meditation over the fruits of his experience, as one who 
tasted and who would fain digest them, he gave him encour- 
agement, and relieved the weight of his musings by kind inter- 
rogation : " So then these verses are thine own? " 

The youth answered, " Sir, I must confess my fault." 

"And who was the shepherd written here 'Second Shep- 
herd,* that had the ill manners to interrupt thee ? Methinks 
in helping thee to mount the saddle he pretty nigh tossed thee 
over * with his jerks and quirks." 

Without waiting for any answer, his worship continued his 
interrogations. "But do you wool-staplers call yourselves by 
the style and title of shepherds ? " 

* Shakspcare seems to have profited afterward by this metaphor, even 
more perhaps than by all the direct pieces of instruction in poetry ^ven 
him so handsomely by the worthy knight. And here it may be permitted 
the editor to profit also by the manuscript, correcting in Shakspeare what 
is absolute nonsense as now printed : — 

" Vaulting ambition that o*erleaps itself^ 
And falls on the other lide.** 

Other side of what ? It should be " its sell." Sell is saridU in Spenser 
and elsewhere, from the Latin and Italian. 
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" Verily, sir. do we ; and I trust by right. The last owner 
of any place is called the master, more properly than the 
dead and gone who once held it. If that be tnie (and who 
doubts it?), we who have the last of the sheep, — namely, the 
wool and skin, — and who buy all of all the flock, surely may 
more properly be called shepherds than those idle vagrants 
who tend them only for a season, selling a score or purchasing 
a score as may happen." 

Here Sir Thomas did pause awhile, and then said unto 
Master Silas, " My own cogitations, and not this stripling, have 
induced rae to consider and to conclude a weighty matter for 
knightly scholarship, I never could rightly understand before 
how Colin Clout, and sundry others calling themselves shep- 
herds, should argue like doctors in law, physic, and divinity. 
Silas, they were wool-staplers ; and they must have exercised 
their wits in dealing with tithe- proctors and parsons, and more- 
over with fellows of colleges from oiir two learned universities, 
who have sundry lands held under them, as thou knowest, and 
take the small tithes in kind. Colin Clout, methinks, from his 
extensive learning might have acquired enough interest with the 
Queen's Highness to change his name for the better, and lur- 
ihcrraorc her royal license to carry armorial bearings, in do 
peril of taint from so unsavory an appellation." 

Master Silas did interrupt this discourse, by saying, " May it 
please your worship, the constable is waiting." 

Whereat Sir Thomas said tartly, " And let him wail." ' 

Then to me : "I hope we have done with verses, and are 
not to be befooled by the lad's nonsense touching mermaids 
or worse creatures." 

Then to Will : " William Shakspeare, we live in a Christian 
lanil. — a land of great toleration and forbearance, ■ Threescore 
carts full of f^ots a year are fully sufficient to clear our English 
air from every pestilence of heresy and witchcraft. It hath not 

> II hit been suggcElcd Ihit this answer was tMnTowed from Vireil, ind 
goc« siTongly againsl (ho genuineness of the msnusciipt- Th» Editor'* 
memory aru upon Ihe strclch to recollect the words: the learned critic 
tuppliwi ibem. — 

" Solum JEatsa vocal : ** iwtl, on.' 
The Editor could only rtply, indeed weakly, that tailing and 
I not exactly the nme, unless when tradeinien rap and gentlt~ 






&lway been so, God woi ! Innocent and guilty took their 
turns before the fire, like geese and capons. The spit was 
never cold ; the cook's sleeve was ever above the elbow. 
Countrymen came down from distant villages, into towns and 
cities, to see perverters whom they had never heard of, and to 
learn the righteousness of hatred. When heretics waxed fewer, 
the religious began to grumble that God in losing his enemies 
had also lost his avengers. 

" Do not thou, William Shakspeare. dig the hole for thy own 
stake. If thou canst not make men (vise, do not make then 
merry at thy cost. We are not to be paganized any more. 
Having struck from our calendars and unnailed fiom our 
cbapels many dozens of decent saints, with as liide compunc- 
tion and remorse as unlucky lads throw frog-spawn and tadpoles 
out of stagnant ditches, never let us think of bringing back 
among us the daintier divinities they ousted. AU these are the 
Devil's imps, beautiful as they appear in what we falsely call 
works of genius, which really and truly are the Devil's own,— 
statues more graceful than humanity, pictures more living than 
life, eloquence that raised single cities above empires, poor me& 
above kings. If these are not Satan's works, where are they? 
I will tell thee where they are likewise : in holding vain con- 
verse with false gods. The utmost we can allow in propriety 
is to call a knight Phcebus, and a dame Diana. They are not 
meat for every trencher. 

"We must now proceed straightforward with the business 
on which thou comest before us. What furthei sayest thou, 

Tricn. His face was toward me : I saw it clearly. The 
graver man followed him into the punt, and said roughly, "We 
shall get hanged as sure as thou pipest." Whereunto he 
answered, — 



And then began he again with the mermaid ; whereat the gisver 
man clapped a hand before his mouth, and swore he shonld 
take her in wedlock, to have and to hold, if he sang another 
slave. " \xA thou shalt be her pretty little bridemaid," quoth 
he gayly to the graver man, chucking him under the chin. 
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Sir Thomas. And what did Camaby say unto tliee, or what 
did^it thou say unto Camaby? 

Treen. Camaby said unto nae, somewhat tauntingly, " The 
big squat man thai lay upon ihy bread-basket like a Dightrmare 
5 a punt al last, it seems." 

" Punt, and more too," answered I. " Tarry awhile, and thou 
shak see this punt (so let me call it) lead them into tempta- 
tion, and swamp them, or carry them to the gallows : I would 
lot stay else. 

Sir Thomas. And what didst thou, Joseph Camaby? 

Camaiy. Finding him neither slack noishy, I readily tanied. 
We knelt down opposite each other, and said our prayets ; and 
he told mc he was now comfortable. " The evil one," said he, 
" hath enotigh to mind yonder, — he shall not hurt us." Never 
vras a sweeter night, had there been but some mild ale under it, 
vdiich any one would have swom it was made for. The milky 
iray looked like a long drill of hailstones on a sunny ridge. 

Sir Thomas. Hasl thou done describing? 

Camaby. Yea, an please your worship. 

Sir Thomas. (kkI's blessing be upon thee, honest Camaby t 
I feaied a moon-fall. In our days nobody can think about a 
fdum-pudding but the moon comes down upon it. I warrant 
ye this lad here h;ith as many moons in his poems as the Sara- 
:cBs had in their banners. 

SMaMsfieare. 1 have not hatched mine yet, sir. Whenever 
I do I trust it will be worth taking to market. 

Camaby. I said all 1 know of the stars ; but Master Euscby 
an run over half a score and upward, here and there. " Am 
i rig^t or wrong ? " cried he, spreading on the back of my hand 
all his fingers, stiff as antlers and cold as icicles. " Look up t 
]oseph, Joseph, there is no Lucifer in the firmament I " I 
myself did fed queerish and qualmy upon hearing that a star 
was missing, being no master of gainsaying it ; and I abased my 
eyes and entreated of Euseby to do in like manner. And in 
this posture diil we both of ns remain ; and the missing star 

I did not disquiet mc ; and all the others seemed as if ihcy 
knew UK and would not tell of us ; and there was peace and 
pleasantness over sky and earth. Anil I said to my compaoioo, 
*■ How quirt now. good Master Euscby, are all Clod's crcitew^ 
In this meadow, beraiiie they never pry mxo SM.tVLV\5g^ wo.W:w^ 
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but breathe sweetly among ihe pLg-nuts. The only things we 
hear or see stirring are the glow-worms and dormice, as though 
they were sent for our edification, — teaching us to rest con- 
tented with our own little light, and to come out and seek our 
sustenance where none molest or thwart us." 

Shakspeare. Yc would have it thus, no doubt, when your 
pockets and pouches are full of gins and nooses. 

Sir Thomas, A bridle upon thy dragon's tongue ! And do 
thou, Master Joseph, quit the dormice and glow-worms, and 
tell us whither did the rogues go. 

Canmby. I wot not after they had crossed the river : they 
were soon out of sight and hearing. 

&> Thomas. Went they toward Charlecote ? 

Carnaby. Their first steps were thitherward. 

Sir Thomas. Did they come back unto the punt? 

Camahy. They went down the stream in it, and crossed 
the Avon some fourscore yards below where we were standing. 
They came back in it, and moored it to the sedges in which it 
had stood before. 

Sir Thomas. How long were they absent? 

Carnaby, Within an hour, or thereabout, all the three men 
returned. Will Shakspeare and another were silting in the 
middle, the third punted. 

" Remember now. gentles ! " quoth William Shakspeare. 
" the road we have taken is henceforward a footpath forever, 
acconiing to law," 

" How so ? " asked the punier, turning toward him, 

" Forasmuch as a corpse hath passed along it," answered he. 

Whereupon both Euseby and myself did forthwith fall upon 
our faces, commending our souls imto the Lord. 

Sir Thomas, It was then realty the dead body that quivered 
so fearfully upon the water, covering all the punt 1 Christ de- 
liver us ! I hope the keeper they murdered was not Jeremiah. 
His wife and four children would be very chargeable, and the 
man was by no means amiss. Proceed I what further? 

Carnaby. On reaching the bank, " 1 never sat pleasantet 
in my lifetime," said William Shakspeare, " than upon this 
carcass." 

Sir Thomas. Lord have mercy upon us 1 Thou upon a 
carcass, at thy years ? 
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And the knight drew back his chair half an ell farther from 
the table, and his lips quivered at the thought of such inhu- 
manity. " And what said he more, and what did he ? " asked 
the knight. 

Camaby. He patted it smartly, and said, " Lug it out ; 
break it." 

Sir Thomas. These four poor diildren ! who shall feed 
them? 

Sir Silas. Sir, in God's name have you foi^otien that Jere- 
miah is gone to Nuneaton to see his father, and that the mur- 
dered man is the buck ? 

Sir Thomas. They killed the buck likewise. But what, ye 
cowardly varlets ! have ye been deceiving me all this time ? 
And thou, youngster, couldst thou say nothing to clear up the 
case? Thou shall smart for it. Methought I had lost by a 
violent death the best servant ever man had ; righteous, if there 
be no blame in saying it, as the prophet whose name he beareth, 
and brave as the lion of Judah. 

Shakspeare. Sir, if these men could deceive your worship 
for a moment, they might deceive me forever. I could not 
guess what their story aimed at, except my ruin. I am inclined 
to lean for once toward the opinion of Master Silas, and to be- 
lieve it was really the stolen buck on which this William (if in- 
deed there is any truth at all in the story) was sitting. 

Sir Thomas. What more hast thou for me that is not enigma 
or parable 7 

Carnahy. I did not see the carcass, man's or beast's, may 
it please your worship, and I have recited and can recite that 
only which I saw ami heard. After the words of lugging otit 
and breaking it, knives were drawn accordingly. It was no time 

■ liter or linger. We crope back under the shadow of the 
alders and hazeb on the high bank that bordereth Mickle 
Meadow, and making straight for the public road hastened 
homeward. 

Sir Thomas. Hearing this deposition, dost thou affirm the 
like upon thy oath. Master Euseby Treen, or dost thou vary in 
aught essential ? 

Treen. Upon my oath I do depose and affirm the like, and 
truly the identical same ; and I will never more vaiy upon aught 
essential. 
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Sir 'Thomas. I tiu now further demand of thee whether ikou 
knowest smything more appertaining unto lliis business. 

Trent. Ay, verily ; that your worship may never hold \at 
for timoi^ome and superstitious, 1 do furthermore add that some 
Other than deer-stealers was abroad. In sign whereof, although 
it was the dryest and clearest night of the season, my jerkin was 
damp inside and outside when I reached the huuse-door. 

Shakspeare. I warrant thee, &:useby, the damp began DOl 
at the outside. A word in thy ear : Lucifer vas thy tapster, 
I trow. 

5/> Thomas. Irreverent swine! hast no awe nor shame? 
Thou hast aggravated iby olTence, William Shakspeare. by thy 
foil I -m otit hedness. 

Sir Silas. I most remind your worship that he not only has 
Committed this inititiity afore, but hath pawed the puddle be 
made, and relapsed into it after due caution and reproof. God 
forbid that what he spake against me, out of the g;ill of his 
proud stomach, should move me. 1 defy him, a low ignorant 

wretch, a rogue and vagabond, a thief and cui-throat, a * 

monger and mutton-eater. 

Shaksfeart. Your worship doth hear the learned clerk's 
testimony in my behalf. " Out of the mouth of babes and 
sacklmgs — " 

Sir Thomas. Silas, the youth has failings, — a madcap ; bat 
he is pious. 

Shakspeare. Alas, no, sir I AVould I were ! But Sr Sla^ 
Rkc the prophet, came to curse and was forced to bless me, 
even me, a sinner, a mutton-eater ! 

Sir Thomas. Thou urgedsl him. He beateih no ill-will to- 
ward thee. Thou knewedst, 1 suspect, that the blackness in 
fab mouth proceeded from a natural cause. 

Shakspeare. The Lord is merciful ! I was brought hither in 
jeopardy ; I shall return in joy. Whether my innocence be de- 
clared or otherwise, my piety and knowledge will be forwarded 
Itnd increased ; for your worship will condescend, even from 
the judgment- seat, to enlighten the ignorant where a soul shall 
be saved or lost ! And I, even 1, may trespass a moment on 

' Here Ihe inioutcripl is blottn] ; bnt ihe probability is, ihal it was lOii- 
mgagfr, ralhcr than irenmrngtr, fiihmongen having always been nolunous 
cbexts and Hats. 
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four courtesy. I quail at the words natural eause. Be there 
ssy s-uch ? 

Sir Thumas. Youth, I never thought thee so staid. Thou 
hast, for these many months, been represented unto me as one 
dissolute and light, much given unto mummeries and mysteiies, 
wakes and carousals, cudgel- fighters and mountebanks, and 
wanton women. They do also represent of thee (I hope it may 
be without foundation) that thou enacicst the parts, not simply 
of foresters and ^iries, girls in the grcen-siclcness and friars, 
lawycis and outlaws, but likewise, having small reverence for 
station, of kings and queens, knights and privy-councillors, in 
all their glory. It hath been whispered moreover, and the testi- 
mony of these two witnesses doth appear in some measure to 
countenance and confirm it, that thou hast at divers times this 
last summer been seen and heard alone, inasmuch as human 
eye may discover, on the narrow slip of green-sward between 
the Avon and the chancel, distorting thy body like one possessed, 
and uttering strange language, like unto incantation. Tliis how- 
ever Cometh not before me. Take heed ! take heed unto thy 
ways ! there are graver things in law even than homicide and 
deer-stealing. 

Sir Siias. And strong against him. Folks have been con- 
nimed at the stake fur pettier felonies and upon weaker 
evidence. 

Sir Thomas. To that anon. 

— William Shaltspcare did hold down his head, answering 
nought. And Sir Thomas spake again unto him, as one mild 
and &theily, if so be that such a word may be spoken of a 
knight and parliament -man. And these are the words he 
spake : — 

" Reason and ruminate with thyself now. To pass over and 
pretermit tlic danger of representing the actions of the others, 
and mainly of l.iwycrs and churchmen, — the former of whom 
do pardon no oifcnces, and the latter those only against Cod 
(having no warrant for more), — canst thou believe it innocent 
to counterfeit kings and queens? Supposesi thon that if the 
impression of their faces on a farthing be felonious and rope- 
worthy, the imitation of head and body, voice and bearing, 
plume and strut, crown and mantle, and evevjVVvw^ ^w:. *k». 
toaketh them royal and glorious, be a\i^\. \csat "^tt'^^^. 
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young man, perpend 1 Consider who among inferior monals 
shall imitate ihera becomingly? Dreamesi ihou they talk and 
act hke checkmen at Banbury Fair? How can thy shallow 
biain suffice for their vast conceptions? How daiest diou say, 
as they do. Hang this fellow, quaner that, flay, mutilate, stab, 
shoot, press, hook, torture, bum alive? These are royalties. 
Who appointed thee to such office? The Hoiy Ghosi? He 
alone can confer it ; but when wert thou anointed ? " 

William was so zealous in storing up these verities that be 
looked as though he were unconscious that the pouring-out 
was over. He started, which he had not done before, at the 
voice of Master Silas ; but soon recovered his complacency, 
and smiled with much serenity at being called low-minded 
varlet. 

" Low-minded varlet ! " cried Master Silas, most contemptu- 
ously, " dost thou imagine that king calleth king, like thy 
chums, fiic/ier and fibber, whirligig and nincompoop ? Instead 
of this low vulgarity and sordid idleness, ending in nothing, they 
throw at one another such fellows as thee by the thousand, and 
when they have cleared the land, render God thanks and make 
peace," 

Willy did now sigh out his ignorance of these matteis ; and 
he sighed mayhap too at the recollection of the peril he had 
run into, and had ne'er a word on the nail,* 

The bowels of Sir Thomas waxed tenderer and tenderer, and 
he opened his lips in this fashion ; — 

" Stripling ! I would now communicate unto thee, on finding 
thee docile and assentaneous, the instruction thou needest on 
the signification of the words nalural eauie, if thy duty towaid 
thy neighbor had been first instilled into thee." 

Whereupon Master Silos did interpose, for the dinner-botir 
was drawing nigh. 

•* We cannot Jo all at once," quoth he. " Coming out of 
order, it might harm him. Malt before bops, the world over, 
or the beer muddies." 

But Sir Thomas was not to be pricked out of his form even 
by so shrewd a pricker ; and, like unto one who heareth not, 
he continued to look most graciously on the homely vessel that 
stood ready to receive his wisdom. 
' "On the nail "appears lo be inlcndcd lij txpuss" luai^ v*'i'"" 
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"Thy minJ," said he, " being unprepared for higher cogita- 
tions, and the groundwork and religious duty not being well 
rammer- beaten and Hinted, 1 do pass over this supererogatory 
point, and inform thee rather, that bucks and swans and herons 
hare something in their very names announcing them of knight- 
ly appurtenance, and (God forefend that evil do ensue there- 
from !) that a goose on the common, or 2 game-cock on the 
loft of a cottager or villager, may be seized, bagged, and ab- 
ducted with far less offence to the laws. In a buck there is 
something so gainly and so grand, he treadelh the earth with 
such ease and such agility, he abstaincth from all other ani- 
mals with such punctilious avoidance, one would imagine God 
created him when he created knighthood. In the swan there 
is such purity, such coldness is there in the element he inhab- 
tteth, such solitude of station, that verily he doth remind me 
of the Vii^in Queen herself. Of the heron I have less to say, 
not having him about me ; but I never heard his lordly croak 
without the conceit that it resembled a chancellor's or a pri- 
mate's. I do perceive, William Shakspeare, thy compimction 
and contrition." 

Shaisptare. I was thinking, may it please your worship, of 
the game-cock and the goose, having but small notion of herons. 
This doctrine of abduction, please your worship, hath been 
alway inculcated by the soimdest of our judges. Would they 
had spoken on other points with the same clearness I How 
many unfortuoatcs might thereby have been saved from crossing 
the Cordilleras 1 » 

Sir TTtomas. Ay, ay 1 ihey have been fain to fly the country 
at last, thither or elsewhere. 

— .\od then did Sir Thomas call tmto him Master Silas, and 
say, " Walk we into the bay-window. And thou mayest come, 
Ephraira." 

And when we were there together, — 1, Master Silas, and his 
worahip. — did his worship say unto the chapbin, but oftener 
looking toward me : "I am not ashameil to avouch that it gocth 
against me to hang this young fellow, richly as (he ofTcnce in its 
own nature doth deser\'e it ; he talketh so reasonably, — not 
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indeed so reasonably, biit so like unto what a reasonaUe t 
may listen to and reflect on. There is so much too of com- 
passion for others in hard cases, and something so very near in 
semblance to innocence itself in that airy swing of light-heart- 
edness about him. I cannot fix my eyes (as one would say) 
on the shifting and sudden shade -and- shine, which cometh 
back to me, do what I will, and mazes me in a manner, and 
blinks mc." 

At this juncture I was ready to fall upon the ground before 
his worship, and clasp his knees for Willy's pardon. Bm he 
had so many points about him that I feared to discompose "em, 
and thus make bad worse. Besides which. Master Silas left me 
bm scanty space for good resolutions, crying, " He may be 
committed to save time. Afterward he may be sentenced to 
death, or he may not." 

Sir Tkamas. "V were shame upon mc were he not ; 'I were 
indication that I acted unadvisedly in the commilmenL 

Sir Silas. The penalty of the law may be commuted, if ex- 
pedient, on application to the fountain of mercy in London. 

Sir Thomas. Maybe, Silas, those shall be standing round 
the fount of mercy who play in idleness and wantonness with its 
waters, and let them not flow widely nor take their natural 
course. Dutiful gallants may encompass it, and it may linger 
among the flowers they throw into it, and never reach the 
parched lip on the wayside. 

These are homely thoughts, — thoughts from a-field, thoughtl 
for the study and housekeeper's room ; but whenever 1 have 
given alterance unto them, as my heart hath often prompted 
me with beatings at the breast, my hearers seemed to bear 
toward me more true and kindly affection than ray richest 
fancies and choicest phraseologies could purchase. 

'Twere convenient to bethink thee, should any other great 
man's park have been robbed this season, no judge upon the 
bench will back my recommendation for mercy. And indeed 
how coiilil I expect it? Things may soon be brought to such 
a pass that their lordships shall scarcely find three hauixrbes 
each upon the circuit. 

'■ Well, sir," quoth Master Silas, " you have a right to go on 
in your own way. Make him only give up the girl." 

Hete air Thomas reddened with rig,Vii.<:o\x% iiuiv^gM.ii* 
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answered, " 1 cannot think it I such a siripling, — poor, pcDni- 
Icss I It must be some one else." 

And now Mnster Silas did redden in his tum redder than Sir 
Thomas, and first asked me. " What ihc devil ilo you stare at? " 
And then asked hts worship, '■ Who thoulil it be if not the 
rogue? " and his hps turned as blue as a blue-bell. 

Then Sir Thomas left the window and again took his chair, 
and having stood so long on his legs, groaned upon it to ease 
him. His worship scowled with all his might, and looked ex- 
ceedingly wroth and vengehil at the culprit, and saiil unto him, 
" Hark ye, knave ! I have been conferring with my learned 
clerk and chaplain in what manner I may. with the least severity, 
rid the county (which ihou disgraces!) of thee." 

William Shakspeare raised up his eyes, modestly and fear- 
fully, snd said slowly these few words, which, had they been a 
better and nobler man's, would deserve to be written in letters 
of gold. I, not having that art nor substance, do therefore write 
them in my largest and roundest character, and do leave space 
about 'em, according to their rank and dignity : — 

" Woishipfiil sir ! a word in the ear is often as GOOD 

AS A HALTER U.VUER ff, AND SAVES THE GROAT." 

"Thou discoursest well," said Sir Thomas, " but others can 
discourse well likewise. Thou shall avoid : 1 am rcsoluie," 

Shaisfeare. I supplicate your honor to impart unto me, in 
TOUT wisdom, the mode and means whereby I may surcease to 
M disgraceful to the county. 

Sir Thomas. I am not bloody-minded. First, tliou shalt 
have the lairest and hillest examination. Much h.ith been 
deposed ag^nst thee ; something may come forth for ihy ad- 
vantage. I will not thy death ; thou shalt not die. The laws 
have loopholes like cosiles, both to shoot &om and to let folks 
down. 

Sir Si/ii!. Thai pointed ear would look the better for 
pairing, and thnt high forehead can hold many letters. 

— Whereupon did William, poor lad, tum deadly pale, but 
spake not. 

Sir Thomas then atxtted a whit of hb severity, and said 
Staidly: '.'Testimony doth appear plain and positive against 
nevertheless 4m I minded and piom^wA Va aA *«.t 
disclosing and unfoldinif 'sYiM \hou covi'^A to*. **■ 
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thine own wits, in furtherance of thine own defence. One 
witness is pereiiaded and assured of the evil spirit having been 
abroad, and the punt appeared unto him diversely from what 
it appeared unto the other." 

Shakspeare. If the evil spirit produced one appearance, he 
might have produced all, with deference to the graver judg- 
ment of your worship. If what seemed punt was devil, what 
seemed buck might have been devil too ; nay, more easily, the 
horns being forthcoming. Thieves and reprobates do resemble 
him more nearly still ; and it would be hard if he could not 
make free with their bodies, when lie has ttieir souls already, 

Sir Thomas. But, then, those voices 1 and thou thyself. 
Will Shakspeare ! 

Shaksptare. Oh, might I kiss the hand of my deliverer, 
whose clear-sightedness throweth such manifest and plenary 
light upon my innocence? 

Sir Thomas, How so? What light, in God's name, have 
I thrown upon it as yet? 

Shakspean. Oh, those voices, those fairies and spirits 1 
whence came they? None can deal with "era but the Devil, 
the parson, and witches. And does not the Devil o^entimes 
take the very form, features, and habiliments of knights and 
tushops and other good men, to lead them into temptation 
and destroy them ; or to injure their good name, in failure of 
seduction ? He is sure of the wicked : he lets them go their 
ways out of hand. I think your worship once delivered some 
such observation, in more courtly guise, which I would not 
presume to ape. If it was not your worship it was our glori- 
ous lady, the Queen, or the wise Master Wabingham, or the 
great Lord Cecil. I may have marred and broken it, as sluts 
do a pancake, in the turning. 

Sir nomas. Why, ay, indeed ! I had occasion once to 
remark as much. 

ShaAspearf. So have I heard in many places ; although 1 
was not present when Matthew Atterend fought about it for 
the honor of Kineton hundred- 

Sir Thomas. Fought about it ! 

Shakspeare. As j-our honor reCoUects. Not but on other 
occasions he would have fought no less bravely for the queen. 

»Si>- TMemai. We must get ihee ihtovi^H, -KeTe \*. loi-j fot 
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thy memoiy, — the most precious gift among the mental powers 
that Providence hath bestowed upon us. I had hair-focgoiten 
the thing myseir. Thou mayesl in time lake thy satchel for 
London, and aid good old Master Uolingshed. We muat clear 
thee. Will ! I am slow to surmise that there is btood upon 
thy hands ! 

— His worship's choler had all gone down again ; and he sat 
as cool and comfortable as a man sitleth to be shaved. Then 
called he upon Euseby Treen, and said, " Euseby Treen, tell 
us whether thou observedst anything unnoticed oi unsaid by 
the last witness." 

Treen. One thing only, sir. When they had passed the 
water, an owlet hooted after them ; and melhought if they 
had any fear of God before their eyes they would have turned 
back, he cried so lustily. 

Skakspeare. Sir, 1 cannot forbear to take the owlet out of 
your mouth. He knocks them all on the head like so many 
mice. Likely story \ One fellow hears him cry lustily, the 
Other doth not hear him at all. 

Camaiy. Not hear him ! A body might have heard him 
at Barford or Sherhoume. 

Sir Thomas. Why didst not name him? Canst not an- 
swer me? 

Carnaby. He doubted whether punt were punt ; I doubled 
whether owlet wore owlet, after Lucifer was away from the 
roll-call. We say "speak the truth and shame the Devil;" 
but shaming him is one thing, your honor, and facing him 
another 1 I have heard owlets, but never owlet like him. 

Skakspeare. The Ix>rd be praised 1 All, at last, a-mnning 
to my rescue. Owlet, indeed ! Your worship may have re- 
membered in an ancient book, — indeed, what book is so 
ancient that your worship doth not remember it? — a book 
printed by Dr Faustus. 

Sir Thomas. Before he dealt with the Devil ? 

Skakspeare. Not long before ; it being the very book that 
made the Devil think it worth his while lo deal with him. 

Sir Thomas. What chapter thereof wouldst thou recall unto 
my recollection ? 

Skakspeare. TTiat concerning owls, with the grim ^vs*. 
tfjrc it. Dr. Faastiss, the wise doctor, w\\o Vi\e"« o\S«,v "toasi 
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owls and owlets, knew the tempter in thai fonn. Faustus 
was not your man for fancies and lignients ; and he tells us 
that to his certain knowledge it was verily an owl's face 
that whispered so much mischief in the ear of oui first 
parent. 

"One plainly sees it," quoth Dr. Faustus, "under thzt 
gravity which in human life we call dignity, but of which we 
read nothing in the Gospel. We despise the hangman, we de- 
test the hanged ; and yet, saith Duns Scotus, could we turn 
aside the heavy curtain, or stand high enough a-tiptoe to peep 
through its chinks and crevices, we should perhaps find these 
two characters to stand justly among the most innocent in the 
drama. He who blinketh the eyes of the poor wretch about 
to die doeth it out of mercy ; those who preceded him, bidding 
him in the garb of justice to shed the blood of his fellow-roan, 
had less or none. So they hedge well their own grounds, what 
care they? For this do they catch at stakes and thorns, at 
quick and rotten — " 

Here Master Silas interrupted the discourse of the Devil's 
own doctor, delivered and primed by him before he was the 
Devil's, to which his worship had listened very attentively and 
delightedly. But Master Silas could keep his temper no longer, 
and cried fiercely, " Seditious sermonizcr ! hold thy peace, or 
thou shalt answer for't before convocation !" 

Sir Thomas. Silas, thou dost not approve then the doctrine 
of this Dr. Duns ? 

Sir Silas. Heretical rabbi ! 

Shskspeare. If two of a trade can never agree, yet surely 
two of a name may. 

Sir Silas. Who dares call me heretical ; who dares call me 
rabbi ; who dares call me Scotus? Spider ! spider ! yea, thou 
hast one comer left. I espy thee, and my broom shall reach 
ihee yet. 

Shakspeare. I perceive that Master Silas doth verily believe 
I have been guilty of suborning the witnesses, at least the last, 
the best man (if any difference) of the two. No, sir, no. U 
my family and friends have united their wits and money for 
this purpose, be the crime of perverted justice on their heads ! 
They injure whom they intended to serve. Impiovi'ient men 
(■jf ihe/ouDg may apeak thus of the elderly) ! could they im- 
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Mffos to themselves that your worship was to be hoodwinked 
snd ted astray? 

Sir Thomas. No man shall ever dare to hoodwink mc, to 
lead me astray, — no, nor lead me anywise. Powerful defence ! 
Heyday ! Sil quiet. Master Treen ! Euseby Treen, dost hear 
me? Qench thy fist again, sirrah, and I c!ap thee in the 
stocks. Joseph Caraaby, do not scratch thy bn;ast nor thy 
pate before me. 

— Now, Joseph had not only done that in his wrath, but 
had unbiickleil his leathern garter, fit instrument fur strife 
and blood, and peradventure would have smitten, had not 
the knight, with magisterial authority, interposed. 

His worship said unto him gravely, "Joseph Camaby, 
Joseph Camaby, hast thou never read the words, Put up thy 
iwerdf" 

" Subornation ! >'our worship," cried Master Joe. " Th« i 
fellow hath ne'er a shilling in leather or ttil, and many must go I 
to suborn one like mc." 

" I do believe it of thee," said Sir Thomas ; " but patience, 
nan 1 patience ! he rather tended toward exculpating thee. Ve 
have &i to walk for dinner ; ye may depart." 

They went accordingly. 

Then did Sir Thomas say, "These ore hot men, Silas." 

And Master Silas did reply onto him, " There are brands that 
would set fire to the bulruslics in the millpool. I know these 
twain for quiet folks, having coursed with them over Wincott." 

Sir Thomas then said unto William, " It behoovcth ihcc to I 
stan<l clear of yon Joseph, unless when thou mayest call to thy I 
aid the Matthew Attcrend thou speakest of. lie did then figtu 
valiantly, eb ? " 

Skakspeare. His cause fought valiantly ; his fist but seconded 
it. He won, — proving the golden words to be no property of 
our lady's, although her Highness hath never disclaimed them, j 

Sir Thomas. What art thou saying? 

SkaMspfare. So I heard from a preacher at Oxford, who had 1 
preached at blaster in the chapel-royal of Westminster. 

Sir Thffmas. ITiou I why how could that happen? 0]tfi>pd t 
cfaapel-royal ! 

Shakspeare. And to whom I said (your worship will for- 
give my forwardness), " I have the hortoi, ai, X»\w<: ■wx'iMSiNSitt.— 
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measured miles of the very Sir Thomas Lucy who spake that ; " 
and I vow I said it without any hope or belief that he would 
invite me, as he did, to dine with him thereupon. 

Sir Thomas, There be nigh upon three miles betwixt this 
house and Stratford bridge-end. 

Shakspeare. I dropped a mile in my pride and exultation, 
God forgive me 1 I would not conceal my fault. 

Sir Thomas, Wonderful ! that a preacher so learned as to 
preach before majesty in the chapel-royal should not have 
caught thee tripping over a whole lawful mile, a good third of 
ihe distance between my house and the cross-roads. This is 
incomprehensible in a scholar. 

Shakspeare, God willed that he should become my teacher, 
and in the bowels of his mercy hid my shame. 

Sir Thomas, How earnest thou into the converse of such 
eminent and ghostly men ? 

Shakspeare, How, indeed ! Everything against me. 

— He sighed and entered into a long discourse, which Mas- 
ter Silas would at sundry times have interrupted, but that Sir 
Thomas more than once frowned upon him, even as he had 
frowned heretofore on young Will, who thus began and con- 
tinued his narration : — 

" Hearing the preacher preach at St. Mary's (for being about 
my father's business on Saturday, and not choosing to be a- 
horseback on Sundays, albeit time-pressed, I footed it to Ox- 
ford for my edification on the Lord's day, leaving the sorrel 
with Master Hal Webster of the Tankard and Unicom), — hear- 
ing him preach, as I was saying, before the University in St. 
Mary's church, and hearing him use moreover the very words 
that Matthew fought about, I was impatient (God forgive me !) 
for the end and consummation, and I thought I never should 
hear those precious words that ease every man's heart, * Now, 
to conclude.' However, come they did. I hurried out among 
the foremost, and thought the congratulations of the other 
doctors and dons would last forever. He walked sharply off, 
and few cared to keep his pace, for they are lusty men mostly, 
and spiteful bad women had breathed ^ in the faces of some 
among them, or the gowns had got between their legs. For 

^ In that age there was prevalent a sort of cholera, on which Fracas- 
torius, half a century before, wrote a Latin poem, employing the graceful 
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iny part, I was not to be balked ; so, tripping on aside him, I 
looked in his face askance. Whether he misgave, or how, he 
turned his eyes downward. No matter, have him I would. I 
licked my lips and smacked them loud and smart, and scarcely 
venturing to nod, I gave my head such a sort of motion as dace 
and roach give an angler's quill when they begin to bite. And 
this fairly hooked him. 

" ' Young gentleman,' said he, ' where is your gown ? ' 
" ' Reverend sir,' said I, ' I am unworthy to wear one.' 
" ' A proper youth, nevertheless, and mightily well spoken 1 ' 
he was pleased to say, 

' Your reverence hath given me heart, which failed me.' 
was my reply. ' .Ah, your reverence, those words about the 
Devil were spicy words ; but under favor, I do know the brook- 
side they sprang and flowered by. T is just where it runs into 
Avon ; 't is called Hog-brook.' 

" ' Right,' quoth he, putting his hand gendy on my shoulder ; 
but if I had thought it needful to say so in my sermon, I should 
lave aflfronted the seniors of the University, since many claim 
Ihem, and some peradventure would fain transpose them into 
higher places, and giving up all right and title to them, would 
accept in lieu thereof the poor recompense of a mitre.' 

I wished (unworthy wish for a Sunday!) I had Matthew 
Atiercnd in the midst of them. He would have given ihem 
tknlls mitre -fashioned, if mitres are cloven now as we see them 
on ancient monuments. Matt is your milliner for gentles, who 
&iak no more harm of purloining rich saws in a mitre than 
hne-bom boys do of embezzling hazel-nuts in a woollen cap. 
1 did not venture to expound or suggest my thoughts; but 
fceling my choler rise higher and Higher, I craved permission 
to make my obeisance and depart. 

' Where dost thou lodge, young man? ' said the preacher. 
Bymphi of Homer and Hesiod, lomewhal disused, in the drudgery ot 
'lounding certain birks and minerals. An article in (he ImpeachmeDl of 
^udinaTWolKy accuses him of breathing in the king's (ace, knowing 
tbat he was afFecled niih (his cholera. Il was a great assistant to the 
.RefonnaiicHi, by removing some of (he most vigoroas championi (hat op- 
posed it. In (he Ilolf College i( was followed by the notaUHg rittmeo, 
"Fhich thinned i[ very sorely i and «c*eral even of God's vicegerents were 
lid under tribulation by it. Among (he chambers of (he Vatican it hung 
It age*, and it crowned the labon of Pope LeoXn.,oI blessed inei(u>r<|. 
ilh a crown somewhat uneasy. 

>3 
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" ' At die public,' saii.1 I, ' where my father customarily lodg- 
eth. There too is a mitre of the old lashion, swingiDg on the 
sign-post in the middle of the street.' 

" ' Respectable tavern enough," quoth the reverend doctor ; 
* and worthy men do turn in there, even quality, — Master 
Davenant, Master Powel. Master Whorwood, aged and grave 
men. But taverns are Satan's chapels, and are always well 
attended on the Lord's day, to twit him. Hast thou no friend 
in such a city as Oxford ? ' 

" ' Only the landlady of the Mitre," said I. 

" ' A comely woman," quoth he, ' but too young for business 
by half. Stay thou with me to-day, and fare frugally, but safely. 
What may thy name be, and where is thy abode? ' 

" ■ William Shakspeare, of Stratford-upon-Avon, at your 
service, sir.' 

" ' And welcome,' said he ; ' thy father ere now hath bought 
our college wool. A truly good man we ever found him ; and 
I doubt not he hath educated his son to follow him in his 
paths. There is in the blood of man, as in the blood of 
animals, that which giveth the temper and disposition. These 
require nurture and culture. But what nurture will turn flint- 
stones into garden mould, or what culture rear cabbages in the 
quarries of Hedington Hili ? To be well- bom is the greatest of 
all God's primary blessings, young man, and there ate many 
well-bom among the poor and needy. Thou art not of the 
indigent and destitute, who have great temptations ; thou ait 
not of the wealthy and affluent, who have greater still. God 
hath placed thee, William Shakspeare, in that pleasant island, 
on one side whereof are the sirens, on the other the harpies, but 
inhabiting the coasts on the wider continent, and unable to make 
their talons felt or their voices heard by thee. Unite with mc in 
prayer and thanksgiving for the blessings thus vouchsafed. We 
must not close the heart when the finger of God would touch it. 
Enough, if thou sayest only, My soul, praise thou the l^rtl 1 ' "' 

Sir Thomas said '■ Amen ! " Master Silas was mute for the 
moment, but then quoth he, " I can say Amen too, in the 
proper place." 

The Icnight of Charlecote, who appeared to have been much 
Wken with this conversation, then interrogated Willy: "What 
further might have been thy discourse with the doctor,- 
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did he discourse at all at trencher-time ? Thou must have 
been very much abashed to sit down at table with one who 
wcoreth a pure lamb-skin across his shoulder, and moreover 
a pink hood." 

Slioksftare. Faith 1 was I, youi honor, and could neither 
titter nor gulp. 

A> Tfiomas. These are good signs. Thou hast not lost 
all grace. 

Skakrpeare. With the encouragement of Dr. Glaston — 

Sir Thofnas. And was it Dr. Glaslon? 

Shahpfare, Said I not so? 

.Sir Thomas. The leamedst clerk in Christendom, — a very 
Friai Bacon ! The pope offered a hundred marks in Latin to 
who should eviscerate or evirate him (poisons very potent, 
whereat the Italians are handy), so apostolic and desperate 
a doctor is Dr. Gl.-uton, — so acute in his quiddities, and so 
resolute in his bearing I He knows the dark arts, but stands 
■loof from them. Prythee, what were his words unto thee? 

Shakipeare. Manna, sir, manna ! pure from the desert I 

A> Thomas. Ay, but what spake he ; for most sermons are 
that, and likewise many conversations after dinner? 

Shakspeare. He spake of the various races and qualities of 
men, as before stated, but chiefly on the elect and reprobate, 
ind how to distinguish and know them. 

Sir Thomas. Did he go so far? 

Shakfpfare. He told me that by such discussion he should 
say enough to keep me constantly out of evil company. 

.Sir Thomas. See there, see there ! and yet thou art come 
before me ! Can nothing wain thee? 

Shakifieare. 1 dare not dissemble nor feign nor bold anght 
tiack, although it be to my confusion. As well may I speak 
tt once the whole truth ; for your worship could lind it out if 
I abstainett. 

Sir Thomas. Ay, that I should indeed, and shortly. But, 
come now, I am sated of thy follies and n^uish tricks, and 
yearn aflcr the sound doctrine of that pious man. \Vhat ex- 
pounded the grave Cilaston upon signs and tokens whereby ye 
■hall be known? 

Shahfiare. Wonderful things, — things beyond belief I 
"There be certain men," tiuoth he — 




Sir Thomas. He began well. This promises. 
canst not ihou go on? 

Shakipeare. " There be certain men who rubbing one comer 
of ihe eye (Jo see a peacock's feather at tlie other, and even fire. 
We know, William, what that fire is, and whence it cometh. 
Those wicked men, William, all have their marks upon them, 
be it only a com or a wart or a mole or a hairy ear or a 
loe-nail turned inward. Sufficient, and more than sufficient I 
He knoweth his own by less tokens. Tliere is not one of 
them that doth not sweat at some secret sin committed, or 
some inclination toward it unsnaHlcd. Certain men are there 
likewise who venerate so little the glorious works of the Crea- 
tor that I myself have known them to sneeze at the sun. 
Sometimes it was against their will, and they would gladly 
have checked it had they been able ; but they were forced lo 
show what they are. In our carnal state we say, ^V'hat U one 
against numbers? In another, we shall truly say. What are 
numbers against one?" 

— Sir Thomas did ejaculate, " Amen ! Amen ! " And then 
his lips moved silently, piously, and quickly ; and then said 
he, audibly and loudly, '• And make us at last tme Israelites ! " 
After which he tumed to young Willy, and said anxiously, " Hast 
thou more, lad? Give us it while the Lord strength eneth." 

'■ Sir," answered Willy, " although I thought it no trouble 
on my return lo the Mitre lo write down every word I could 
remember, and although few did then escape me. yet at this 
present I can bring to mind but scanty sentences, and those so 
stray and out of order that they would only prove my incapacity 
Ibr sterling wisdom, and my incontinence of spiritual treasure." 

Sir Thomas. Even that sentence hath a twang of the doctor 
in it. Nothing is so sweet as humility. The mountains may 
descend, but the valleys cannot rise. Every man should know 
himself. Come, repeat what thou canst. I would lain have 
three or four more heads. 

Shakspeare. I know not whether I can give your worship 
more than one other. Let me try. It was when Dr. Glaston 
was discoursing on the protection the wise and powerful should 
afford to the ignorant and weak : — 

" In the earlier ages of mankind, your Greek and Latin 
authors inform you, there went (btlh sundry worthies, 
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might to deliver, not wandering damsels, — albeit for those 
liltcwise ihey had stowage, — but low- conditioned men, who fell 
undei the displeasure of the higher, and groaned in thraldom 
and captivity. And these mighty ones were believed to have 
done such services to poor humanity that their memory grew 
greater than they, as shadows do than substances at day-falL 
And the sons and grandsons of the delivered did laud and 
magnify those glorious names ; and some in gratitude, and 
some in tribulation, did ascend the hills, which appeared unto 
them as altars bestrewn with flowers and herbage for Heaven's 
acceptance. And many did go far into the quiet groves, under 
lofty trees, looking for whatever was mightiest and roost pro- 
tecting ; and in such places did they cry aloud unto the mighty, 
who had left them, 'Return, return 1 help us, help us! be 
blessed I forever blessed ! " 

" Vain men 1 but, had they stayed there, not evil. Out of 
gratitude, purest gratitude, rose idolatry. For the Devil aces 
the fairest, and soils it. 

" Id these our days, methinks, whatever other sins we may 
fall into, such idolatry is the least dangerous. For neither on 
the one side is there much disposition for gratitude, nor on the 
Other much zeal to deliver the innocent and oppressed. Even 
this deliverance, although a merit and a high one, is not the 
highest. Forgiveness is beyond it. Forgive, or ye shall not 
be forgiven. This ye may do every day ; for if ye find not 
offences, ye feign them, — and surely ye may remove your own 
work, if yc may remove another's. To rescue requires more 
thought and wariness : team then the easier lesson first. After- 
ward, when yc rescue any from another's violence, or from his 
own (which oftentimes is more dangerous, as the enemies are 
within not only the penetrals of his house but of his heart), 
bind up hti wounds before ye send him on his way. Should 
ye at any time overtake the erring, and resolve to deliver him 
up, 1 will tell yon whither to conduct him. Conduct him to 
his lord and Master, whose household he hath left. It is 
better to consign him to Christ his Saviour ttun to man his 
murderer; it is better to bid him live than to bid him die. 
The one word our Teacher and IVescrver said, the other our 
enemy and destroyer. Bring him back again, the stray, the 
lost one ; bring him back, not vrilh c\a\» ai^ oii?j€a,'w*.-«"^ 
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halberts and halters, but generously and gently, and with the 
linking of the arm. In this posture shall God above smile 
upon ye ; in this posture of yours he shall recognize again his 
beloved Son upon earth. Do ye likewise, and depart in peace." 

— William had ended, and there was silence in the hall for 
some time after, when Sir Thomas said : " He spake unto 
somewhat mean persons, who may do it without disparage- 
ment. I look for authority, I look for doctrine, and find none 
yet. If he could not have drawn us out a thread or two from 
the coat of an apostle, he might have given us a smack of 
Augustine, or a sprig of Basil. Our older sermons are headier 
than these. Master Silas; our new beer is the sweeter and 
clammier, and wants more spice. The doctor hath seasoned 
his with pretty wit enough (to do him justice), which in a 
sermon is never out of place ; for if there be the bane, there 
likewise is the antidote. What dost thou think about it. 
Master Silas?" 

Sir Silas. I would not give ten farthings for ten folios of 
such sermons. 

Shakspeare, These words, Master Silas, will oftener be 
quoted than any others of thine, but rarely (do I suspect) as 
applicable to Dr. Glaston. I must stick unto his gown. I 
must declare that, to my poor knowledge, many have been 
raised to the bench of bishops for less wisdom, and worse, than 
is contained in the few sentences I have been commanded by 
authority to recite. No disparagement to anybody ! I know, 
Master Silas, and multitudes bear witness, that thou above 
most art a dead hand at a sermon. 

Sir Silas. Touch my sermons, wilt dare? 

Shakspeare. Nay, Master Silas, be not angered; it is 
courage enough to hear them. 

Sir Thomas, Now, Silas, hold thy peace, and rest con- 
tented. He hath excused himself unto thee, throwing in a 
compliment far above his station, and not unworthy of Rome 
or Florence. I did not think him so ready. Our Warwick- 
shire lads are fitter for football than courtesies ; and, sooth to 
say, not only the inferior. 

— His worship turned from Master Silas toward William, 
and said, " Brave Willy, thou hast given us our bitters ; we 
are ready now for anything solid. What hast left?" 
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Thomoi. Well, give us that Utile or nothing. 

— William Shakspeare was obedient lo the commands of Sir 
Thomas, who had spoketi thus kindly uato him, and had deigned 
to cast at him from his " lordly dish " (as the Psalmist huth it) 
a fragment of lacetiousness. 

Shakspeare. Alas, sir 1 may I repeat it without offence, it 
not being doctrine but admonition, and meant for me only? 

Sir Thomas. Speak it the rather for that. 

Then did William give utterance to the words of the preacher, 
not indeed in his sennon at St. Mary's, but after dinner : — 

" Lust seizcth us in youth, ambition in midlife, avarice in 
old age ; but vanity and pride are the besetting sins that drive 
the augels from our cradle, pamper us with luscious and most 
imwholesome food, ride our first stick with us, mount our first 
hone with us, wake with us in the morning, dream with us in 
the night, and never at any lime abandon us. In this world, 
beginning with pride and vanity, we are delivered over from 
tormentor to tormentor, until the worst tormentor of all taketh 
absolute possession of us forever, seizing us at the mouth of 
the grave, enchaining us in his own dark dungeon, standing at 
Uie door, and laughing at our cries. But the Lord, out of his 
infinite mercy, hath placed in the hand of every man the helm 
to steer his course by, pointing it out with his finger, and 
giving him strength as well as knowledge to pursue it. 

" William, AVilliam ! there is in the moral straits a current 
from right to wrong, but no refiux from wrong to right, — for 
which destination we must hoist our sails alofl and ply our oars 
incessantly, or night and the tempest will overtake us, and 
wc shall shriek out in vain from the billows, and irrecoverably 
sink." 

" Amen ! " cried Sir Thomas most devoutly, sustaining his 
voice long and loud. " Open that casement, good Silas j the 
day is su1tr>' for the season of the year ; it approachcih unto 
noontide. The room is close, and those blue flies do make a 
strange hubbub." 

Shakspeare, In troth do they, sir; they come from the 
kitchen, and do savor woundily of roast goose I And, me- 
thinks — 

Sir Thomas. What bethiakesl thoa'i 
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Shakspeare, The fancy of a moment^ — a light and vain 
one. 

Sir Thctnas. Thou rehevest me ; speak it 

Shakspeare, How could the creatures cast their coarse rank 
odor thus far, even into your presence ? A noble and spacious 
hall ! Charlecote, in my mind, beats Warwick Castle, and 
challenges Kenilworth. 

Sir Thomas, The hall is well enough, — I must say it is a 
noble hall, a hall for a queen to sit down in. And I stuffed an 
arm-chair with horse-hair on purpose, feathers over it, swan- 
down over them again, and covered it with scarlet cloth of 
Bruges, five crowns the short ell. But her Highness came not 
hither ; she was stopped short ; she had a tongue in her ear. 

Shakspeare. Where all is spring, all is buzz and murmur. 

Sir Thomas. Quaint and solid as the best yew-hedge 1 I 
marvel at thee. A knight might have spoken it under favor. 
They stopped her at Warwick — to see what ? two old towers 
that don't match ! * Charlecote Hall, I could have told her 
sweet Highness, was built by those Lucies who came over with 
Julius Caesar and William the Conqueror, with cross and scal- 
lop-shell on breast and beaver. But, honest Willy — 

Such were the very words; I wrote them down with two 
signs in the margent, — one a mark of admiration, as thus ( ! ) ; 
the other of interrogation (so we call it), as thus ( ? ). 

"But, honest Willy, I would fain hear more," quoth the 
knight, " about the learned Dr. Glaston. He seemedi to be a 
man after God's own heart." 

Shakspeare, Ay is he ! Never doth he sit down to dinner 
but he readeth first a chapter of the Revelation ; and if he 
tasteth a pound of butter at Carfax, he saith a grace long 

enough to bring an appetite for a baked bull's ^zle.' If 

this be not after God's own heart, I know not what is. 

^ Sir Thomas seems to have been jealous of these two towers, certainly 
the finest in England. If Warwick Castle could borrow the windows 
from Kenilworth, it would be complete. 

> Another untoward blot I but leaving no doubt of the word. The 
only doubt is, whether he meant the muzzle of the animal itself or one 
of those leathern muzzles which are often employed to coerce the vio- 
lence of animals. In besieged cities men have been reduced to such 
extremities. But the muzzle in this place would more properly be 
called the bunker^ which is often put upon bulls in pastures wnen they 
are vicious. 
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Sir Tkemas. I would fain confer with him, but thai 
lieth afar off, — a matter of thirty miles, I hear. I might in- 
deed write unto him ; but our Waiwickshire pens are mighty 
broad-nibbed, and there is a something in this plaguy Ink of 
ours sadiy ropy. 

" I fear there is," quoth Willy, 

"And I should scorn," continued his worship, "to write 
otherwise than in a fine Italian character, to the master of a 
college near in dignity to knighthood." 

Skakipeare. Worehipful sir, is there no other way of com- 
municating but by person, or writing, or messages? 

&> Thomas. I will consider and devise. At present I can 
think of none so satisfactory. 

— .And now did the great clock over the gateway strike ; and 
Bill Shakspeare did move his lips, even as Sir Thomas bad 
moved his erewhile in ejaculating. And when he had wagged 
them twice or thrice after the twelve strokes of the clock were 
over, again he ejaculated with voice also, saying, " Mercy upon 
us ! how the day wears ! Twelve strokes ! Might I retire, 
please your worship, into the chapel for about three quartets 
of an hour, and perform the service ' as ordained ? " 

Before Sir Thomas could give him leave or answer, did Sr 
Silas cry aloud, " He would purloin the chalice, wortli forty- 
eight shillings, and melt it down in the twinkling of an eye, he 
is so crafty." 

But the knight was more reasonable, and said, reprovingly, 
"There now, Silas, thou lalkcst widely, and verily in malice, 
if tlicre be any in thee." 

" Try him," answered Master Silas ; " I don't kneel where 
he docs. Could he have but his wicked will of me he would 
chop my legs off, as he did the poor buck's." 

Sir Thomas. No, no, no ! he hath neither guile nor revenge 
in him. Wc may let him have his way, now that he hath taken 
the right one. 

Sir Silas. Popery, sheer popery, strong as hartshorn I 
Your papists keep tliese outlanilish hours for their Masses and 
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muramery. Surely we might let God alone at twelve o'clock ! 
Have we no bowels? 

Shakspeare. Gracious sir, I do not urge it ; and the time is 
now past by some minutes. 

Sir Thomas. Art thou popishly inclined, William? 

Sltakspeart. Sir, I am not popishly inclined ; I am not 
dined to pay tribute of coin or understanding to those who 
rush forward with a pistol at my breast, crying, " Stand, or you 
are a dead man ! " I have but one guide in iaiih, a powerful, 
an almighty one. He wiL not suffer to waste away and vanish 
the faith for which he died. He hath chosen in all countries 
pure hearts for its depositaries ; and I would rather take it 
from a friend and neighbor, intelligent and righteous and i 
jecting lucre, than from some foreigner educated in the pride 
of cities or in the moroseness of monasteries, who sells me what 
Christ gave me, — his own flesh and blood. I can repeat by 
heart what I read above a year agone, albeit I cannot bring to 
mind the title of the book in which 1 read it. These are the 
words : — 

"The most venal and sordid of all the superstitions that 
have swept and darkened our globe may indeed, like African 
locusts, have consumed the green com in very extensive 
gions, and may return periodically to consume it ; but the 
strong unwearied laborer who sowed it hath alway sown it in 
other places less exposed to such devouring pestilences. 
Those cunning men who formed to themselves the gorgeous 
plan of universal dominion were aware thai they had a better 
chance of establishing it than brute ignorance or bruie force 
could supply, and that soldiers and their paymasters were sub- 
ject to other and powerfuUer fears than the transitory ones of 
war and invasion. What they found in heaven they seized; 
what they wanted they forged. 

"And so long as there is vice and ignorance in the world, so 
long as fear is a passion, their dominion will prevail ; but their 
dominion is not, and never shall be, universal. Can ' 
wonder that it is so general? Can we wonder that anything is 
wanting lo give it authority and effect, when every learned, 
every prudent, every powerful, every ambitious man in Europe 
for above a thousand years imited in the league to consoli- 
date il ? 
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" The old dealers in the shambles, where Christ's body is 
exposed for sole in convenient marketable slices, have not 
covered wiili bloud and filth the whole pavement. Beautiful 
usages are remaining still, kindly alTcctions, radiimt hopes, and 
ardent aspirations ! 

" It is a comfortable thing to reflect — as they do, and as 
wc may do unblamably — that we are uplifting to our Guide 
and Maker the same incense of the heart, and are uttering the 
very words, which our dearest friends in all quarters of the 
earth, nay in heaven itself, are uDering to the throne of grace 
at the same moment. 

" Thus are we together through the immensity of space. 
What are these bodies? Do they unite us? No; they keep 
us apart and asunder even while we touch. Realms and 
oceans, woijds and ages, open before two spirits bent on 
heaven. What a choir surrounds us when we resolve to live 
unitedly and harmoniously in Christian faith I " 

Sir Thomas. Now, Silas, what sayest thou? 

Sir Si/as. Ignorant fool ! 

SAaksfeare. Ignorant fools are bearable. Master Silas; 
your wise ones are the worst. 

Sir Thomas. Pryihce no bandying of loggerheads. 

Sfiakspgare, — 

Or elie what mortal man tball say 
Whose tbiiu may tuHct in the ftay ? 

Sir TTicmas. Thou reasonest aptly and timest well. And 
surely being now in so rational and religious a frame of mind, 
thou couldst recall to memory a section, or head or two, of 
the sermon holden at St. Mary's. It would do thee and us as 
much good as " Lighten our darkness," or " Forasmuch as it 
hath pleased ; " and somewhat less than three quarters of an 
hour (may-be less than one quarter) sufliceth. 

Sir SiAis. Or he hangs without me. 1 am for dirmer in 
half the time. 

Sir Thomas. Silas, Silas ! he hongeth not with thee or 
without ihce, 

^r Silas. He ihinketh himself a clever fellow; but he 
(look ye) is the cleverest that gets off, 

"1 hold quite the coniiary," quoth W\tt 'Sia.Vsv^a.w.'w'KiKSNt 
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at Master Silas, from the comfort and encouragement he had 
jtist received touching the hanging. 

And Master Silas had his answer ready, and showed that he 
was more than a match for poor Willy in wit and poetry. He 
answered thus : — 

** If winks are wit. 
Who wanteth it ? 

Thou hadst other bolts to kill bucks withal. In wit, sirrah, 
thou art a mere child.*' 

Shakspeare. Little dogs are jealous of children, great ones 
fondle them. 

Sir Thomas. An that were written in the "Apocrypha," 
in the very teeth of Bel and the Dragon, it could not be truer. 
I have witnessed it with my own eyes, over and over. 

Sir Silas, He will take this for wit Ukewise, now the arms 
of Lucy do seal it. 

Sir Thomas. Silas, they may stamp wit, they may further 
wit, they may send wit into good company, but not make it. 

Shakspeare. Behold my wall of defence ! 

Sir Silas. An thou art for walls, I have one for thee from 
Oxford, pithy and apposite, sound and solid, and trimmed up 
becomingly, as a collar of brawn with a crown of rosemary, or 
a boar's head with a lemon in the mouth. 

Shakspeare. Egad, Master Silas ! those are your walls for 
lads to climb over, an they were higher than Babel's. 

Sir Silas. Have at thee ! 

Thou art a wall 
To make the ball 
Rebound from. 

Thou hast a back 
For beadle's crack 

To sound from, to sound from. 

The foolishest dolts are the ground-plot of the most wit, as the 
idlest rogues are of the most industry. Even thou hast brought 
wit down from Oxford. And before a thief is hanged Parlia- 
ment must make laws, attome}'s must engross them, printers 
stamp and publish them, hawkers cry them, judges expound 
them, juries weigh and measure them with offences, then execu- 
tioners carry them into effect. The farmer hath already sown the 
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hemp, the rope-maker hath twisted it ; sawyers saw the timber, 
carpenters tack together the shell, grave-diggers delve the earth. 
And all this truly for fellows like unto thee ! 
Skaispeare. Whom a God came down from heaven to 

Sir Thomas. Silas, he hangeih not. William, I must 
have the heads of tlie sermon, six or seven of 'em ; thou hast 
whetted my appetite keenly. How ! dost duck thy pate into 
thy hat? Nay, nay, that is proper and becoming at church ; we 
need not such solemnity. Repeat unto us the setting forth at 
St Mary's. 

— Whereupon did William Shakspeare entreat of Master Silas 
that he would help him in his ghostly endeavors, by repeating 
what he called the preliminary prayer, — which prayer I find no- 
where in our ritual, and do suppose it to be one of those Latin 
supplications used in out learned universities, now ot erewhile. 
r ara afeard it hath not the approbation of the strictly or- 
thodox, for inasmuch as Master Silas at such entreaty did 
close his lecth against it, and with teeth thus closed did say, 
Athanosius-wisc, " Go, and be damned 1 " 

Bill was not disheartened, but said he hoped better, and be- 
gan thus ; " ' My brethren ! ' said the preacher, ' or rather let 
me call you my children, — such is my age confronted with 
youts, for the most part : my children, then, and my brethren 
(fur here are both), believe me, killing is forbidden.' " 

Sir Thomas. This, not being delivered unto us from the 
pulpit by the preacher himself, we may look inlo. Sensible 
mui, shrewd reasoner, what a stroke against deer-stealers ! 
how full of truth and ruth I Excellent discour^ ! 

Shaksftare. The last part was the best. 

Sir Thomas. I always find it so. The softest of the cheese- 
cake is left in the platter when the crust is eaten. He kept 
the beat bit for ihe last, then? He pushed it under the salt, 
eh? He told thee — 

Shakspeare. Kxactly so. 

AV Thomas. What was it? 

Shakspeare. " Ve shall not kilL" 

Sir Thomas. How I did he run in a circle like a hare? 
One of his mettle should break cover and alt across the 
country, Lke a Ibx or hurt. 
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Shakspeare. " And yet ye kill time when ye can, and are 
uneasy when ye cannot." 

Whereupon did Sir Thomas say aside unto himself, but within 
my hearing, '' Faith and troth ! he must have had a head in at 
the window here one day or other." 

Shakspeare, " This sin crieth unto the Lord." 

Sir Thomas. He was wrong there. It is not one of those 
that cry: mortal sins cry. Surely he could not have fallen 
into such an eiror ! it must be thine ; thou misunderstoodest 
him. 

Shakspeare, Mayhap, sir. A great heaviness came over 
me ; I was oppressed in spirit^ and did feel as one awakening 
from a dream. 

Sir Thomas, Godlier men than thou art do often feel the 
right hand of the Lord upon their heads in like manner. It 
foUoweth contrition, and precedeth conversion. Continue. 

Shakspeare. " My brethren and children," said the teacher, 
" whenever ye want to kill time call God to the chase, and bid 
the angels blow the horn, and thus ye are sure to kill time to 
your heart's content. And ye may feast another day, and 
another after that — " 

— Then said Master Silas unto me concernedly, "This is 
the mischief-fullest of all the DeviPs imps, to talk in such wise 
at a quarter past twelve ! " But William went straight on, not 
hearing him : — 

" — upon what ye shall in such pursuit have brought home 
with you. Whereas, if ye go alone, or two or three together, 
nay, even if ye go in thick and gallant company, and yet pro- 
vide not that these be with ye, my word for it, and a power- 
fuller word than mine, ye shall return to your supper tired and 
jaded, and rest little when ye want to rest most." 

" Hast no other head of the doctor's? " quoth Sir Thomas. 
! " Verily none," replied Willy, " of the morning's discourse, 
saving the last words of it, which, with God's help, I shall al- 
ways remember." 

" Give us them, give us them ! " said Sir Thomas. " He 
wants doctrine, he wants authority. His are grains of millet, 
grains for unfledged doves; but they are sound, except the 
crying. Deliver unto us the last words; for the last of the 
preacher, as of the hanged, are usually the best." 
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Then did William repeat the concluding words of the dis- 
course, being these : '■ As years are nuining past us, let us 
throw something on them which they cannot shake off tn-the 
dust and hurry of the world, but must carry with thern to 
that great year of all, wheretmto the lesser of this mortal life 
do lend and are svibservieni." 

Sir Thomas, after a pause, and after having bent his knee 
under the table, as though there had been the church-cushion, 
said unto us, " Here he spake through a glass, darkly, as 
blessed Paul hath it." 

Then turning toward Willy, "And nothing more?" 

"Nothing but the glory," quoth Willy; "at which there is 
always such a clatter of feet upon the floor, and creaking of 
benches, and rustling of gowns, and bustle of bonnets, and 
justle of cushions, and dust of mats, and treading of toes, and 
punching of elbows from the spitcfuller, that one wishes to be 
fdrty out of it, after the scramble for the peace of God is at 
an end — " 

Sir Thomas threw himself back upon his arm-chair, and ex- 
claimed in wonderment, " How I " 

Shakspeare. — and in the midst of the service again, were it 
possible. For nothing is painfiiller than to have the pail shaken 
off the head when it is brim-full of the waters of life, and we 
are walking staidly under it. 

Sir Thomas, Had the learned doctor preached again in 
the evening, pursuing the thread of his discourse, he might per- 
adventure have made up the deficiencies I And in him. 

Skakspeare. He had not that opportunity. 

Sir Thomas. "ITie more 's the pity. 

Shafufearf. The evening admonition, delivered by him 
unto the household — 

Sir Thomas. What ! and did he indce<l show wind enough 
for that? Prylhce out with it, if ihou didst put it into ihy 
tablets. 

Skakspeare, Alack, sir ! there were SO many Latin words, 
I fear me I should be at fault in such attempt. 

Sir Thomas. Fear not ; we can help thee out between tis, 
were there a dozen or a score. 

ShaHspeare. Bating those Latinities, I do verity think I 
fould tie up again most of the points in his doublet. 
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Sir Thomas. At him, then 1 What was his bearing? 

Shakspeare. In dividing his matter, he spooned oul and 
apportioned the commons in his discourse as best suited the 
quality, capacity, and constitution of his hearers. To those in 
priests' orders he delivered a sort of catechism. 

SirSiias. He catechise grown men ! He catechise mm in 
priests' orders, being no bishop, nor bishop's ordinary 1 

Skakspeare, He did so ; it may be at his peril. 

Sir Thomas. And what else, for catechisms are baby's 
pap. 

Shakspeare. He did not catechise, but he admonished, the 
richer gentlemen with gold tassels for their top-knots. 

Sir Silas, I thought as much. It was no better in my 
time. Admonitions fell gently upon those gold tassels, and 
they ripened degrees as glass and sunshine ripen cucumbers. 
We priests, forsooth, are catechised I The woret question to 
any gold tasseller is, "How do you do?" Old Alma Mater 
coaxes and would be coaxed ; but kl her look sharp, or 
spectacles may be thrust upon her nose that shall make her 
eyes water. Aristotle could make out no royal road to wis- 
dom ; but this old woman of ours will show you one, an you 
tip her. Tilley valley I ' catechise priests, indeed I 

Sir Tliomas. Peradventure he did it discreetly. Let us 
examine and judge him. Repeat thou what he said unto 
them, 

Shakspeare. " Many," said he, " are ingenuous, many are 
devout, some timidly, some strenuously ; but nearly all flinch 
and rear and kick at the slightest touch, or least inquisitive 
suspicion of an unsound part in their doctrine. And j'et, my 
brethren, we ought rather to flinch and fee! sore at our own 
searching touch, our own serious inquisition into ourselves. 
Let us preachers, who are sufficiently liberal in bestowing our 
advice upon others, inquire of ourselves whether the exercise 
of spiritual authority may not be sometimes too pleasant, tick- 
ling our breasts with a plume from Satan's wing, and turning 
our heads with that inebriating poison which he halh been 
seen to instil into the very chalice of our sal\aiion. Let us 
ask ourselves in the closet, whether, after we have humbled 
» the Second. It 
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ourselves before God in our prayere, we never rise beyond the 
due standard in the puljiit ; whether our zeal for the troth be 
never overheated by internal fires less holy; whether we 
never grovr stiffly and sternly pertinacious, at the very time 
when we are reproving the obstinacy of others ; and whether 
we have not frequently so acted as if we believed that opposi- 
tion were to be relaxed and borne away by self-sufficiency and 
intolerance. Believe me, the wisest of ua have our catechism 
ta learn ; and these, my dear friends, are not the only ques- 
tions contained in it. No Christian can hate, no Christian can 
malign ; nevertheless, do we not often both hate and malign 
those unhappy men who are insensible to God's mercies? 
And I fear this unchristian spirit swells darkly, with all iti 
venom, in the marble of our hearts, — not because out brother 
is insensible to these mercies, but because he is insensible to 
our laculty of persuasion, turning a deaf ear unto our claim 
upon his obedience, or a blind or sleepy eye upon the foimtain 
of light, whereof we deem ourselves the sacred reservoirs- 
There is one more question at which ye will tremble when ye 
ask it in the recesses of your souls (1 do tremble at it, yet must 
utter it), — Whether we do not more warmly and erectly 
stand up for God's word because it came from our mouths, 
than because it came from his? Learned and ingenious men 
may indeed find a solution and excuse for all these ]>ro]>osi- 
dons ; but the wise unto salvation will cry, ' Forgive rac, O my 
God, if, called by thee to walk in thy way, I have not swept 
this dust from the sanctuary ! ' " 

Sir Themoi. All this, mcthinks, is for the behoof of clerks 
and ministers. 

Shakspeart, He taught them what they who teach olhen 
should learn and practise, 'llien did he look toward the young 
gentlemen of large fortune, and lastly his glances fell upon us 
poorer folk, whom he instructed in the duty wc owe to our 
superiors. 

Sir Thomas. Ay, there he had a host. 

Shahptare. In one part of his admonition be said: 
"Voung gendcrnen, let not the highest of you who hear me 
this evening be led into the delusion (for such it is) that the 
founder of his family was pripnaUy a greater or a beU£,t tki:^ 
than the lowest here. He willed il, an4\)ccam«\v. Vie. -wta^ 
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have stood low; he must have worked hard, and with tools 
inoieover of his own invention and fashioning. He waved and 
whistled off ten thousand strong and importunate temptations ; 
he dashed the dice-box from the jewelled hand of Chance, the 
cup from Pleasure's, and trod under foot the sorceries of each ; 
he ascended steadily the precipices of Danger, and looked 
down with intrepidity from the summit ; he overawed Arro- 
gance with Sedateness ; he seized by the hom and overleaped 
low Violence ; and he fairly swung Fortune round. 

" The veiy high cannot rise much higher, the very low may ; 
the truly great must have done it. 

"This is not the doctrine, my friends, of the silkenlyand 
lawnly religious ; it wears the coarse texture of the fisherman, 
and walks uprightly and straightforward under it. I am speak- 
ing now more particularly to you among us upon whom God 
hath laid the encumbrances of wealth, the sweets whereof bring 
teasing and poisonous thin^ about you, not easily sent away. 
What now are your pretensions under sacks of money, or your 
enjoyments under the shade of genealogical trees? Are they 
rational? Are they real? Do they exist at all? Strange in- 
consistency, to be proud of having as much gold and silver 
laid upon you as a mule hath, and yet to cany it less com- 
posedly ! The mule is not answerable for the conveyance and 
discharge of his burden ; you are. Stranger infatuation still, 
to be prouder of an excellent thing done by another than by 
yourselves, supposing any excellent thing to have actually been 
done ; and, after all, to be more elated on his cruelties than 
his kindnesses, — by the blood he hath spilt than by the benefits 
he hath conferred, — and to acknowledge less obligation to a 
well-informed and well-intentioned progenitor than to a lawless 
and ferocious barbarian ! Would stocks and stumps, if they 
could utter words, utter such gross stupidity? Would the 
apple boast of his crab origin, or tlie peach of his prune? 
Hardly any raan is ashamed of being inferior to his ancestors, 
although it is the very thing at which the great should blush, if 
indeed the great in general descended from the worthy. I did 
expect to see the day, — and although 1 shall not see it, it 
must come at last, — when he shall be treated as a madman 
or an impostor who dares to claim nobility or precedency, and 
cannot show his family name in the history of his country. 
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Even he who can show it, and who cannot write his own iindei 
it in the same or as goodly charactera, miisl submit to the irn- 
jHitation of degeneracy, from which the lowly and obscure arc 
exempt. 

" He alone who maketh you wiser, raaketh you greater ; 
and it is only by such an implement that Almighty God 
himself eflect3 it. When he taketh away a man's wisilom, he 
takcth away his strength, his power over others, and over him- 
self. What help for him then? He may sit idly and swell his 
spleen, saying, 'Who is this? Who is that?' and at the ques- 
tion's end the spirit of inquiry dies away in him. Il would not 
have been so if in happier hour he had said within himself, 
'Who am I? What am I?' and had prosecuted the search in 
good earnest. 

" When we ask who /iti man is, or who fAaf man is, we do 
not expect or hope for a plain answer; we sifould be dis- 
appointed at a direct, oi a rational, or a kind one. We desire 
to hear that he was of low origin, or had committed some 
crime, or been subjected to some calamity. Whoever he be, 
in general we disregard or despise him, unless we discover that 
he possesseth by nature many (jualities of mind and body which 
he never brings into use, and many accessories of situation and 
fortune which he brings into abuse every day. According to 
the arithmetic in practice, he who makes the most idlera and 
the most ingiates is the most worshipful. But wiser ones than 
the scorers in this school will tell you how riches and power 
were bestowed by Providence that generosity and mercy should 
be exercised : for if every gift of the Almighty were distributed 
in equal portions to every creature, less of such virtues would 
be called into the field ; consequently there would be less of 
gratitude, less of submission, less of devotion, less of hope, and 
in the total, less of content." 

— Here he ceased, and Sir Thomas nodded, and said, 
" Re.isonablc enough ! nay, .ilmost too reasonable t But where 
arc the apostles? Where are the disciples? Where are the 
saints? Where is hell-fire? Well, patience 1 we may come to 
it yet. Goon, Witt!" 

With such encoiinigemenl before him. did Will Shakspcare 
lake breath and continue : " ' We mortals arc too m.vic,\\ ■mjjo.'v 
tomcd to behold our siijit-riors in tanV. aivi sS,3.\.\«u is,'»i«;''c^w*^ 
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the leaves in the forest. While we stand under these leaves, — 
our protection and refuge from heal and labor, — we see only 
the rougher side of them, and the gloominess of the branches 
on whiiih they hang. In the midst of their benefits we are 
insensible to their utility and their beauty, and appear to be 
ignorant that if they were placed less high above us, we should 
derive from them less advantage.' " 

Sir Thomas. Ay ; envy of superiority made the angels kick 
and run restive. 

Skakspeare. May it please your worship, with all my iaults, 
I have ever borne due submission and reverence toward tny 
superiors. 

.S;> Thomas. Very right ! very scriptural I But most folks 
do that. Our duty is not iultilled unless we bear absolute 
veneration ; unless we are ready to lay down our lives and 
fortunes at the foot of the throne, and everything else at the 
foot of those who administer the laws under virgin majesty. 

Shaksptare. Honored sir, I am quite ready to lay down ray 
life and fortune, and all the rest of me, before that great virgin. 

Sir Silas. Thy life and fortune, to wit ! ^\'hat are they 
worth? A June cob-nut, maggot and all. 

Sir Thomas. Silas, we will not repudiate nor rebuff his 
Magdalen, that bringeth a pot of ointment. Rather let us 
teach and tutor than tw-it. It is a tractable and conducible 
youth, being in good company. 

Sir Silas. Teach and tutor 1 Hold hard. sir. These base 
varlets ought to be taught but two things, — to bow as bescem- 
eth thera to their betters, and to hang perpendicular. We 
have authority for it, that no man can add an inch to his 
stature ; but by aid of the sheriff, I engage to find a chap who 
shall add two or three to this whoreson's.' 

Sir Thomas. Nay, nay, now, Silas 1 the lad'a mother was 
always held to be an honest woman. 

' " Whoreson," if we may hi/ard a conjecture, means the son of a 
woman of ill-rcputc. In this wc ate borne nui by the coniexL It ap- 
pears to have escaped the commenialors on Shakspcaie. 

"Whoreson," a word of trequcM Mcurrcnce in ihe comedies; mow 
larely fnund in the iragedica. Although now obsolete, the expression 
proves (hat there were (oc were believed to be) suth persons fonnerly. 

(The Ediioris indebted to two learned friends for these !■ ' " 

which appear ao less just than iiigeniom.) 
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Sir Silas. His mother may be an honest woman for me. 

Shakipearf. No small privilege, by my faith, for any Wq- 
tDan in the next parish to thee, Master Silas ! 

Sir Silas. There again ! out comes the filthy runlet from 
the ((uagmire that but now lay su quiet with all its own in it. 

Ska/isfeare. Until it was trodden on by the ass that could 
not leap over it, 'ITiese, 1 think, are the words of the fable. 

Sir Th/>mas. They are so, 

Sir Silas. What fable? 

Sir Thomas. Tush 1 don't press him too hard ; he wants 
not wit, but learning. 

Sir Silas. He wants a rope's end ; and a rope's end is not 
enough for htm, unless we throw in the other. 

Sir Tkomas. Peradventure he may be an instrument, a 
potter's clay, a type, a token. 1 have seen many young men, 
and none like unto him. He is shallow, but clear; he is 
simple, but ingenuous. 

Sir Silas. Drag the ford again then ! In my mind he is as 
deep as the big tankard ; and a mouthful of rough burrage will 
be the beginning and end of it. 

Sir Thomas. No fear of that. Neither, if rightly reported 
by the youngster, is there so much doctrine in the doctor as we 
expected. He doth not dwell upon the main : he is worldly ; 
he is wise in his generation ; he says things out of his own 
head. Silas, that can't hold ! We want props, — Julcrums, 1 
think you called 'em to the farmers ; or was it stimulums t 

Sir Si/as. Both very good words. 

Sir Thomas. I should be mightily pleased Co bear thee dis- 
pute with that great don. 

Sir Silas. I hale dLsputations. Saint Paul warns us against 
them. If one wants to be thirsty, the tail of a stockfish is as 
good for it as the head of a logician. The doctor there at 
Uxfonl is in flesh and mettle ; but let him be sleek and gin- 
gered as he may, clap me in St, Mary's pulpit, cassock me, 
]aml}-skin me, give me pink for my colors, glove me to the 
elbow, heel-piece me half an ell high, cushion me before and 
behind, bring me a mug of mild ale and a rasher of bacon, only 
just to r.on over the text withal, — then allow me fair plaj', and 
as much of my own way as he had, and the Devil take the 
hindermost. I am his man at any lime. 
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Sir Thomas. I am fain to believe it. Verily, I do think, 
Silas, thou hast as much stuff in thee as most men. Our 
beef and mutton at Charlecote rear other than babes and 
sucklings. I like words taken, like thine, from black-letter 
books. They look stiff and sterling, and as though a man 
might dig about *em for a week, and never loosen the lightest. 
Thou hast alway at hand either saint or devil, as occasion 
needeth, according to the quality of the sinner, and they never 
come imcalled for. Moreover, Master Silas, I have observed 
that thy hell-fire is generally lighted up in the pulpit about the 
dog-days. 

— Then turned the worthy knight unto the youth, saying, 
" T were well for thee, William Shakspeare, if the learned doc- 
tor had kept thee longer in his house, and had shown unto thee 
the danger of idleness, which hath often led unto deer-stealing 
and poetry. In thee we already know the one, although the 
distemper hath eaten but skin-deep for the present ; and we 
have the testimony of two burgesses on the other. The pur- 
suit of poetry, as likewise of game, is unforbidden to persons 
of condition." 

Shakspeare. Sir, that of game is the more likely to keep 
them in it. 

Sir Thomas. It is the more knightly of the two; but 
poetry hath also her pursuers among us. I myself, in my 
youth, had some experience that way ; and I am fain to blush 
at the reputation I obtained. His honor, my father, took me 
to London at the age of twenty ; and sparing no expense in 
my education, gave fifty shillings to one Monsieur Dubois to 
teach me fencing and poetry in twenty lessons. In vacant 
hours he taught us also the laws of honor, which are different 
from ours. 

In France you are unpolite unless you solicit a judge or his 
wife to favor your cause ; and you inevitably lose it. In France 
there is no want of honor where there is no want of courage ; 
you may lie, but you must not hear that you lie. I asked him 
what he thought then of lying, and he replied, — 

" C'est selon." 

"And suppose you should overhear the whisper?" 

" Ah, parbleu 1 Cela m'irrite, cela me pousse au bout." 

I was going on to remark that a real man of honor could less 
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beat to be than to hear it ; when he cried, at the words " real 
man of honor," " Le voili, Monsieur, le voili ! " and gave him- 
self such a blow on the breast as convinced me the French are 
a brave peojile. 

He told u& that nothing but his honor was left him. but that 
it supplied the pUce of all he had lost. It was discovered 
some time aflerw^ird that Monsieur Dubois had been guilty of 
peijury. had been a spy, and had lost nothing but a doien or 
two of tin patty-pans, hereditary in his fiimily, his lather hav- 
ing been a cook on his own account. 

William, it is well at thy time of life that thou shouldst 
know the customs of far countries, particularly if it should be 
the will of God to place thee in a company of players. Of all 
nations in the world, the French best understand the stage. 
If thou shoukist ever write for it (which God forbid !), copy 
them very carefully. Murders on their stage are quite deco- 
rous and cleanly. Few gentlemen and ladies die by violence 
who would not have died by exhaustion. For they rant and 
nave until their voice fails them, one after another ; and those 
who do not die of it, die consumptive. They cannot bear to 
see cruelty ; they would rather see any image than their own. 
These are not ray observations, but were made by Sir Evcrard 
Starkeye. who likewise did remark to Monsieur Dubois that cats, 
if you hold ihem up to the looking-glass, will scratch you ter- 
ribly, and that the same fierce animal, as if proud of its cleanly 
coat and velvety paw, doth carefully put aside what other 
animals of more estimation take no trouble to conceal. 

" Our people," said Sir Everard. " must see upon the stage 
what they never could have imagined ) su llie best men 
in the world would earnestly take a peep of hell through a 
chink, whereas the woiser would skulk away," 

Do not thou be their caterer, William. Avoid the writing of 
comedies and tragedies. To make people laugh is uncivil, and 
] make people cry is unkind. And what, aflcr all, are these 
comedies and these tragedies? They are what, for the benefit 
of all future generations, I hai-e myself described them. — 



c warn thee agMi\a\ tVve ««tv5; -mv w:sj»o&- 



i 



2l6 CITATroS OF WUXIAM SlIAKSPEAKE. 

of the vftst charges thou must stand at. We Englishmen am- 
not find it in our hearts to murder a. man vi-tthout much difS- 
culty, hesitation, and delay. We have little or no invention 
for pains and penalties ; it is only our acutesl lawyers who have 
wit enough to frame them. TTierefore it behooveth your tragedy 
man to provide a rich assortment of them, in order to strike 
the auditor with awe and wonder. And a tragedy man, in our 
country, who cannot afford a 6iir doien of stabbed males, and 
a trifle under that mark of poisoned females, and chains enow 
to moor a whole navy in dock, is but a sciuvy fellow at the 
best. Thou wilt find trouble in pui\-eying these necessaries ; 
and then must come the gimcracks for the second course, — 
gods, goddesses, &tes, furies, battles, marriages, music, and 
the maypole. Hast thou within thee wherewithal? 

" Sir," replied Billy, with great modesty, " I am most grate- 
fill for these ripe 6uils of your experience. To admit delight- 
fiil visions into my own tn-ilight chamber is not dangerous nor 
forbidden. Believe me, sir, he who indulges in them will ab- 
stain from injuring his neighbor ; he will see no glory in peril, 
and no delight in strife. The world shall never be troubled 
by any battles and marriages of mine, and I desire no other 
music and no other maypole than have lightened my heart at 
Stratford." 

Sir Thomas, finding him well-conditioned and manageable, 
proceeded : "Although I have admonished thee of sundry and 
insurmountable impediments, yet more are lying in the path- 
way. We have no veise for tragedy. One in his hurry hath 
dropped rhyme, and walketh Uke unto the man who wanteth the 
left-leg slocking. Others can give us rhyme indeed, but can 
hold no longer after the tenth or eleventh syllable. Now, Sir 
Everard Slaikeye, who is a pretty poet, did confess to Mon- 
sieur Dubois the potency of the French tragic verse, which thou 
never canst hope to bring over. 

" ' I wonder. Monsieur Dubois," said Sir Everard, ' that your 
countrymen should have thought it necessary to transport their 
heavy artillery into Italy. No Itahan could stand a volley of 
your heroic verses from the best and biggest pieces. With 
these brought into action, you never could have lost the battle 
of Pavia.' 

" Now, lay friend Sir Everard b not quite so good a histo- 
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lian as he is a poet ; and Monsieur Dubois took advantage of 
him. 

'"Pardon, Monsieur Sir EveranJ,' said Monsieur Dubois, 
smiling at my friend's slip, ' we did not lose the battle of 
Favia. We had the misfortune to lose our king, who delivered 
himself up, as our kings always do, for the good and glory of 
his country.' 

" ' How was this ? ' said Sir Everard, in surprise. 

"'I will tell you. Monsieur &r Everard,' said Monsieur 
Dubois. ' I had it from my own father, who fought in the 
battle, and told my mother, word for word. The king, seeing 
his household troops, being only one thousand strong, sur- 
rounded by twelve regiments, the best Spanish troops, amount- 
ing to eighteen thousand four hundred and forty-two, although 
he doubted not of victory, yet thought he might lose many 
brave men before the close of the day, and rode up instantly 
to King Charles, and said, " My brother, I am loath to lose so 
many of those brave men yonder. Whistle off youi Spanish 
pointers, and 1 agree to ride home with you." And so he 
did. Btit what did King Charles? Abusing French loyalty, 
he made our Francis his prisoner — would you believe it? — 
and treated him worse than ever badger was treated at the 
bottom of any paltry stable-yard, putting Upon his table beer 
and Rhenish wine and wild boar.' 

"I have digressed with thee, young man," continued the 
knight, much to the improvement of my knowledge, I do rev- 
erentially confess, as it was of the lad's. " We will now," said 
he, " endeavor our best to sober thee, finding that Dr. GlastoD 
hath omitted it." 

" Not entirely omitted it," said William, gratefully ; ■' he did, 
after dinner, all that could be done at such a time toward it. 
The doctor could, however, speak only of the Greeks and 
Romans, and certainly what he said of them gave me but little 
encouragement." 

Sir Thomas. What said he? 

SAaispeare. He said, " The Greeks conveyed all their wis- 
dom into their theatre ; their stages were churches and parlia- 
ment-houses, — but what w.M false prevailed over what was true. 
They had their own wisdom, — the wis<lom of the foolish. 
Who is Sophocles, if compared lo Ut. \\!v\m&eT^ti q\.^'viA\ 
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or Euripides, if compared to Dr. Prichard of Jesus? Without 
the gospel, light is darkness ; and with it, children are giants. 

" William, I need not expatiate on Greek with thee, since 
thou knowest it not, but some crumbs of Latin are picked up 
by the callowest beaks. The Romans had, as thou findest, 
and have still, more taste for murder than morality, and as 
they could not find heroes amotig them, looked for gladiators. 
Their only very high poet employed his elevation and strength 
to dethrone and debase the Deity. They had several others, 
who polished their language and pitched their instruments with 
admirable skill ; several who glued over their thin and flimsy 
gaberdines many bright feathers fix)m the wide-spread downs 
of Ionia and the richly cultivated rocks of Attica. 

** Some of them have spoken from inspiration, for thou art 
not to suppose that from the heathen were withheld all the 
manifestations of the Lord. We do agree at Oxford that the 
Pollio of Virgil is our Saviour. True, it is the dullest and 
poorest poem that a nation not very poetical hath bequeathed 
imto us ; and even the versification, in which this master ex- 
celled, is wanting in fluency and sweetness. I can only account 
for it from the weight of the subject. Two verses, which are 
fairly worth two hundred such poems, are from another pagan ; 
he was forced to sigh for the Church widiout knowing her. 
He saith : — 

* May I gaze upon thee when my latest hour is come I 
May I hold thy hand when mine faileth me ! ' 

This, if adumbrating the Church, is the most beautiful thought 
that ever issued from the heart of man ; but if addressed to a 
wanton, as some do opine, is filth from the sink, nauseating 
and insufferable. William, that which moveth the heart most 
is the best poetry ; it comes nearest unto God, the source of 
all power." 

Sir Thomas, Yea, and he appeareth unto me to know 
more of poetry than of divinity. Those ancients have little 
flesh upon the body poetical, and lack the savor that sufiiceth. 
The Song of Solomon drowns all their voices ; they seem but 
whistlers and 'guitar-players compared to a full-cheeked trum- 
peter, — they standing under the eaves in some dark lane, he 
upon a, ireU-caparisoned stallion, tossing his mane and all his 
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ribbons to the sun, I doubt the doctor spake loo fondly of the 1 
Greeks ; ihey were giddy creatures. William. I am loath to 
be hard on them, but they pleasi; me nut. 'ITiere are those 
now living who could make them bite tbeir nails to the quick, I 
aod tiim green as grass with envy. 

Shaksfeare. Sir, one of those Greeks, methinks, thrown ' 
into the pickle-pot, would be a treasure to the house-wife's 
young gherkins. 

Sir Thomas. Simpleton : simpleton ! but thou valuest them ! 
Justly. Now, attend. If ever thou shouldsC hear, at Oxford or ' 
London, the verses I am about to repeat, prythce do not com- ' 
municate them to that fiery spirit Matt Atterend. It might not I 
be the battle of two hundreds, but two counties, — a sort of ] 
York and Lancaster war, whereof 1 would wash my hands. J 
Listen ! 

And now did Sir Thomas clear his voice, always high and j 
Bonorous, and did repeat from the stores of bis memory these ] 
(ich ftnd proud verses : — 

" Chloc, mean men must ever make mean loves : 
Tbty de»l in dog-toKS, bm I in cloves. 
They »re just scotched enough to blow theii fingeri, 
I am a phienix downright burnt to cinders." 

At which noble conceits, so far above what poor Bill had 
ever imagined, be lifted up his eyes to heaven, and exclaimed, 

The world itself must be reduced to that condition before 
luch glorious verses die 1 Chhe and Cioit .' Why sir, Chloe 
-wants but a v toward the tail to become the very thing 1 
Never teU me that such matters can come about of themselves. 
And how truly is it said that we mean men deal in dog-roses 1 
Sir, if it were permitted me to swear on that holy Bible, I 
would fiwcar I never until this day heanl that dog-roses were 
our provender ; and yet did I, no longer ago than last sum- 
mer, write, not bdeed upon a dog-rose, but upon a sweet- 
brier, what would only serve to rinse the mouth withal after 
die cJoivc." 

A> Thomas. Repeat the same, youth I We may haply 
gjve tliee our counsel thereupon. 

Willy took heart, and lowering his voice, which haih 
natural mellowness, repeated these (wm mftmovi ■. — 
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** Mv brier that smelledst sweet 
When gentle spring's first heat 

Ran through thy quiet veins ; 
Thou that wouTdst injure none, 
But wouldst be left alone, — 
Alone thou leavest me, and nought of thine remains. 

" What I hath no poet's Ijrre 
0*er thee, sweet-breathmg brier. 

Hung fondly, ill or well ? 
And yet methinks with thee 
A poet*s sympathy, 
Whether in weal or woe, in life or death, might dwell. 



" Hard usage both must bear, 
Few han£ your youth will rear, 

Few bosoms cherish you. 
Your tender prime must bleed 
Ere you are sweet ; but freed 
From life, you then are prized. Thus prized are poets too." 

Sir Thomas said, with kind encouragement, " He who be- 
ginneth so discreetly with a dog-rose, may hope to encompass 
a damask-rose ere he die." 

Willy did now breathe freely. The commendation of a 
knight and magistrate worked powerfully within him ; and Sir 
Thomas said furthermore, "These short matters do not suit 
me. Thou mightest have added some moral about life and 
beauty ; poets never handle roses without one. But thou art 
young, and mayest get into the train." 

Willy made the best excuse he could, — and no bad one it 
was, the knight acknowledged; namely, that the sweet-brier 
was not really dead, although left for dead. 

" Then," said Sir Thomas, " as life and beauty would not 
serve thy turn, thou mightest have had full enjoyment of the 
t>eggar, the wayside, the thieves, and the good Samaritan; 
enough to tapestry the bridal chamber of an empress." 

William bowed respectfully, and sighed. 

" Ha ! thou hast lost them, sure enough, and it may not be 
quite so fair to smile at thy quandary," quoth Sir Thomas. 

" I did my best the first time," said Willy, " and fell short 
the second." 

"That indeed thou must have done," said Sir Thomas. 
" It is a grievous disappointment, in the midst of our lamenta- 
tjons for the dead, to find ourselves balked. I am curious to 
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see how thou couldst help thyself. Don't be abashed ' 1 
leady for even worse than the last." 
BUI hesitated, but obeyed ; — 

"And art ihau yet alive i 
And shall the nappy hive 

Send out her youth to cull 
Thy sweets of leal and (lower, 
And spend Ihc sunny hour 
With thee, and thy faint heaii with munnuiing music lull } 

"Tell me what tender care. 
Tell me what pious prayer. 

Bade thee arise and live. 
The fondest-favored bee 
Shall whisper nought to thee 
More lOTJiig than the song my grateful muse shall give." 

Sir Thomas looked somewhat less pleased at the conclusion 
of these verses than at the conclusion of the former; and said 
gravely, " Young man, methinks it is betimes that thou talkest 
of having a muse to thyself, or even in common with othets. 
It is only gieat poets who have muses, — I mean to say who 
have the right to talk in that fashion. The French, I hear, 
Status it and Mme-me it right and left \ and boggle not to 
throw all Nine, together with mother and master, into the com- 
pass of a dosen lines or thereabout. Md your Italian can 
hardly do without 'em in the multiplication-uble. We English- 
men Jo let them in quietly, shut the door, and say nothing of 
what passes. I have reail a whole book of comedies, and ne'er 
a muse to help the lamest." 

ShaJaftart. Wonderful forbearance ! I marvel how the 
poci could get through, 

&> Tkcmas. By God's help. And I think we did as well 
without 'em, for it must be an unabashable man that ever shook 
his sides in their company. They lay heavy restraint both upon 
laughing and cr)'ing. In the great master Virgil of Rome they 
tell me they come in to count the ships, and having cast up 
the sum total, and proved it, make oR" again. Sure token of 
two things : firet, that he held 'em dog cheap ; secondly, that 
he had made but little progress (for a Lombard bom) in book- 
keeping at double entry. He, and every other great genius, be- 
gan with small subject-matters, — gnats and \h« ^<:. \w(^"*^. 



222 CITATION OF WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE. 

similar unto him, wrote upon fruit. I would give thee some 
copies for thy copying, if I thought thou wouldst use them tem- 
perately, and not render them common, as hath befallen the 
poetry of some among the brightest geniuses. I could show 
thee how to say new things, and how to time the same. Before 
my day, nearly all the flowers and fruits had been gathered by 
poets, old and yoimg, from the cedar of Lebanon to the hyssop 
on the wall: roses went up to Solomon, apples to Adam, 
and so forth. Willy, my brave lad, I was the first that ever 
handled a quince, I '11 be sworn. Hearken ! 

Chloe ! I would not have thee wince 

That I unto thee send a quince. 

I would not have thee sav unto 't 

** Begone 1*' and trample ^t under foot, 

For, trust me, 'tis no fulsome fruit. 

It came not out of mine own garden, 

But all the way from Henly in Arden, 

Of an uncommon fine old tree 

Belonging to John Asbury. 

And if that of it thou shalt eat 

'T will make thy breath e*en yet more sweet ; 

As a translation here doth show, 

" On fruit-trees by Jean Mirabeau." 

The frontispiece is printed so. 

But eat it with some wine and cake, 

Or it may give the belly-ache.^ 

This doth my worthy clerk indite, 

I sign, 

Sir Thomas Lucy, Knight. 

Now, Willy, there is not one poet or lover in twenty who 
careth for consequences. Many hint to the lady what to do ; 
few what not to do, — although it would oftentimes, as in this 
case, go to one's heart to see the upshot. 

" Ah, sir ! " said Bill, in all humility, " I would make bold to 
put the parings of that quince under my pillow for sweet dreams 
and insights, if Dr. Glaston had given me encouragement to 
continue the pursuit of poetry. Of a surety it would bless me 
with a bedfiil of churches and crucifixions, duly adumbrated." 

Whereat Sir Thomas, shaking his head, did inform him, " It 

1 " Belly-ache," a disorder once not uncommon in England. Even the 
name is now almost forgotten ; yet the elder of us may remember at least 
the report of it, and some perhaps even the complaint itself, in our school- 
days. It usually broke out about the cherry season ; and, in some cases, 
made its appearance again at the first nutting. 
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was in ihe golden age of Ihe world, as pagans call it, that 
poets of condition sent fruits and flowers to their beloved, with 
posies fairly penned. We in our days have done the like. But 
manneis of late are much corrupted on the one side, if not on 
both. Willy, it hath been whispered that there be those who 
would rather have a piece of brocade or velvet for a stomacher 
than the touchingest copy of verses, with a bleeding heart at 
the bottom." 

Shakspeare. Incredible ! 

Sir Thomas. T is even so 1 

Shakspeare. They must surely be rotten fragments of the 
world before the flood, saved out of it by the Devil, 

Sir Thoinai. I am not of that mind. Their eyes, mayhap, 
fell upon some of the bravety cast ashore from the Spanish 
Armada. In ancienter days, a few pages of good poetry out- 
valued a whole ell of the finest Genoa. 

Shakspeare. A\"hen will such days return? 

Sir Thomas. Ii is only within these few years that corrup- 
tion and avarice have made such ghastly strides. They always 
did exist, but were gentler. My youth is waning, and has 
been nigh upon these seven years, I being now in my forty- 
eighth. 

Shakspeare. I have understood that the god of poetry is 
Id the enjoyment of eternal youth; I was ignorant that his 
ions were. 

Sir Thomas. No, child ; we are hale and comely, but roust 
go the way of all flesh. 

Shakspeare. Must it, can it be? 

Sir Thomas. Time was, my smallest gifts were acceptable, 
IS thus recorded : — 

From my fair hand, oh will ye, will ye 
Deign humbly to acnpl a gilly- 

Flowet far thy tioiom, sugared maid ? 
Scarce had 1 aid it, ere the took it. 
And in a twinkling, faith I hod ituck it 

Where e'en ptoud knighthood might have l^id. 

— William was now quite unable to contain himself, and 
seemed utterly to have forgotten the grie^'ous charge against 
lim, to such a pitch did his joy o'erleap his jco]iardy. 
Master Silas, in the mean time was mvitVi ■i\s»;cQR\s.\-, wA 
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firet did he strip away all the white feather from every pen in 
the ink-pot, and then did he mend them, one and all, and tbca 
did he slit them with his thumb-nail, and then did he pare and 
slash away at ihem again, and then did he cut off the tops ; 
until at last he left upon them neither nib nor plume, nor 
enough of the middle to serve as quill to a virginal. It went 
to my heart to see such a power of pens so wasted, — there 
could not be fewer than five. Sir Thomas was less wary than 
usual, being oveijoyed ; for great poets do mightily affect to 
have little poets under them, and little poets do forget them- 
selves in great company, — as fiddlers do, who haii-felltm-weil- 
met even with Lords. 

Sir Thomas did not interrupt our Bill's wild gladness. I 
never thought so worshipful a personage could bear so much. 
A.t last he said unto the lad : " 1 do bethink me if thou hearest 
much more of my poetry and the success attendant thereon, 
good Dr. Glaston would tear thy skirt o£f ere he could drag 
thee back from the occupation." 

Shakspearc. I fear me, for once, all his wisdom would sluice 
out in vain. 

Sir Thomas. It was reported to me that when o;ir virgin 
Queen's Highness (her Dear Dread's' ear not being then 
poisoned) heard these verses, she said before her courtiers, to 
the sore travail of some and heart's content of others, " We 
need not envy our young cousin James of Scotland his ass's 
bite of a thistle, having such flowers as these gilllflowers on the 
chimney-stacks of Charlecote." I could have told her High- 
ness that all this poetry, from beginning to end, was real 
matter of hex, well and truly spoken by mine own self. I had 
only to harness the rhymes thereunto, at my leisure. 

Shakspeare. None could ever doubt it. Greeks and Tro- 
jans may fight for the quince ; neither shall have it — 

While a Warwickshiie bd 

Is on coTtb to be had, 

Witt) a wand to wag 

On a tnuty nng. 

He shall keep the lists 

With cudgel orfists! 

And black shall be who»e eye 

Looks cvtt on Lacy. 

' Sir Tbumati boimwed this expreuion trom Spetuer. 
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Sir Thomas. Nay. nay, nay t do not trespass loo soon up- 
on heroics. 'ITiou seest ihou canst not hold thy wind beyond 
eight lines. What woiiklst thou do under the heavy mettle 
that should have wrought such wonders at I'avia, ir thou hndest 
these petards so troublesome in discharging? Surely the good 
doctor, had he entered at large on the subject, would have been 
very particular in urging this exposltiUtion. 

Shakspeart. Sir, to my mortification I must confess that I 
took to myself the counsel he was giving to another, — a young 
gentleman who from his pale (ace, his abstinence at table, his 
cough, his taciturnity, and his gentleness, seemed already more 
than half poet. To him did Dr. Glaston urge, with all his zeal 
and judgment, many arguments against the vocation ; telling 
him that even in college he had few applauden, being the first 
and not ihe second or third, who always are more fortunate ; 
reminding him that he must solicit and obtain much interest 
with men of rank and quality before he could expect their 
favor, and that without it the vein chilled, the nerve relaxed, 
and the poet was left at next door to the bellman. " In the 
coldness of the world," said he, " in the absence of ready 
friends and adherents to light thee upstairs to the richly tapes- 
tried chamber of the Muses, thy spirits will abandon thee, thy 
heart will sicken and swell within thee ; overladen, thou wilt 
make, O Ethelberl ! a slow and painful progress, and ere the 
door open, sink. Praise giveth weight unto the wanting, and 
happiness giveth elasticity unto the heavy. As the mightier 
streams of the unexplored world, .America, rxm languidly in 
the night,' and await the sun on high to contend with him in 
strength and grandeur, so doth genius halt and pause in the 
thraldom of outspread darkness, and move onward n-ith all his 
vigor then only when creative light and jubilant warmth sur- 
round him." 

Ethelbert coughed faintly ; a tinge of red the size of a rose- 
bud colored the middle of his cheek, and yet he seemed not 
to be pained by the reproof. He looked fondly and aflcction- 
aicly at his teacher, who thus proceeded : — 

" My dear youth, do not carry the stone of Sisyphus on thy 

shoulder to p.tve the way to disappointment. If thou wrilest 

but indifferent poetry, none will envy thee and some will praise 

' Miimtwidt nolket t^W. 
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thee ; but Nature in her malignity hath denied unto ihee a ca- 
pacity for the enjoyment of such praise. In this she hath been 
kinder to most others than to thee : we kijow wherein she hath 
been kinder to thee than to most others. If thou writes! good 
poetry, many will call it flat, many will call it obscure, many 
will call it inharmonious, — and some of these will speak as 
they think ; for as in giving a feast to great numbers it is easier 
to possess the wine than to procure the cups, so happens it in 
poetry, — thou hast the beverage of thy own growth, but canst 
not find the recipients. What is simple and elegant to thee 
and me, to many an honest man is flat and sienle ; what to ns 
is an inhocently sly allusion, to as worthy a one as either of us 
is dull obscurity ; and that moreover which swims upon our 
brain, and which throbs against out temples, and which we de- 
light in sounding to ourselves when the voice has done with 
it, touches their ear, and awakens no harmony in any cell of 
it. Rivals will run up to thee and call thee a plagiary ; and 
rather than that proof should be wanting, similar words to 
some of thine will be thrown in thy teeth out of Leviticus and 
Deuteronomy. 

" Do you desire calm studies, do you desire high thoughts, — 
penetrate into theology. What is nobler than to dissect and 
discern the opinions of the gravest men upon the subtlest 
matters? And what glorious victories are those over infidelity 
and scepticism? How much loftier, how much more lasting 
in their effects, than such as ye are invited unto by what this 
ingenious youth hath contemptuously and truly called 



■The 



1, and trumpet hosrsc with rage.' 



And what a delightfijl and edifying sight it is to see hundreds 
of the most able doctors, all stripped for the combat, each 
closing with his antagonist, and tugging and tearing, tooth and 
nail, to lay down and establish truths which have been floating 
in the air for ages, and which the lower order of mortals are 
forbidden to see, and commanded to embrace. And then the 
shouts of victory ! and then the crowns of amaranth held over 
their heads by the applauding angels 1 Besides, these combats 
have other great and distinct advantages. Whereas in L 
carnal, the longer ye contend the more blows do ye receive, 
these against Satan, the more fiercely and pertinaciously ye drive 
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at him the slacker do ye find him ; every g<ood hit makes him 
redden and rave with anger, but diminishes its effect. 

" My dear &icnds, who would not enler a service in which he 
may give blows to his mortal enemy, and receive none ; and in 
which not only the eternal gain is incalculable, but also the 
temporal at ftmr- and -twenty may be far above the emolument 
of generals, who before the priest was bom had bled profusely 
for their country, established her security, brightened her glory, 
and augmented her dominions?" 

— At thb pause did Sir Thomas mm unto Sir Silas, and asked, 
" What sayest ihou, Silas ? " 

Whereupon did Sir Silas make answer : " I say it is so, and 
was so, and should be so, and shall be so. If the queen's 
brother had not sopped the priests and bishops out of the 
Catholic cup, they could have held the Catholic cup in their 
own hands, instead of }-ic!ding it into his. They earned their 
money : if they sold their consciences for it, the business is 
theirs, not ours. I call this facing the Devil with a vengeance. 
We have their coats, no matter who made 'cm ; we have 'em, 
I say, and we will wear 'em ; and not a button, tag, or tassel, 
shall any roan tear away." 

Sir Thomas then turned to Willy, and requested him to pro- 
ceed with the doctor's discourse, who thereupon continued : 

" ' Within your own recollection, how many good, (juiet, in- 
offensive men, unendowed with any extraordinary abilities, have 
been enabled, by means of divinity, to enjoy a long life in tran- 
quillity and afituence?' 

" \Vhereupon did one of the young gentlemen smile, and 
on small encouragement from Dr. Glaston to enounce the 
cause thereof, he repeated these verses, which he gave after- 
ward unto me : — 

" ' In the Dames on our boobs 

Was funding Tom Flookc's, 
Wbo look in due time his degrees ; 

Whkb when he had tAen. 

Like Asthara or Bacon, 
B; night he could snore, and by day he could sneeie. 



a call 
" Pragmatical " h«c means on\i " v'^'i^" 
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Rise up like a hound from his sleep ; 
And if many a quarto 
He gave not his heart to, 

If pellucid m lore, in his cups he was deep. 

" * He never did harm, 

And his heart might be warm, 

For his doublet most certainly was so : 
And now has Tom Flooke 
A quieter nook 

Than ever had Spenser or Tasso. 

" * He lives in his house 

As still as a mouse 
Until he has eaten his dinner ; 

But then doth his nose 

Outroar all the woes 
That encompass the death of a sinner. 

** ' And there oft has been seen 
No less than a dean 

To tarry a week in the parish. 
In October and March, 
When deans are less starch. 

And days are less glcamy and garish. 

" ' That Sunday Tom*s eyes 
Looked alway more wise. 

He repeated more often his text ; 
Two leaves stuck together 
(The fault of the weather). 

And — tA€ rest ye shall hear in my next 

" * At mess he lost quite 
His small appetite. 

By losing his friend the good dean : 
The cook's sight must fail her I 
The eggs sure are staler I 

The beef too I Why, what can it mean ? 

" * He turned off the butcher ; 

To the cook, could he clutch her. 
What his choler had done there's no sa3ring - 

*T is verily said 

He smote low the cock's head, 
And took other pullets for laying.' 
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"On this being concluded, Dr. Glaston said he shrewdly 
suspected an indigestion on the part of Mr. Thomas Flooke, 
caused by sitting up late and studying hard with Mr. Dean ; 
and he protested that theology itself should not carry us into 
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the rawness of the morning air, particularly in &ucb critical 
moDlhs as March and October, ia une of which the sap rises, 
in the other sinks, and there are many stars very sinister." 

— Sir Thomas shook his head, and declared he would not be 
uncharitable to rector or dean or doctor, but that certain sur- 
mises swam uppermost. He then winked at Master Silas, who 
s£ud incontinently, — 

" You have it, Sir Thomas ! The blind buzzards, with their 
stars and saps ! " 

" Well, but Silas, you yourself have told us over and over 
again, in church, that there are arcana." 

" So there are ; I uphold it I " replied Master Silas ; " but a 
6g for the greater part, and a fig-leaf for the rest 1 As for 
these signs, they arc as plain as any page in the Revelation." 

Sir Thomas, after short pondering, said scoffingly : " In re- 
gard to the rawness of the air having any effect whatsoever on 
those who discourse onhodo«ically on theology, it is quite as 
absurd as to imagine that a man ever caught cold in a Protes- 
tant church. I am rather of opinion that it was a judgment 
on the rector for his evil-minJedness toward the cook, the 
Lord foreknowing that he was about to be wilful and vengeful 
in that quarter. It was however more advisedly that he took 
other pullets, on bis own view of the case, although it might be 
that the same pullets would suit him again as well as ever 
when his appetite should return ; for it doth not appear that 
they were loath to lay, but laid somewhat nnsati&lactorily. 

" Now, youth," continued his worship, " if in our clemency 
we should spare thy life, study this higher elegiacnl strain 
which thou hast carried with thee from Oxford ; it containelh, 
over and above an unusual store of biography, much sound 
moral doctrine for those who are heedful in the weighing of it. 
And what can be more affecting than — 

'At mess he lost ijuiie 

HU >ni4l1 appetite, 

By losing hia (riend the good dean'? 

And what an insight into character 1 Store it up, store it up I 
Smali appetite, particular; gonJ dean, generic." 

Hereupon did Master Silas jerk me with his indicative joint, 
the elbow to wit, and did say in my cat -. "ttc \BeMii dtaiw^. 
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Give me one of those bones so full of marrow, and let my lord 
bishop have all the meat over it and welcome. If a dean is 
not on his stilts, he is not on his stumps ; he stands on his own 
ground, — he is a noli'tne'tangeretarian*^ 

''What art thou saying of those sectaries, good Master 
Silas? " quoth Sir Thomas, not hearing him distinctly. 

" I was talking of the dean," replied Master Silas. " He 
was the very dean who wrote and sang that song called the 
' Two Jacks.* " 

" Hast it ? " asked he. 

Master Silas shook his head, and trying in vain to recollect 
it, said at last, ''After dinner it sometimes pops out of a 
filbert-shell in a crack ; and I have known it float on the first 
glass of Herefordshire cider. It also hath some affinity with 
very stiff and old bottled beer ; but in a morning it seemeth 
unto me like a remnant of over-night." 

"Our memory waneth, Master Silas," quoth Sir Thomas, 
looking seriously. "If thou couldst repeat it, without the 
grimace of singing, it were not ill." 

Master Silas struck the table with his fist, and repeated the 
first stave angrily ; but in the second he forgot the admonition 
of Sir Thomas, and did sing outright, — 

*' Jack Calvin and Jack Cade, 
Two gentles of one trade, — 

Two tinkers, — 
Very gladly would pull down 
Mother Church and Father Crown, 
And would starve or would drown 

Right thinkers. 

Honest man I honest man I 

Fill the can, fill the can, 
They are coming I they are coming I they are coming I 

If anj drop be left, 

It might tempt 'em to a theft — 
Zooks ! 't was only the ale that was humming." 

" In the first stave, gramercy ! there is an awful verity," 
quoth Sir Thomas ; ** but I wonder that a dean should let his 
skewer slip out and his fat catch fire so wofully in the second. 
Light stuff, Silas, fit only for ale-houses." 

Master Silas was nettled in the nose, and answered, " Let 
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me see the man in Warwickshire, and in all the 1 
round, who can run at such a rate with so light a feather in the 
palm of his hand. 1 am no poet, thank Gotl ! but I know 
what folks can do, and what folks cannot do." 

"Well, Silas," replied Sir Thomas, "after thy thanksgiving 
for being no poet, let us have the rest of the piece." 

"The rest!" quoth Master Silas. "When the ale hath 
done with its humming, it is time, methinks, to dismiss it. Sir, 
there never was any more : you might as well ask for more 
afler Amen or the Sec of Canterbury," 

Sir Thomas was dissatisfied, and turned olT the discourse ; 
and peiadventure he grew more inclined to be gracious unto 
Willy from the slight rub his chaplain had given him. were it 
only for the contrariety. When he had collected his thoughts, 
he was determined to assert his supremacy on the score of 
poetry. 

"Deans, I perceive, like other quality," said he, "cannot ran 
on long together. My friend. Sir l^verard Starkeye, could 
never over-leap four bars, I remember but one composition of 
his, on a young Udy who mocked at his inconsistency in call- 
tng her sometimes his Grace and at other times Ms Muse, — 



' My Grace shall Fannj Citew be. 
While here ihe deigns lo stay ; 

And (ah, how Kad the chang« for mi 
My Muse when faraway 1* 



And when we laughed at him for turning his back upon her 
afler the fourth verse, all he could say for himself was, that he 
would rather a game at all fours with Faimy, than oithre and 
picquef with the finest furbelows in Christendom. >!en of con- 
dition do usually want a belt in the course." 

Whcrcunlo said Master Silas, " Men out of condition arc 
quite as liable to lack it, methinks." 

"Silas, Silas," rephed the knight, impatiently, "ptyihee 
keep to thy divinity, thy stronghold upon Zion : thence none 
that faces thee can draw thee without being bitten to the bune. 
Leave poetry to me ! " 

" With all my heart." quoth Master Silas : " I will never ask 
a belt from her, until I see she can alTord to give a shirt. She 
imised a belt indeed, not one howevet vba.\. ^s^ \xe»^ 
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improve the wind to this lad here, and will keep her word ; 
but she was forced to borrow the pattern from a Carthusian 
friar, and somehow it slips above the shoulder." 

" I am by no means sure of that," quoth Sir Thomas. " He 
shall have fair play. He carrieth in his mind many valuable 
things, whereof it hath pleased Providence to ordain him the 
depositary. He hath laid before us certain sprigs of poetry 
from Oxford trim as pennyroyal, and larger leaves of house- 
hold divinity the most mildly-savored, — pleasant in health, 
and wholesome in sickness." 

" I relish not such mutton-broth divinity," said Master Silas. 
"It makes me sick in order to settle my stomach." 

" We may improve it," said the knight ; " but first let us 
hear more." 

Then did William Shakspeare resume Dr. Glaston*s dis- 
course. 

"*Ethelbert, I think thou walkest but little; otherwise I 
should take thee with me, some fine fresh morning, as far as 
unto the first hamlet on the Cherwell. Inhere lies young 
Wellerby, who the year before was wont to pass many hours 
of the day poetizing amid the ruins of Godstow nunnery. It 
is said that he bore a fondness toward a young maiden in 
that place, — formerly a village, now containing but two old 
farm-houses. In my memory there were still extant several 
dormitories. Some love-sick girl had recollected an ancient 
name, and had engraven on a stone with a garden-nail, which 
lay in rust near it, — 

POORE ROSAMUND. 

I entered these precincts, and beheld a youth of manly form 
and countenance washing and wiping a stone with a handful 
of wet grass ; and on my going up to him and asking what he 
had found, he showed it to me. The next time I saw him was 
near the banks of the Cherwell. He had tried, it appears, to 
forget or overcome his foolish passion, and had applied his 
whole mind unto study. He was foiled by his competitor; 
and now he sought consolation in poetry. Whether this 
opened the wounds that had closed in his youthful breast, and 
malignant Love in his revenge poisoned it; or whether the 
disappointment he had experienced in finding others preferred 
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to him, first in the paths of fortune, then in tliose of Ibe 
muses, — he was tlioiight lo have died broken- heaned. 

" ' About half a mile from Si. John's College is the tennina- 
tion of a natuml terrace, with the Chenvell close under it, in 
some pbces bright with yclluw and red flowers glancing and 
glowing through the stream, and suddenly in others dark 
with the shadows of many different trees, in broad overbend- 
ing thickets, and with rushes speat-high, and party-colored 

" 'After a walk in midsummer the immeraion of our hands 
into the cool and closing grass is surely not the least among 
our animal delights. I was just seated, and the first sensation 
of rest vibrated in me gently, as tliough it were music to the 
limbs, when I discovered by a hollow in the herbage that an- 
other was near. The long meailow-swect and blooming bumet 
half concealed from me him whom the eanh was about to bide 
totally and forever. " Master Balchelor," said I, " it is ill 
sleeping by the water-side." 

" ' No answer was returned. I arose, went to the place, and 
recognized poor Wellerby. His brow was moist, his cheek 
was warm. A few moments earlier and that dismal lake where- 
unto and wherefram the waters of life, the buoyant blood, ran 
no longer, might have received one vii-ifying ray reflected from 
my poor casement. I might not indeed have comforted, — I 
have often failed ; but there is one who never has, and the 
ttrengthener of the bruised reed shoold have been with us. 

" ' Remembering that his mother did abide one mile farther 
on, I walked forward to the mansion, and asked her what tid- 
ings she lately had received of her son. She replied that, 
having given up his mind to light studies, the fellows of the 
college would not elect him. The master had warned him be- 
forehand to abandon his selfish poetry, take up manfitlly the 
quartcrstaif of logic and wield it for St, John's, come who 
would into the ring. *"We want our man," said he to me, 
'and your son hath failed us in the hour of need. Madam, he 
hath been foully beaten in the schools by one he might have 
swallowed, with due excrcbe.' I rated him, told him I was 
poor, and he knew it. He H-as stung, and threw himself upon 
my heck and wept. Twelve days have p.isscd since, and only 
three rainy ones, I hear he has been stcti viv^tv "Cwi ^suS^ 
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yonder, but hither he hath not come. I trust he knows at last 
the value of time, and I shall be heartily glad to see him after 
this accession of knowledge. Twelve days, it is true, are 
rather a chink than a gap in time; yet, O gentle sir, they 
are that chink which makes the vase quite valueless. There 
are light words which may never be shaken off the mind they 
fall on. My child, who was hurt by me, will not let me see the 
marks." " Lady," said I, " none are left upon him. Be com- 
forted, thou shalt see him this hour. All that thy God hath 
not taken is yet thine." 

** * She looked at me earnestly, and would have then asked 
something, but her voice failed her. There was no agony, no 
motion, save in the lips and cheeks. Being the widow of one 
who fought under Hawkins, she remembered his courage and 
sustained the shock, saying calmly, " God's will be done ! I 
pray that he find me as worthy as he findeth me willing to join 
them." 

" * Now, in her unearthly thoughts she had led her only son 
to the bosom of her husband ; and in her spirit (which often is 
permitted to pass the gates of death with holy love) she left 
them both with their Creator. 

" * The curate of the village sent those who should bring 
home the body ; and some days afterward he came unto me, 
beseeching me to write the epitaph. Being no friend to stone- 
cutter's charges, I entered not into biography, but wrote these 
few words : — 

JOANNES WELLERBY 
LTTERARUM QUiCSIYir GLORIAM, 



VIDET DEI.'" 



" Poor tack, poor tack ! " sourly quoth Master Silas. " If 
your wise doctor could say nothing more about the fool, who 
died like a rotten sheep among the darnels, his Latin might 
have held out for the father, and might have told people he 
was as cool as a cucumber at home, and as hot as pepper in 
battle. Could he not find room enough on the whinstone to tell 
the folks of the village how he played the devil among the dons, 
burning their fingers when they would put thumbscrews upon 
us, punching them in the weasand as a blacksmith punches 
a horse-shoe, and throwing them overboard like bilgewater? 
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Has Oxford lost all her I,atin? Here is no eapilani fiiius : 
DO more mention of family than a Welshman would have al- 
lowed him ; no hlcjacet; and, woree than all, the devil a little 
of spt redtmptionis or anno Domini." 

" Willy," quoth Sir Thomas, " I shrewdly do suspect there 
was more, and that thou hast forgotten it." 

" Sir," answered Willy, ■' I wrote not down the words, fearing 
to mis-spell them, and begged them of the doctor when I took 
my leave of him on the morrow ; and verily he wrote down all 
he had repeated. I keep them alw3)'s in the tin-box in my 
waistcoat- pocket, among the eel-hooks, on a scrap of paper a 
finger's length and breadth, folded in the middle to fit. And 
when the eels are running, I oflen take it out and read it be- 
fore I am aware. I could as soon forget my own epitaph as 

this." 

" Simpleton ! " said Sir Thomas, with his gentle compassion- 
ate smile ; " but thou hast cleared thyself." 

Sir Siiiis. I think the doctor gave one idle chap as much 
solid pudding as he could digest, with a slice to spare for 
another. 

Shakspfare. And yet after this pudding the doctor gave 
him a spoonful of custard, flavored with a tittle bitter, which 
was mostly left at the bottom for the other idle chap. 

— Sir Thomas not only did endure this very good-naturedly, 
but deigned even to take in good part the smile upon my coun- 
tenance, as though he were a smile-collector, and as though his 
estate were so humble that he could hold his laced-bonnet (in 
all his bravery) for bear and fiddle. 

He then said unto Willy, " Place likewise this custard before 
lis." 

" There is but little of it ; the platter is shallow," replied he ; 
■' 't was suited to Master Elhelbert's appetite. The contents 
■ were these : — 

"'The things whereon thy whole soul brooded in its inner- 
most recesses, and with all its warmth and enei^. will pass un- 
prized and unregarded, not only throughout thy lifetime, but 
long afler. For the higher beauties of poetry are beyond the 
capacity, beyond the vision, of almost all. Once pcrh.tps in 
half a cenliiry a single star is discovered, then named and 
registered, then mentioned by five studious n\Mi Va &<t\i«sw.\ 
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at last some twenty say. or repeat in writing, what they have 
heard about it. Other stars await other discoveries. Few and 
solitary, and wide asunder, are those who calculate their relative 
distances, their mysterious influences, their glorious magnitude, 
and their stupendous height. 'T is so, believe me, and ever 
was so, with the truest and best poetry. Homer, they say, was 
blind: he might have been ere he died. That he sat among 
the blind we are sure. Happy they who, like this young lad 
from Stratford, write poetry on the saddle-bow when their 
geldings are jaded, and keep the desk for belter purposes." 

" The young gentlemen, hke the elderly, all turned their 
&ces toward me, to my confusion, so much did I remark of 
sneer and scoff at my cost. Master Ethelbert was the only one 
who spared me. He smiled and said : ' Be patient ! From 
the higher heavens of poetry, it is long before the radiance of 
the brightest star can reach the world below. We hear that 
one man finds out one beauty, another man finds out another, 
placing his observatory and instruments on the poet's grave. 
The worms must have eaten us before it is rightly known what 
we are. It is only when we are skeletons that we are boxed 
and ticketed and prized and shown. Be it so 1 1 shall not be 
tired of waiting.' " 

" Reasonable youth I " said Sir Thomas ; " yet both he and 
Glaston walk rather a-sti-aJiile, methinks. They might have 
stepped up to thee more straighlforwanlly, and told thee the 
trade ill suiteth thee, having little fire, Little fantasy, and little 
learning. Furthermore thai one poet, as one bull, sufficeth 
for two parishes ; and that where they ate stuck too close to- 
gether they are apt to fire, like hay-slacks. I have known it 
mj-self ; I have had my malignanis and scoffers," 

Shakspeare, I never could have thought it. 

AV Thomas, 'ITiere again I Another proof of thy in- 



I 
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experience. 

Shakspeare. 
thou sleeping? 

Sir Thorn a 



Matt Atterend I Matt Attercnd ! where t 



I shall now from my own stores impart unto 
thee what will avail to lame thee, showing the utter hopeless- 
ness of standing on thai golden weathercock which supporteth 
but one at a time. 
'Ihc passion for poetry wherewith Monsieur Dubois would 
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have inspired me, as he was bound lo do, being paid before- 
hand, had cold water thrown upon it by that unlucky one. Sir 
Everard. He ridiculed ihe idea of male and female rhymes, 
and the necessity of Hying them as rigidly by the eye as by the 
car, — saying to Monsieur Dubois that the palate, in which the 
French excel all mortals, ought also to be consulted in their ac- 
ceptance or rejection. Monsieur Dubois told us that if we did 
not wish to be taught French verse, he would teach us English. 
Sir Everard preferred the Greek ; but Monsieur Dubois would 
not engage to teach the mysteries of that poetry in fewer than 
thirty lessons, having (since his misfortunes) foi^otten the 
letters and some other necessaries. 

The first poem I ever wrote was in the character of a. shep- 
herd, lo Mistress Anne Nanfan, daughter of Squire Fulke Nan- 
fan, of Worcestershire, at that time on a visit to the worshipful 
fomily of Compton at Ixing Compton. We were young crea- 
tures, — I but twenty-four and seven months (for it was written 
on the 14th of May), and she well-nigh upon a twelvemonth 
younger. My own verses (the first) are neither here nor there ; 
indeed they were imbedded in solid prose, like lampreys and 
ram's-homs in our limestone, and would be hard to get out whole. 
What they are may be seen by her answer, all in verse 



AM I could say would not a. 

Mother she would forever harp on 't. 
A man 'i ho bttttr than a Mrftwt, 

And net a crmmt wivrt iHrnMOiUr." 



H 



I know not how it happenelh, but a poet doih open before 
a poet, albeit of baser sort. It is not that I hold my poetry to 
be better than some other in time past ; it is because I would 
show thee that I was virtuous and wooed virtuously, that I re- 
peat it. Furthermore, I wished to leave a deep impression on 
the mother's mind that she ft-as exceedingly wrong in doubting 
my " 
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Shakspeare. Gracious Heaven ! and was this too doubted ? 

Sir Thomas. May be not ; but the whole race of men, the 
whole male sex, wanted and found in me a protector. I showed 
her what I was ready to do. 

Shakspeare, Perhaps, sir, it was for that very thing that she 
put the daughter back and herself forward. 

Sir TTiomas. I say not so, but thou mayest know as much 
as befitteth, by what follows : — 

Worshipful lady 1 honored madam \ 
I at this present truly glad am 

To have so fair an opportunity 
Of sajin^ I would be the man 
To bmd m wedlock Mistress Anne, 

Living with her in holy unity. 

And for a jointure I will gi'e her 
A good two hundred pounds a-year 

Accruing from my landed rents, 
Whereof see t'other paper, telling 
Lands, copses, and grown woods for felling, 

Capons, and cottage tenements, — 

And who must come at sound of horn, 
And who pays but a barley-corn. 

And who is bound to keep a whelp, 
And what is brought me for the pouna, 
And copyholders which are sound, 

And which do need the leech's help. 

And you maj see in these two pages 
Exact their illnesses and ages, 

Enough (God willing) to content ye : 
Who lool^ full red, who looks full yellow, 
Who plies the mullein, who the mallow. 

Who fails at fifty, who at twenty. 

Jim Yates must go ! He 's one day very hot 
And one day ice ; I take a heriot ; 

And poorly, poorly 's Jacob Burgess : 
The doctor tells me he has poured 
Into his stomach half his hoard 

Of anthelminticals and purges. 

Judith, the wife of Ebenezer 

Fillpots, won't have him long to tease her ; 

Fillpots blows hot and cold like Jim, 
And, sleepless lest the boys should plunder 
His orchard, he must soon knock under ; 

Death has been looking out for him. 
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He bluslers; but his good yatd-land 
Under th« church, his ale-house, «nd 

Hii llible, which he cut in gpiie, 
Miut all (all in ; he stampi and swean 
And Bets hla ncighbois by the cars — 

Flllpols I Ihy saddle ails not tight I 

Thy epitaph i» ready ; " Mtre 

Liti ent wM«m all Aii/rienJi did ftar 

Mare than ihej/ rvcr /tared the Lerd ; 
In feair he tn« at times a Chmiiait ; 
tn strife vihia ttiMomer PkiliHian I 

Sing, tine hit psalm mtk tae aietrd." 



And the brave lad who 
Olive-bced Frenchman 
S cream inz and scoi 
Must follow ; him I me; 
Into the walcr. and thi 



ent the bluS 

'sure enough) 
ring like a plove 
n who das lied 
thruhcd 



The cullion past the town o( Dover. 

Bot first there gOM the blear old dame 
Who nursed me : you have heard her n;. .. . 

(No doubt) al Compton, — Sarah Salways; 
There are twelve groats at once, beside 
The frying-pan in which she fried 
Her pancakes. 

Madam, I am alwap {etc.), 

Sir THOMAS Lucy. Knight. 

I did believe that snch a clear and conscientious exposure 
of my affairs would have brought me a like return. My letter 
was sent back to me with small courtesy. It may be there was 
no paper in the house, or none equalling mine in whiteness. 
No notice was taken of the rent-roll ; but between the second 
and third stanza tliese four lines were written, in a very fine 
hand: — 

" Most honored knight. Sir Thomas I (wo 
For merrv Nan will never do ; 
Now. under favor let rne say't. 
She will bring more herself than that." 

I have reason to believe that the worthy lady did neither write 
DOr coimtenance the same, perhaps did not ever know of them. 
She always had at her elbow one who jogged it when he lis- 
ted, and although he could not overrule the daughter, he took 
especial care that none other should remove her from his tute- 
lage, even when she bad fairly grown up to woman's estate. 
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Now, after all this condescension and confidence, promise 
me, good lad, promise that thou wilt not edge and elbow me. 
Never let it be said, when people say, "Sir Thomas was a 
poet when he willed it ; so is BUI Shakspeare 1 " It beseem- 
eth'not that our names do go together cheek by jowl in this 
familiar fashion, like an old beagle and a whelp, in couples, 
where if the one would, the other would not. 

Sir Siias. Sir, while these thoughts are passing in your 
mind, remember there is another pair of couples out of which 
it would be as well to keep the cur's neck. 

Sir Thomas. Young man, dost thou understand Master 
Silas? 

Shakspeare. But too well. Not those couples in which it 
might be apprehended that your worship and my unworthiness 
should appear too close together ; but those sorrowfiiller which 
peradventure might imite Master Silas and me in our road to 
Warwick and upward. But I resign all right and title unto 
these as willingly as I did imto the other, and am as ready to 
let him go alone. 

Sir Silas, If we keep wheeling and wheeling, like a flock 
of pigeons, and rising again when we are within a foot of the 
ground, we shall never fill the craw. 

Sir Thomas, Do thou then question him, Silas. 

Sir Silas, I am none of the quorum ; the business is none 
of mine. 

— Then Sir Thomas took Master Silas again into the bay- 
window, and said softly, "Silas, he hath no inkling of thy 
meaning ; the business is a ticklish one ; I like not overmuch 
to meddle and make therein." 

Master Silas stood dissatisfied awhile, and then answered, 
" The girl's mother, sir, was housemaid and sempstress in your 
own family, time back, and you thereby have a right over her 
tmto the third and fourth generation." 

" I may have, Silas," said his worship ; " but it was no longer 
than four or five years agone that folks were fain to speak ma- 
liciously of me for only finding my horse in her hovel." 

Sir Silas looked red and shiny as a ripe strawberry on a Snit- 
terfield tile, and answered somewhat peevishly, "The same 
folks, I misgive me, may find the rogue's there any night in the 
ireek." 
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Whereunto replied Sir Thomas momfiedly, •■ I cannot think 
it, Silas, I cannot think it." And afler some hesitation and 
disquiet, — " Nay, I am resolved I will not think It ; no man, 
friend or enemy, shdll push it into me." 

" WoBhipfiil sir," answered Master Silas, " I am as resolute 
-fs any one in what I would think and what I would not tliink, 
end never was known to fight dunghill in either cockpit. Wer« 
he only out of the way. she might do her duty ; but what doth 
•he now? She points his young beard for him, persuading hJra 
it grows thicker and thicker, blacker and blacker ; she washes 
hb ntfT, stiffens it, plaits it, tries it upon his neck, removes the 
bair from under it, pinches it with thumb and forefinger, pre- 
tending that he haih moiled it, puts her hand all the way round 
il, selling it to rights, as she calleth it — Ah, Sir Thomas, a 
louder whistle than that will never call her back again when 
nhe is off with him." 

Sir Thomas was angered, and cried tartly, " Who whistled, I 
would know?" 

Master Slas said submissively, "Your honor, as wrongfully I 
fancied." 

" WToDgfiiUy, indeed, and to my no small disparagement and 
discomfort," said the knight, verily believing that he had not 
iriii^tlcd ; for deep and dubious were hb cogitations. " I pro- 
■' went he on to say, " 1 protest it was the wind of the case- 
ment ; and if I live another year I will put a better in the place 
of it. Whistle, indeed ! For what ? I care no more about 
her than about an unfledged cygnet, — a child,' a chicken, a 
mere kitten, a crab-blossom in the hedge." 

The dignity of his worship was wounded by Master Silas 
unaware, and his wrath again turned suddenly upon poor 
William ; — - 

" Hark ye, knave I hark ye again, ill-looking stripling, lanky 
from vicious courses I I will reclaim thee from tbem ; I will 
do what thy own father would and cannot. Thou shalt follow 
his business." 

" 1 cannot do better, may it please your worship," said 
the lad. 

' She WM thm twroti^ight years of Me, Sir ThomM mast hara 
Etoken of twi (nun tailici rtcoUKtiocw. SEakspeuc tn» n> Via'^mciea. 
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" It shall lead thee tmto wealth and respecUUlity," said 
knight, somewhat appeased by his ready compliancy and low 
gentle voice. " Yea, but not here ; no witches, no wantons 
[this word fell gravely and at full length upon the ear], no 
Spetis hereabout. Gloucesteisliire is within a measured mile of 
thy dwelling. There is one al Bristol, formerly a parish-boy, 
or httle better, who now writeth himself 'gentleman' in laige 
round letters, and hath been elected, I hear, to serve as bur- 
gess in Farhament (or his native city, — just as though he bad 
eaten a capon or turkey-poult in his youth, and liad actually 
been at grammar- school and college. When he began, he had 
not credit for a goat-skin ; and now, behold ye I this very coat 
upon my back did cost me eight shillings the dearer for him, 
lie bought up wool so largely." 

Skakspeare. May it please your worship, if my father so 
ordereth, I go cheerfully. 

Sir Thomas. Thou art grown discreet and dutiful. I am 
fain to command thy release, taking thy promise on oath, and 
some reasonable security, that thou will abstain and withhold 
in future from that idle and silly siul, that sly and scofiing 
giggler, Hannah Hathaway, ^ith whom, to the heartache of 
thy poor worthy father, thou wantonly kcepest company. 

— Then did Sir Thomas ask Master Silas Gough for the 
Book of Life, bidding him deliver it into the right hand of Billy, 
irith an eye upon hira that he touch it with both lips, — it be- 
ing taught by the Jesuits, and cauglil too greedily out of their 
society and communion, that whoso toucheth it with one Up 
only, and thereafter sweareth falsely, cannot be called a per- 
jurer, since perjury is breaking an oaih. Dut breaking half an 
oath, as he Jolh who toucheth the Bible or crucifix with one 
lip only, is no more perjury than breaking an eggshell is break- 
ing an egg, tlie shell being a part, and the egg being an 
integral. 

William did take the Holy Book with all due reverence the 
instant it was offered to his hand. His stature seemed to rise 
therefrom as from a pulpit, and Sir Thomas was quite edified. 

"Obedient and conducible youth! "said he. "See there. 
Master Silas ! ^Miat hast thou now to say against him? Who 
Bees furthest?" 

"The man from the gallows is the most likely, bating his 
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nigftlcap and blinker," said Master Silas, peevishly, 
not outmtted me yet," 

" He seized upon the Anchor of Faiih Lke a martyr," said 
Sir Thomas ; " dad even now his face bums red as eidcr-wiae 
before the gossips." 

Skaispeare. I await the further orders of your worship from 
the chair. 

Sir ThoMos I return and scat myself, 

— And then did Sir Thomas say with great complacency 
and satis&ction in the ear of Master Silas, " What civihly 
and deference and sedatenesa of mind, Silas ! " 

But Master Silas answered not. 

^akfpeare. Musi I swear, sir? 

&r Thomas. Yea, swear ; be of good courage ! I protest 
to tliee, by my honor and knighthood, no ill shall come unto 
ihcc therefrom. Thou sfaalt not be circumvented in thy 
sinipleness and inexperience. 

— Willy, having taken the Book of Life, did kiss it piously, 
and did press it unto his breast, saying, "TenderesI love is 
the growth of my heart, as the grass is of AlxTscote mead. 
May 1 lose my life or my friends, or ray memory or my 
reason ; may I be viler in my own eyes than those men 



Here he was interrupted most lovingly by Sir lliomas. who 
said unto him, " Nay. nay, nay ! poor youth, do not tell me so I 
They are not such very bad men ; since tbou appeaJest unto 
Caesar, — that is, unto the judgment- seat." 

Now, his worship did mean the two witnesses, Joseph and 
Euseby ; and, sooth to say, there be many worse. But Wil- 
liam had them not in his eye ; his thoughts were elsewhere, as 
will be evident, for he went on thus : — 

" — if ever 1 foi^el or desert thee, or ever cease to woiship ' 
and cherish thee, my Hannah ! " 

Sir Si/as, The madman ! the audacious, desperate, out- 
rageous villain 1 Look ye, sir, where he flung the Holy 
Gospel I Behold it on the holly and box-botighs tn the 
chimney- place, sprcadcn all abroad, like a lad about to be 
whipped ! 

> It is lo Ik (circd ihat his taMe for venison aDdatted that bx 
taony, spite uf ihis vuw. 
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Sir Thomas. Miscreant knave ! I will send after him 
forthwith ! Ho, there ! is the caitiff at hand, or running off? 

— Jonas Greenfield the butler did budge forward after a 
while, and say, on being questioned, '' Surely, that was he ! 
Was his nag tied to the iron gate at the lodge, Master Silas? " 

''What should I know about a thief s nag, Jonas Green- 
field?" 

"And didst thou let him go, Jonas, even thou?" said Sir 
Thomas. " What, are none found faithfiil ? " 

" Lord love your worship ! " said Jonas Greenfield ; " a man 
of threescore and two may miss catching a kite upon wing. 
Fleetness doth not make folks the faithfiiUer, or that youth 
yonder beats us all in faithfulness. Look, he darts on like a 
greyhoimd whelp after a leveret He, sure enough, it was ! 
I now remember the sorrel mare his father bought of John 
Kinderley last Lammas, swift as he threaded the trees along 
the park. He must have reached Wellesboume ere now at 
that gallop, and pretty nigh Walton-hill." 

Sir Thomas. Merciful Christ ! grant the country be rid of 
him forever ! What dishonor upon his friends and native 
town ! A reputable wool-stapler's son turned g)T)sy and poet 
for life. 

Sir Silas, A Beelzebub ! he spake as bigly and fiercely as a 
soakcn yeoman at an election feast, — this obedient and con- 
ducible youth ! 

Sir Thomas. It was so written. Hold thy peace, Silas I 




Poat<£ct^in 

BY ME, EPHRAIM BARNETT. 




U.VE days are over and gone since William Shakspeare did 
leave our parts. And the spinster. Hannah Hathaway, is in sad 
doleful plight abom him ; forasmuch as Master Silas Gougli went 
yesterday unto her, in her mother's house at Slioliery, and did 
desire both her and her mother to take heed and be admonished 
that if ever she, Hannah, threw away one thought after the runa- 
gate William Shakspeare, he should swing. 

The girl could do nothing but weeu ; while as the mother did 
give her solemn promise thai her daugnter should never more think 
about him all her natural life, reckoning from the momenl of this 
her promise. 

And the maiden, now growing more reasonable, did promise the 
But Master Silas said, " I doubt you will, though." 

" No," said the mother, " I answer for her she shall not think of 
htm, even if she sees his ghost." 

Hannah screamed and swooned, the belter to forget him. And 
Master Silas went liomc easier and conlenicdcr. For now all the 
t of his hard duty was accomplished ; he having been, on 
the Wednesday of last week, at the speech of Master John Shak- 
^are. Will's father, lo inquire whether the sorrel mare was his. 
To which question the said Master John Sbakspeare did answer, 

" Enough said ! " rejoined Master Silas. " Horse-stealing it j 
capital. We shall bind thee over to appear against the culprit, ■» 1 
prosecutor, at the next assizes." ' 

May the Lord in his mercy give the Lad a good deliverance, if so 
be it be no sin to wish it 1 

October i, a. d. ijSi. 

Laus Deo. 

E. B. 
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MINOR PROSE PIECES. 1 

I. OPINIONS ON C^SAR, CROMWELL, MILTON, 1 

AND BONAPARTE. I 

No person has a better right than Lord BrougbHm to speak ■ 

contemptuously of Cxsar, of Cromwell, and of Miltun. Caesar 
was the purest and most Attic writer of his country, and there 
is no trace of intemperance, in thought or expression, ihrough- 
oul the whole series of his hostilities. He was the most gener- 
ous friend, he was the most placable enemy ; he rose with | 
moderation, and he fell with dignity. Can we wonder then at 
Lord Brougham's unfeigned antipathy and assumed contempt ? 
Few well-educated men are less able to deliver a sound opinion 
of style than his lordship ; and perhaps there are not many of 
our contemporaries who place a just value on Csesar's, dissim- 
ilar as it is in all its qualities to what they turn over on the i 
so&-table. There is calmness, there is precision, there is a | 
peispicuity which shows objects in their proper size and posi- 
tion ; there is strength without strain, and superiority n-ithout 
assertion. I acknowledge my preference of his style, and he 
must permit me to add Cicero's, to that which he considers 
the best of all, — namely, his own ; and he must pardon me if I 
entertain an early predilection for easy humor over hard vul- 
garity, and for graceful irony over intractable distortioiL I 
was never an admirer, even in youth, of those abrupt and splin> 
tcry sentences which, like many coarse substances, sparkle 
only when they are broken, and are looked at only for tlieir 
sharpnesses and incquaUtJei. 

CiBsar and Cromwell are hung up in the same wicker basket, 
as an offering to the warrior God of our fonavdaJbl^ CtVC^ li)^- 



250 OPINIONS ON CJESAR, ETC. 

atry. Cromwell was destitute of all those elegancies whic£ 
adorned the Roman dictator, but he alone possessed in an 
equal degree all those which insure the constancy of Fortune. 
Both were needful, — one against an unjust and reckless aris- 
tocracy whose leader had declared that he would follow up the 
steps of Sulla, and cover the fields of Italy with slaughter ; the 
other, to rescue the most religious and most conscientious of 
his countrymen from the persecution of an unchristian and 
intolerant episcopacy, and the bravest friends of ancient free- 
dom from torture, from mutilation, and from solitude and 
death in pestilential jails. Were such the deeds of Charles? 
Yes ; but before an infallible Church had commanded tis to 
worship him among the martyrs. Among? no, not among, — 
above, and to the exclusion of all the rest. This was wanting 
as the finishing stroke of our Reformation. And was Cromwell 
then pure? Certainly not ; but he began in sincerity, and he 
believed to the last that every accession of power was an 
especial manifestation of God's mercy. Fanaticism hath always 
drawn to herself such conclusions from the Bible. Power made 
him less pious, but more confident. God had taken him by 
the hand at first, and had now let him walk by himself: to 
show how he could walk, he strode. Religion, in the exercise 
of power, is more arbitrary, more intolerant, and more croe! 
than monarchy ; and the sordid arrogance of Presbyteriaoism 
succeeded to the splendid tyranny of Episcopacy. The ciozier 
of Laud was unbroken ; those who had been the first in 
cursing it, seized and exercised it : it was to fall in pieces 
under the sword of Cromwell. To him alone are wc indebted 
for the establishment of relipous liberty. If a Vane and a 
Milton have acknowledged the obligation, how feeble were the 
voices of all men living, if the voices of all men living were 
raised against it. Of our English rulers Oliver holds the next 
place to Alfred ; and it would be unjust and ignominious to 
station him merely on a level with the most intelligent, the 
most energetic, and the most patriotic of succeeding kings. 
He did indeed shed blood ; but the blood he shed was soleljr 
for his country, although without it he never would have risen 
to the Protectorate. The same cajinot be said of Csesar ; nor 
of that extraordinary personage whom some of his fiatierets 
place beside, and some before him. 
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The first campaigns or Bonapone were admirably coadiicted, 
snd honor and glory in Ihe highest degree are due to him for 
ftbetaining from the plunder of Italy. U would be ungenerous 
to seiie the obvious idea that by his vivid imagination he prob- 
ably saw in the land of his forefathers his future realm, without 
any such hope regarding France, and was desirous of winning 
ihose golden opinions which bear so high an interest. But 
Egypt seems to be the country in which the renown of con- 
querors is destined to be tarnished. The latent vices of the 
Persian, of the Macedonian, of Potnpey, of Julius, of .Anlonius, 
of Octavius, shot up here and brought forth fruits after tbeii 
kind. It was here also that the eagle eye of Bonaparte wu 
belilmed ; here forty thousand of the best troops in the world 
were defeated under hb guidance, and led captive after his de- 
sertion. He lost Hayti, which he atlempted to recover by 
force ; he lost Spain, which he attempted to seize by perfidy. 
And what generosity or what policy did he display with Tous- 
saint VOuverttire, or with Ferdinand? Imprisonment and a 
miserable death befell the braver. Is there a human heart ihal 
swells not ai the deliberate murder of the intrepid and blame- 
less Hofur? 1 say nothing of Palm ; I say nothing of D'En- 
gbein : even in such atoms as these he found room enough for 
the perpetration of a crime. They had indeed friends to mourn 
for them, but they were not singly worth whole nations ; their 
voices did not breathe courage into ten thousand breasts ; chil- 
dren were not carried into churches to bear their names uttered 
with God's. If ihej- had virtues, those virtues perished with 
(hem : Hofer's will ring eternally on every mountain and irra- 
diate every mine of Tyrol ; Universal Man, domestic, political, 
and religious, will be the better for him. When he was led to 
slaughter in Mantua, some of those Italian soldiers who had 
followed Bonaparte in his earliest victories shed tears. The 
French themselves, from the drummer on the platform to the 
governor in the citadel, thought of the cause that first united 
them m arms, and knew that it was Ilufer's. Bonaparte could 
no more pardon bravery in his enemy than cowardice in hia 
soldier. No expression was too virulent for Hofer, for Sir 
Sydney Smith, or for any who had foiled him ; he spoke conicmp- 
tuously of Kleber, maliciously of Hoche ; he could not even 
refrain from an unmanly triumph on \he &<:a&^ c\ ^^ -«'«:£«. 
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Moreau. If this is greatness, he certainly did not inherit it 
from any great man on record. Sympathy with men at large 
is not among their attributes, but sympathy with tlie cotirageous 
and enterprising may be found in all of them, and sometimes 
a glance has fallen from them so low as on the tomb of the 
unfortunate. The inhumanity of Napoleon was certainly not 
dictated by policy, whose dictates, rightly understood, never 
point in tliaC direction. It is unnecessary to discuss what in- 
struction he received in bis military school, after which he had 
small lebure for any unconnected with his profession. And so 
litUe was his regard for literature in others, that he drove out 
of France the only person in that country ' who had attained 
any eminence in it. His " Catechism " was adapted to send 
back the rising generation to the Middle Ages. 

But let us consider that portion of his poUcy which he studied 
roost, and on which he would have founded his power and 
looked forward to the establishment of his dynasty. He repu- 
diated the woman who attached to him the best of all parlies, 
by the sweetness of her temper and the activity of her benefi- 
cence ; and he married into the only family proscribed by the 
prejudices of his nation. He soon grew restless with peace, 
and uneasy under the weight of his acquisitions. No public 
man, not Pin himself, e\-cr squandered such prodigious means 
so unprofitably. Anxious to aggrandize his family, coidd he 
not have given the whole of Italy to one brother, leaving Spain 
as his privy purse in the bonds of its imbecile Bourbon ? Cotild 
he not have given Poland and Polish Prussia to the King of 
Saxony, and have placed an eternal barrier between France and 
Russia? The Saxon dominions, with Prussian Silesia, would 
have recompensed Austria for the session of the Venetian ter- 
ritories on the West of the Tagliamento. I do not suggest 
these practicabilities as lair dealings toward nations : I suggest 
them only as suitable to the interests of Napoleon, who shook 
and threw nations as another gamester shakes and throws dice. 
Germany should have been broken up into its old Hansc towns 
and small principalities. 

With such arrangements, all feasible at one time or other, 

France would have been unassailable. Instead of which, her 

ruler fancied it necessary to make an enemy of Russia. Had 

' Madunc de Stiel. 
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it been so, he might have profited by the experience of all who 
had ever invaded the interior of that couniiy. The extremities 
of ihe Muscovite empire are easily broken off, by lying at so 
great a distance from the trunk ; added to which, they ail are 
grafts, imperfectly granulated on an uncongenial stock, and with 
the rush-bound cement fresh and friable about them. Moscow 
never could be long retained by any hostile forces ; subsistence 
would be perpetually cut off and carried away &om them by 
hostile tribes, assailing and retreaung as necessity might de- 
mand, and setting lire to the harvests and the forests. The 
inhabitants of that city, especially the commercial body and 
the ancient nobility, would have rejoiced at the demolition of 
PetcrBburg which nothing could prevent, the ports of the Baltic 
being in the hands of Bonaparte, and Dantzic containing stores 
of every kind, sufficient for an army the most numerous that 
ever marched upon the earth. For the Asiatic have contained, 
in all ages, less than a fifth of lighting men, the rest being mer- 
chants, husbandmen, drovers, artisans, and other followers of the 
camp. The stores had been conveyed by the coast, instead of 
employing two-thirds of the cavalry ; and the King of Sweden 
had been invited to take possession of a fortress (for city there 
would have been none) protecting a province long under his 
crown, and reluctantly torn away from iL No man ever yet 
obtained the lasting renown of a consummate general who 
committed the same mistakes as had been committed in the 
same position by those before him ; who suffered great reverses 
by great improvidence ; who never rose up again after one 
discomfimre ; or who led forth army upon army fruitlessly. 
Napoleon, in the last years of his sovereignty, fought without 
xim, vanquished without glory, and perished without defeat. 

l)id Gustavus Adolphus, did Frederick, did Washington, ever 
experience a great reverse by committing a great imprudence? 
For on this main question rests the soUd praise of generalship. 
Bonaparte, aflcr affronting every potentate of every dimension 
by the rudeness of his nature and the insolence of his ilomina- 
tioD. left to every one of them sufficient power to retaliate. 
Surely, he must have read his Machiavelli upside-down ! A 
king should never be struck unless in a vital part, Cromwell, 
with many scniples, committed not this mistake ; Bonajuule, 
with none, committed it. The shadow q( CtottwuS;^ ^aao*. 
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overawed the most confident and haughty. He intiinidatcd 
Holland, he humiliated Spain, and he tn-isted the supple 
Maiarine, the ruler of France, about his finger. All those 
nations had then attained the summit of their prosperity ; all 
were unfriendly to the rising power of England ; sdl trembled 
at the authority of that single man who coerced at once her 
aristocracy, her priesthood, and her bctioiis. No agent of 
equal potency and equal moderation had appeared u|>on ear^ 
before. He walked into a den of lions, and scourged them 
growling out ; Bonaparte was pushed into a menagerie of 
monkeys, and Glinted at their grimaces. His broUier's bell 
and Oudinot's grenadiers frightened them off and sared him. 
Meteors look larger than fixed stars, and strike with more ad- 
miration the beholder. Those who know not what they are, 
call them preternatural. They venerate in Bonaparte what 
they would ridicule in a gypsy on the roadside, — his lucky and 
unlucky days, his ruling star, his ascendant. Tliey bend over 
his emetic with gravity, and tell us that poison has no power 
over him. Nevertheless, the very men who owed their fortunes 
to him found him incompetent to maintain them in security. 
In the whole of Europe there was one single great raan op- 
posed to him, wanring all the means of subsistence for an 
anny, and thwarted in all his endeavors by those lor whose lib- 
eration he fought. His bugles on the Pyrenees dissolved the 
trance of Europe. He showed the world that military glory 
may be intensely bright without the assumption of sovereignty, 
and that history is best occupied with it when she merely Iran- 
scribes his orders and despatches. Englishmen will always 
prefer the true and modest to the false and meretricious ; and 
every exj>erienced eye will estimate a Vatican fresco more 
highly than a staircase ttansparency. Rudeness, falsehood, 
malignity, and revenge have belon^d in common to many 
great conquerors, but never to one great man, Cromwell 
had inrtulged in the least vile of these ; but on his assump- 
tion of power he recollected that he w.'is a gentleman. No 
burst of rage, no saJly of ribaldry, no expresion of con- 
temptuousness, was ever heard from the Lord Protector. He 
could subline or conciliate or spell-bind the master-spirits of 
his age ; but it is a genius of a far different order that is to seize 
*od hold (liimXy : it must be such a genius as Shalcspeatt's 
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or Milton's, No sooner was Cromwell in his grave, tlian all 
he had won for himself aod for his country vanished. 

If we must admire the successful, however brief and hollow the 
advantages of their success, our admiration is not due to those 
whose resources were almost inexhaustible, and which nothing 
but profligate imprudence could exhaust, but to thoie who rC' 
sistcd great forces with means apparently inade(|uate. — such 
as Koaciusko aod Holer, Hannibal and Sertorius, Alexander 
and Caesar, Charles of Sweden and Frederick of Prussia. 
Above all these, and indeed above all princes, stands high 
Gustavus Adolphus, one of whose armies in the space of six 
weeks had seen the estuary of the Elbe and the steeples of 
Vienna; another, if a fever had not wasted it on the Lake of 
Como, would within less time have chanted Luther's Hymn 
in St, Peter's. But none of these potentates had attempted the 
duwn^ll or the di^race of England. Napoleon, on the coH:- 
trary, stood at the head of that confederacy whose orators were 
consulting the interests of France in the British ParliamenL 
He has left to the most turbulent and unprincipled of them a 
very memorable lesson. The schoolmaster is abroad In the 
guise of Bonaparte. He reminds them how, when his hands 
were fiill, they dropped what they held by grasping at what 
they could not hold ; how he made enemies of thiise who 
might have been neutrals or &iends ; how he was driven oat 
by weaker men than himself; and bow he sank at last the 
nnpitied victim of disappointed ambition. Lord Brougham will 
not allow us to contemplate greatness at our leisure ; he will 
not allow us, indeed, to look at it for a moment. Cxsar must 
be stripped of all his laurels and left bald ; or some nidc soldier, 
with bemocking gestures, must be thrust before his triumph. 
It he fights, he docs not know how to hold his sword ; if he 
speaks, he speaks vile Latin. I wonder that Cromwell fares no 
better, if, signal as were his earUer services to his coimiry. he 
lived a hypocrite and died a traitor. Milton is indeed leas 
pardonable. He adhered, through goo«l report and through 
evil report (and there was enough of both), to those who had 
Ubcrty of conscience, and who alone were able to 
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" Of whicb all Euiop« rang from side to sidG." 
I shall make only a few remarks on Milton's English, and I 
few preliminary on the importance of style in general, which 
none underelood t>eltcr than he. The greater part of those who 
are most annbilious of it are unaware of all its value. Thought 
does not separate man from the brutes, — for the brutes think ; 
but man alone thinks beyond the moment and beyond himself. 
S[>eech does not separate them, — for speech is common to all 
perhaps, more or less arlicubte, and conveyed and received 
through different organs in the lower and more inert. Man's 
thought, which seems imperishable, loses its form, and runs 
along 6om proprietor to impropriator, like any other transitory 
thing, unless it is invested so becomingly and nobly that no 
successor can improve upon it by any new fashion or combina- 
tion. For want of dignity or beauty, many good things are 
passed and forgotten ; and much ancient wisdom is overrun 
and hidden by a rampant verdure, succulent but unsubstantial. 
It would be invidious to bring forward proofs of this out of 
authors in poetry and prose, now li\-ing or lately dead. A dis- 
tinction must, however," be made between what falls upon many 
like rain, and what is purloined from a cistern or a conduit be- 
longing to another man's house. There are things which were 
another's before they were ours, and are not the less ours for 
thai ; not less than my estate is mine because it was my grand- 
father's. There are features, there are voices, there are 
thoughts, very similar in many ; and when ideas strike the 
same chord in any two with the same intensity, the expression 
must be nearly the same. I.et those who loolt upon style as 
unworthy of much attention, ask themselves how many, in pro- 
portion to men of genius, have excelled in it. In all languages, 
ancient and modem, are there ten prose-writers at once harmo- 
nious, correct, and energetic? Harmony and correctness are 
not uncommon separately, and force is occasionally with each ; 
but where, excepting in Milton, where, among all the modems, 
is energy to be found always in the right place? Even Cicero 
is defective here, and sometimes in the most elaborate of bis 
orations. In the time of Milton it was not customary for men 
of abilities to address to the people at large what might inflame 
their passions ; the appeal was made to the serious, to the 
wcU-infonned, to the learned, and was made in the language of 
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their studies. The phraseology of our Bible, on which no sub- 
lequent age has improved, was tliought to cany with it solem- 
nity and authoriiy ; and even when popular feelings were to be 
aroused (o popular interests, the language of the prophets was 
preferred to the language of the vulgar. Hence, amid the com- 
plicaied antagonisms of war there was more austerity than fe- 
rocity. The gentlemen who attended the couit avoided the 
Speech as they avoided the manners of (heir adversaries. 
Waller, Cowley, and South were resolved to refine what was 
already pure gold, and inadvertently threw into the crucible 
many old family jewels, deeply enchased within it. Eliot, Pym, 
Selden, and Milton reverenced Iheir father's house, and retained 
its rich language unmodified. I^rd Brougham would make us 
believe that scarcely a sentence in Milton is easy, natural, and 
vernacular. Nevertheless, in all his dissertations there are 
many which might appear to have been written in our days, if 
indeed any writer in our days were endowed with the same 
might and majesty. Even in his ■■ Treatise on Divorce," where 
the Bible was most open to him for quotations, and where he 
might be ihe most expected to recur to the grave and anti- 
quated, he has often employed, in the midst of theological 
questions and juridical formularies, the plainest terms of his 
contemporaries. Even his arguments against prelacy, where 
he rises into poetry like the ohl prophets, and where his ardent 
words assume in their periphery the rounded form of veise, 
there is nothing stiff or constrained. I remember a glorious 
proof of this remark, which I believe I have quoted before, but 
no time is lost by reading it twice : — 

' — But when God comniands to tike the liunipet, 
And blow a dolorous or ihrillitig blast, 
It resta not with man's will what be shall saj. 
Or what he shall conceal." 

w anything more like the inspiration it refers to ? Where 
fB the harshness in it ; where is the inversion? 

The style usually follows Ihe confonnaiion of the mind, 
iolemnity and statcliness are Milton's chief characteristics. 
Nothing is less solemn, less sutely, less composed, or less 
tquable than Lord Brougham's. When he is most vivacious, 
^c shows it by twitches of sarcasm ; and when he springs 
iitghest, it is from agony. He might have VTO\>'Ki'J<A\ii5. toxsv- 
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ner by recurring to Shaftesbury and Bolingbroke, equally dis 
contented politicians ; but there was something of high breedinj 
in their attacks, and more of the rapier than of the bludgeon 
Brougham found their society uncongenial to him, and trundlec 
home in preference the sour quarter-cask of Smollett. Man; 
acrid plants throw out specious and showy flowers ; few of the» 
are to be found in his garden. What then has he ? I will tel 
you what he has, — more various and greater talents than an; 
other man ever was adorned with, who had nothing of geniu 
and little of discretion. He has exhibited a clear compendiou 
proof that a work of extraordinary fiction may be elaborates 
in the utter penury of all those qualities which we usuall; 
assign to imagination. Between the language of Milton an< 
Brougham there is as much difference as between an orgai 
and a bagpipe. One of these instruments fills, and makes t 
vibrate, the amplest, the loftiest, the most venerable edifices 
and accords with all that is magnificent and holy ; the other i 
followed by vile animals in fantastical dresses and antic ges 
tures, and surrounded by the clamorous and disorderly. 



II. INSCRIPTION FOR A STATUE AT ST. IVES. 

OLIVER CROMWELU 

a good son, a good husband, a good father, 

a good citizen, a good ruler 

both in war and peace, 

was bom in this town. 

To know his publick acts, 

open the History of England, 

where it exhibits in few pages 

(alas too few !) 

the title of Commonwealth. 




UI. SIR ROBERT PEEL. AND MONUMENTS TO 
PUBLIC MEN. 



Statofs are now rising in every quarter of our metropolis, 
and mailei and chisel are the chief instruments in use. AVhat- 
ever is conducive to the promotion of the ails ought undoubt- 
edly to be encouraged ; but love in this instance, quite as much 
as in any, ought neither to be precipitate nor blind. A tnie 
lover of his country should be exempted from the pain of 
blushes when a foreigner inquires of him, "Whom does this 
Statue represent ; and for what merits was it raised ? " TTie 
defenders of their country, not the dismeraberere of it, shonid 
be lirsE in honor; the maintainers of the laws, not the sub- 
verters of them, should follow nest. I may be asked by the 
studious, the conlemplaiive, the pacific, whether I would assign 
a higher station to any public man than to a Milton and a 
Newton. My ansft'er is plainly and loudly, Yes ! But the 
higher station should be in streets, in squares, in Houses of 
Parliament, — such are their places: our vestibules and our 
libraries arc best adorned by poets, philosophers, and philan- 
thropists. There is a feeling which street -walking and public- 
meeting men improperly call " loyalty ; " a feeling inlempemte 
ftnd intolerant, smelling of dinner and wine and toasts, which 
swells their stomachs ami their voices at the sound of certain • 
names reverberated by the newspaper press. As little do they 
know about the proprietary of these names as pot-wallopers 
know about the candidates at a borough election, and arc just 
as vociferous and violent. A few days ago I received a most 

I courteous invitation to be n.imcd on a committee for erecting 
a statue to Jcnner. It was impossible for me to decline it ; 
and equally was it impossible to absLiin from the observations 
which I am now about to state. I recommended that the 
statue should be phccd before a public hospital, expressing 
my sense of impropriety in cotifoundVn^ %q g[«a.\. o.>a«*cSa£W* 
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of mankind, in any street or square or avenue, with the Dis- 
memberer of America and his worthless sons. Nor would I 
willingly see him among the worn-out steam-engines of par- 
liamentary debates. The noblest parliamentary men who had 
nothing to distribute, not being ministers, are without statues. 
The illustrious Burke, the wisest, excepting Bacon, who at anjr 
time sat within the people's house ; Romilly, the sinceiest 
patriot of his day ; Huskisson, the most intelligent in commer- 
cial affairs, — have none. Peel has become popular, not by his 
incomparable merits, but by his untimely death. Shall we never 
see the day when Oliver and William mount the chargers of 
Charles and George, and when a royal swindler is superseded 
by the purest and most exalted of our heroes, Blake ? 

Now the fever hath somewhat subsided which came over the 
people from the grave of Sir Robert Peel, there is room for a 
few observations on his decease and on its consequences. All 
public writers, I believe, have expatiated on his character, com- 
paring him with others who within our times have occupied 
the same position. My own opinion has invariably been that 
he was the wisest of all our statesmen ; and certainly, though 
he found reason to change his sentiments and his measures, 
he changed them honestly, well weighed, always from convic- 
tion, and always for the better. He has been compared, and 
seemingly in no spirit of hostility or derision, with a Castle- 
rcagh, a Perceval, an Addington, a Canning. Only one of 
these is worthy of notice ; namely. Canning, whose brilliancy 
made his shallowness less visible, and whose graces of style 
and elocution threw a veil over his unsoundness and lubricity. 
Sir Robert Peel was no satirist or epigrammatist, — he was only 
a statesman in public life, only a virtuous and friendly man in 
private ; par ne^otiis, nee supra, Walpole alone possessed 
his talents for business. But neither Peel nor his family were 
enriched from the spoils of his country; Walpole spent in 
building and pictures more than double the value of his he- 
reditary estate, and left the quadruple to his descendants. 

Dissimilar from Walpole, and from commoner and coarser 
men who occupied the same office. Peel forbade that a name 
which he had made illustrious should be degraded and stigma- 
tized by any title of nobility ; for he knew that all those titles 
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had their ongin and nomenclature from military services, and 
belong to military men, like their epaulets and spurs and 
chargers. They sound well enough against the sword and hel- 
met, strai^ely in law-courts and cathedrals; but reformer ns 
he was. he could not reform all ibis, — he could only keep 
clear of it in his own person. 

I now come to the main object ofmy letter. 

Subscriptions are advertised for the purpose of raising 
monuments to Sir Robert Peel, and a motion has been made 
in Parliament for one in Westminster Abbey at the public c»- 
pense. Whatever may be the precedents, surely the house of 
God should contain no object but such as may remind us of 
His presence and our duty to Him. l^ng ago 1 proposed 
that ranges of statues and busts should commemorate the great 
woithies of our country. All the lower parts of our National 
Gallery might be laid open for this purpose. Even the best 
monuments in Westminster Abbey and St. Paul's ore defonn- 
ities to the edifice. Let us not continue this disgrace. De> 
(icient as wc are in architects, we have many goo<l statuaries, 
and we might well employ them on the .statues of illuatiious 
commanilers and the busts of illustrious statesmen and writers 
Meanwhile our cities, and especially the commercial, would, I 
am convinced, act more wisely, and more satisfactorily to the 
relict of the deceased, if instead of statues they erected 
schools and almshouses, with an inscription to his memory. 

Wc glury in about sixty whose busts and statues may occupy 
what are now the ■' deep solitudes and awful cells " in our 
National (lallcry. Our literary men of eminence are happily 
more numerous than the political or the warlike, or both 
together. There is only one class of them which might be 
advantageously excluded, namely, the theological ; and my 
reasons arc these. First, their great talents were chiefly em- 
ployed on controversy; secondly, and consequently, their 
images would excite dogmatic.*)] discord, every sect of the 
Anglican Church and every class of Dissentcre complaining of 
tmdue preferences. Painture and sculpture lived in the mitlsi 
of corruption, lived throughout it, and seemed indeed to draw 
▼itality from it, as Rowers the most delicate from noxious air ; 
but they collapsed at the searching breath of free inquiry, and 
could not abide persecution. The totch o^ ^Joaos^i^'i tw*^^ 



J 



262 ROBERT PEEL, AND MONUMENTS TO PUBLIC MEN. 

kindled the suffocating fagot, under whose smoke Theobgy 
was mistaken for Religion. Theology had, until now, been 
speculative and quiescent ; she abandoned to Philosophy these 
humbler qualities: instead of allaying and dissipating, as 
Philosophy had always done, she excited and she directed 
animosities. Oriental in her parentage, and keeping up her 
wide connections in that country, she acquired there all the 
artifices most necessary to the furtherance of her designs: 
among the rest was ventriloquism, which she quite perfected, 
making her words seem to sound from above and from below 
and from every side around. Ultimately, when men had 
fallen on their faces at this miracle, she assumed the supreme 
power. Kings were her lackeys, and nations the dust under 
her palfrey's hoof. By her sentence Truth was gagged, 
scourged, branded, cast down on the earth in manacles ; and 
Fortitude, who had stood at Truth's side, was fastened with 
nails and pulleys to the stake. I would not revive by any 
images, in the abode of the graceful and the gentle Arts, these 
sorrowful reminiscences. The vicissitudes of the world appear 
to be bringing round again the spectral past. Let us place 
great men between it and ourselves, — they are all tutelar ; not 
the warrior and the statesman only ; not only the philosopher ; 
but also the historian who follows them step by step, and the 
poet who secures us from peril and dejection by his counter- 
charm. Philosophers in most places are unwelcome ; but there 
is no better reason why Shaftesbury and Hobbes should be 
excluded from our gallery than why Epicurus should have been 
from Cicero's, or Zeno from Lucullus's. 

Of our sovereigns, I think Alfred, Cromwell, and William III. 
alone are eligible ; and they, because they opposed successfully 
the subverters of the laws. Three viceroys of Ireland will 
deservedly be placed in the same receptacle, — Sir John Perrot, 
Lord Chesterfield, and (in due time) the last lord-deputy; 
one Speaker, one only, of the Parliament, — he without whom 
no Parliament would be now existing; he who declared to 
llonry IV. that until all public grievances were removed, no 
subsidy should be granted. The name of this Speaker may be 
found in Rapin. English historians talk about facts, forgetting 
men. 

Admirals and generals are numerous and conspicuous. 
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Drake, ISIakc, Rodney, Jcrvb, Nelson, CoUingwood ; the stib- 
duer of Algiers Iwaicn down for the French to occupy; and 
ihe defender of Acre, the fiisl who defeated, discomfited, 
routed, broke, and threw into shameful flight Bonaparte. 
Our generals arc Marlborough, Peterborough, Wellington, and 
that successor to his fame in India who established the empire 
that was falling from us, who achieved in a. few days two sr- 
duous victories, who never failed in any enterprise, who accom- 
plished the most difficult with the smallest expenditure of 
blood, who corrected the disorders of the militiiry, who gave 
the soldier an example of temperance, the civilian of simplicity 
and frugality, and whose sole (but exceedingly great) reward 
was the approbation of oiir greatest men. 

With these come the statesmen of the Commonwealth, the 
students of Bacon, the readers of Philip Sidney, the companions 
of Algernon, the precursors of Locke and Newton. Oipposite 
to ihem are Chaucer, Spenser, Shakspeare, Milion ; lower in 
dignity, Dryden, Pope, Gray, Goldsmith, Cowper, Keats, Scott, 
Bums, Shelley, Southey, Byron, Wordsworth ; the author of 
" Hohenlinden " and the " Battle of the Baltic ;" and the 
glorious woman who equalled these two animated works in her 
"Ivan" and " Casabianca." Historians have but recently 
risen up among us ; and long be it before, by command of 
Parliament, the chisel grates on the brow of a Napier, a Grote, 
and a Macaulay I 
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IV. TO CORNELIUS AT MUNICH. 

Os coming to England, and on looking at the Cartoons ex- 
hibited for decorating the Houses of Parliament, joa will won- 
der, Cornelius, that the most important hcts and most ilhis- 
trioos men have been overlooked. The Elnglish are certainly 
less sensitive to national glory than to party politics, to past 
achievements than to passing celebrity. Wilkes excited more 
enthusiasm than Hampden. It appears to be certain that the 
Protector Cromwell will be expunged from the pictorial history 
of the nation, — of that nation which he raised to the summit 
of political power. It is contended that he usurped his au- 
thority. We will not argue the point, nor take the trouble to 
demonstrate that the greatest and best princes in many coun- 
tries have been usurpers. Without great services none of 
them could ever have been invested with sufficient power to 
assume the first dignity of the State. William of Normandy 
was manifestly a usurper; and if breaking the direct line of 
succession is usurpation, so was William the Third. Henry 
the Fourth and Henry the Seventh were usurpers also, yet their 
reigns were signally beneficial to their people. And to Rich- 
ard the Third, whatever may have been his crimes in the as- 
cent to sovereignty, the nation at large is perhaps more in- 
debted for provident statutes of perdurable good than to any 
other of her kings. But the glory of them all is cast into ob- 
scurity by ('romwcll. He humbled in succession the dominant 
powers of ICuropc, at a time when they were governed by the 
ablest men and had risen to the zenith of their prosperity. 
Spain, IVancc. Holland, crouched before him ; and the soldiers 
of (tustavus Adolphus. the greatest king the world ever beheld, 
thought he had risen from the grave to accomplish the delivery 
of nations. For how little, in comparison, is France indebted 
to Napoleon 1 Yet both king and people are united in raising 
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a monument to his memory. Compare the posthumous 
honors confcrrcil by the two great nations on the two great 
men. The body of the one is brought back from the extremi- 
ties of the ocean, to be venerated by a people he had reduced 
to servitude ; the boily of the other was treated as the vilest 
malefactor's, in the midst of a nation he had vindicated from 
double slavery, — tiie slavery of a lawless prince and an in- 
tolerant priesthood. It is enough for Frenchmen that Napo- 
leon had once humbled the enemies of France, We, who 
judge more calmly, judge that whatever he did was done for 
the advancement of his power and the perpetuation of his 
dynasty. He had the quickest and the shortest sight of all 
men living, and his arrogance brought into France the nations 
that subdued her. Different in all these points was Oliver. 
Never was man more bravely humane or more tranquilly ener- 
getic. He stood above fear, above jealousy, above power ; he 
was greater than all things but his country. 

The English arc erecting a column and sUitue to Nelson. 
No such monument has been raised to Bbke, because he 
fought for a country without a king at the head of it. This 
courageous and virtuous man abstained from party and from 
politics, and would have defended his country even under the 
king who sold her. No action of Nelson himself is more 
glorious than the action of Blake at Cadiz, and his character 
on every side is without a stain ; but in England the authorities 
and the Aits neglect him. 

"Caret qu[i rtft sacio." 

In the list of the committee which is to decide on fit sub- 
jects for painting the Houses of Parliament you will find the 
name of Eastlake. a good painter and a good scholar ; and of 
Rogers, endowed with every quality of a gentleman, and with 
an exquisite judgment in everything relating to literature and 
the fine arts. Yet I doubt if cither of them would not prefer 
an allegory in the " Faery Queen," or a witchery in " Faust." 
for a decoration of the Chambers, if highly picturesque, to the 
most appropriate scene in parhamenUry annals if less so. 
English history, in fact, is now represented without living 
figures, and worked by machinery. We see the events, and 
wonder where are the actors. The la.t« V\\a\ovaJS£. Ve^wj SSMcwi 
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carefully out of sight, and make their own voices suffice for all 
within the boxes they exhibit. 

The histories of other nations are alive with human agents ; 
the earth moves and heaves with their energies ; we see not 
only the work they have done, but we see them doing it. 
Whereas, in our own sandy deserts, the only things astir are 
small animals intent on their burrows, or striving to possess a 
knot of fresh herbage. All beyond is indistinct ; if ever we 
come to it, we find only scanty eminences, under which are 
evanescent features and weightless bones; we trample them 
down, and walk back again. 




THE QUARTERLY REVIEW. 

The " Quarterly Review" for December, 1849, was shown 
to me this morning, for the sake of a note on page 130. A 
reviewer comes valiantly forth in his obscurity, and strikes at 
rae in the bottom of a page, without provocation and with- 
out aim. Nothing of mine was in question; the subject was 
Utterly remote. Rabid anlmaU run straight — could not this? 
Is he blind? Apparently. The "Quarterly" would prolong 
its painful struggles for existence by clinging to my name. 

Speaking of the Duke of Wellington's Diipatchea, the 
reviewer observes : " When French people could not resist the 
evidence of all great gifts and noble qualities with which that 
record was filled ; when they owned that it would not do tu 
persist in their old vein of disparagement now the world had 
before it that series of writings in which it was inipossibic to 
say whether one should admire most, the range of knowledge, 
reflection, sense, and wisdom, or the unaffected display of 
every manly, modest, and human feeling under an almost 
infinite variety of circumstances, and all conveyed in language 
of such inimitable simplicity, so thoroughly the style becoming 
a captain and statesman of the most illustrious class, — when 
this was the result in France, the home faction saw it was time 
to consider the matter, and they undoubtedly showed, and 
have continued to show, proper signs of repcnunce. 'llie 
exceptions are very few. Here in England we know of none 
at oU in what can be called society; of none in the periodlcAl 
press, beyond its very lowest disgraces. Among authors," etc 

It would be well if the writer of this verbose and rambling 
note had attempted, at least, the " inimitable simplicity " which 
he has been taught by some *-iser authority to commend. No 
man e\'cr praised more unreservedly or more heartily the Duke 
of Wellington's style, honesty, wisdom, and achievements than 
I have alwjy:! dune ; and though hU (jnce vn,s.i cist K-Kiifc Vw 
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sach commendations, he will probably, if ever he hears of 
them, set them somewhere apart from the " Quarterly " 
reviewers. 

The reviewer proceeds to number me among the home fac- 
tion. Certainly I never was '' at home " in it, and never knew 
where its home was. I never was at a public dinner, at a 
club, or hustings ; I never influenced or attempted to influence 
a vote, yet many (and not only of my own tenants) have 
asked me to whom they should give theirs. If the reviewer is 
desirous of obtaining any favor from the Duke of Wellington, 
let me assure him that the safest way is by descending from 
flattery to truth. Even the duke (as future ages, like the 
present, will call him) could not make his actions greater than 
they are ; they can only be diminished, as the steps of holy 
places, by the grovelling knees and importunate kisses of 
fanatic worshippers. When I commend the conciseness, the 
manliness, the purity of the duke's style, it is not, as it must 
be in the reviewer, from hearsay and tradition. Let him also 
be taught, and repeat with less ostentation and more rev- 
erence, that far above the faded flowers wherewith his puny 
hands have bestrewn the great man's road, our deliverer has 
confirmed the religious (more than all the theologians in the 
country) in the belief that there is a superintending and a rul- 
ing Power, under which, and by whose especial guidance, a 
single arm can scatter myriads of the powerful, and raise up 
prostrate nations. 

I must now mount again the " bad eminence " on which it 
hath pleased this gentleman to place me. " Among authors of 
books of any sort of note," he continues, " verse or prose, we 
recollect of none, unless Mr. W. Savage Landor, who however 
clings with ecjual pertinacity to his ancient abuse of Bonaparte 
as a * blockhead and a coward,' of Byron as a * rhymer wholly 
devoid of genius or wit,' of Pitt as a * villain,' of Fox as a 
* scoundrel.* of Canning as a * scamp,' and so on." 

Now, I a]>peal to you and to every man who, however negli- 
gently or however malignantly, has read my writings, whether 
my education and habits of life have permitted me such lan- 
guage. It is such as no gentleman could either have used or 
have attributed to another. Even if the phrases were reduced 
to sjnonymcs of more decorum, the falsehood of the statement 
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wonld remain. I have never called Bonaparte a " blockhead " 
or a " coward." I would not call by such a name even ihe 
writer of this criticism. Bonaparte commilled many gross 
errors, some in polity, some in war, — greater indeed and 
more numerous than any leader of equal eminence. He lost 
three great armies ; he abandoned three in defeat. 

It is curious that the " Quarterly Review " should rail 
against my opinion on Bonaparte, when the only man of 
genius connected H-ith it, Souihey, far exceeded me in hostility 
to that sanguinary and selfish despot. His laws against the 
press were more numerous and more stringent than ever had 
existed in any country, and alienated from him every true 
Iriend of liberty and letters. His cruelty to Toussaint L 'Ou- 
verture (omitting an infinitude of others) was such as Charles 
IX. would have discountenanced, and such as could hardly 
have been perpetrated by his compatriot Eccellino. His mis- 
calculations in Syria, in Egypt, in Spain, in Germany, in Russia, 
where an open road to conquest lay before him along the 
Baltic, will supplant in another age the enthusiasm that now 
supports him. It is singular that a " Quarterly " reviewer 
should assail me for joining all his leaders in hostility to this 
destroyer ; and scarcely is it less so that I should continue on 
terms of intimacy with many the most prominent of his ad- 
mirers. Throughout life it h.as been my good fortune to enjoy 
the unbroken and unaltered friendship of virtuous and illus- 
trious men whose political o]>iiiions have been adverse. If It 
is any honor, it has been conferred on me to have received 
from Napoleon's heir the literary work he composed in prison, 
well knowing as he did, and expressing his regret for, my 
sentiments on his uncle. The explosion of the first cannon 
against Rome threw us apart forever. 

Of Byron I never have spoken as a " mere rhymer ; " I never 
have represented him as destitute of genius or of wit. He had 
much of both, with much energy, not always well applied. 
Lord Malmesbury has informed us that Mr. Pitt entered into 
the war against France contrary to his own opinion, to gratify 
the king. If so, the word "villain" would carry with it too 
feeble a sound for me to employ it even in the company of 
such persons as my critic, supposing me ever to have been 
conversant in such. My intimacy with ihc tot^sia «sA- ■Mas. 
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relatives of Mr, Fox would have certainly closed my lips 
against the utterance of the appellation of "scoundrel" in regard 
to him. He had more and wanner friends than any statesman 
upon record ; he was ingenuous, liberal, learned, philosophical ; 
he was the delight of social life, the ornament of domestic. 
Mr. Fox was a man of genius, and (what in the present day is 
almost as rare) a gentleman. Specimens of either character 
may never have fallen in the reviewer's way; and if perad- 
venture they should have, probably it was not very closely, ami 
his inenperience may easily have mistaken them. Reverence 
for the unknown, or for the dimly seen, may indeed be com- 
mon to the vulgar ; but here is an instance that it is by no 
means universal. 

Mr. Canning was a graceful writer both in poetry and prose ; 
he had also the gift of eloquence in debate. His conduct 
toward his colleague in the Administration lost him alt his 
popularity, which was not recovered by his asking an office 
from the minister he had traduced and fought. 'I"hc word 
" scamp " was applied to Mr. Canning by the late Lord Yar- 
mouth, who certainly ought to have known its full signification. 
It was on the morning when, second to Lord Castlcreagh, he 
saved Mr. Canning's life, desiring his cousin to give •* the 
scamp a chance " by taking into the field, not his own well- 
tried pistols, but those which Lord Yarmouth had brought with 
him and laid npon the table. This account I received fi«m 
the only other person then present, and now living. But what- 
ever I may continue to think of Mr. Canning, I prefer a phrase- 
ology somewhat circuitovis to a monosyllable belter adapted to 
the style and temper of the reviewer than to mine. 

Few writers have been less obnoxious to rudeness and 
impertinence than I have been ; and I should abstain from 
noticing them now, had they been unaccompanied by a mis- 
representation of my manners and a forgery of my wonls. 
These are grave offences, such as public justice takes out of 
private hands. I remember a fable of Fhsdrus, in which a 
mischievous youth cast a pebble at a quiet wayfarer, who, in- 
stead of resentment or remonstrance, advises him to perform 
the same exploit on a dignitary then coming up. I am quieter 
than the dignitary, and even than the quiet man. Instead of 
■ending to the cross or to the whipping-post the i ' 
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youth who passes over the road to cast his pebble at me, al- 
though I might not perhaps beg him off from the latter inflic- 
tions, I would entreat his employer, the moment I could leam 
the editor's name, to continue the payment of his wages, and 
to throw in an additional trifle for his (however ill-directed) 
originality. I suspect he will neither be so graceful nor so 
proud as he might be on obtaining this notice. Could he 
have hoped it? But thus is extracted from the dryest and 
hardest lichen in the coldest regions, where men are the most 
diminutive, a nutritious sustenance often remedial in a low 
disease. 



VI. A STORY OF SANTANDER, 

Don Luis Cabeza-de-Moro was a widower, with two sons, 
Antonio and Ignacio. His younger brother, named also Ig- 
nacio, had married a rich heiress in the island of Cuba, — both 
of whom died, leaving an only daughter, seven years old, to the 
guardianship of Don Luis, and intimating a wish, and providing 
by will and testament, that Ines in due time should espouse her 
cousin Ignacio. 

Don Luis was rejoiced at the injunction, — for he disliked 
his elder son from the cradle. This was remarkable, especially 
as his lady, the Dona Pedrila, had continued long without off- 
spring, and Antonio was her first-bom ; besides which, there 
were mysteries and signs and tokens such as ought to have 
taught him better. His whole household were amazed and 
edified and awed at the result of supplications which, after 
four years of fruitless marriage, had produced this blessing ; 
and the " Moor's head,*' the blazon of the family, was displayed 
by them with greater pride than ever in the balcony of the 
ancient mansion-house. About a year before this event, an 
Irish ensign had entered the service of Spain. Leave of ab- 
sence was given him to visit his maternal uncle, the dean of 
Santander, near which city was the residence of Don Luis. 
Subsequently, Dona Pedrila saw him so often, and was so im- 
pressed by his appearance, that it was reported in the family, 
and the report was by no means discouraged by the dean, that 
Ensign Lucius O'Donnell, now entitled Don Lucio, had been 
dreamt of by Doiia Pedrila, not once only, or occasionally, but 
on the three successive vigils of the three glorious saints who 
were more especially the patrons of the house. Under the im- 
pression of these dreams, there was a wonderful likeness of the 
infant to Don Lucio, which Don Luis was the first to perceive, 
and the last to communicate. It extended to the color of the 
hair and of the eyes. Surely it ought to have rendered a 
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reasonable man more pious and paternal, but il produced quite 
a contrary effect. He could hanlly endure to hear the three 
glurious saints mentioned ; and whenever he uttered their 
names, he elongated the syllables with useless emphasis anil 
graceless pertinacity. Moreover, in s|]eaking of the child to 
its numerous admirers, he swore thai the creature was ugly and 
white- blooded. Within two more years Uofta Pedrila bore 
another son to him, and died. This son, Ignacio, came into 
the world a few months before his cousin liles, and the fathers 
were confident that the union of two such congenial names 
would secure the happiness of the children and of their 
posterity. 

Before Antonio had completed quite eleven years he waa 
sent for his education to Salamanca, not as a collegian, but as 
a pupil under an old officer, a friend of Don Luis, who being 
somewhat studious had retired to end his days in that city. 
Here the boy, although he maile no unsatisfactory progress in 
polite literature, engaged more willingly with his tutor in manly 
exercises, likewise in singing and playing on the guitar. He 
was never invited home for three entire years; but Ignacio, 
who was of the mildest temper and Idndest disposition, re- 
membering the playfulness and fondness of .Antonio, united his 
entreaties with those of Ines that he might return. Don Luis, 
in reply, threw a leg over a knee. 

"Uncle," said Ifies, "he cannot ride on that knee all the 
way (torn Salamanca ; send ray mule for him. saddle, bridle, 
and ropes, and the little bit of gilt leather for the crupper, 
from the shrine of blessed Saint Antonio, his patron no less 
than the patron of mules and horses, Ignacb says we must 
have him ; and have him we will, if prayers and masses go for 
anything. Cannot we sing, cannot we play ? \Vhat would you 
wish for his stmlies, — heresy, magic, freemasonry, chemistry, 
necromancy? We want him, dear uncle ; we want him sadly 
with as. Vou always give us what we ask for in reason. Come 
now, a kiss, uncle, anil then the mule out of the stable. Come, 
wc will help you to write the letter, as you are somewhat oat 
of practice, and 1 know how to fold one up, after a trial or 
two," 

No one could resist this appeal : .\ntonio was sent for. He 

relumed in taplures. On his fust entrance Uw; \we.Vs «i;ck ^ 
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Ifies, full of curiosity, were bent toward him ; but he regarded 
her not. He threw his arms around Ignacio, lifted him off 
the ground, set him down again, gazed on his face, and burst 
suddenly into tears. 

" Ignacio, my Ignacio, how light you are ! how thin, how 
pallid, how weak ! " 

Don Luis looked on, and muttered something inaudible. 
Antonio, fearful of having offended his worthy genitor by neg- 
lect of duty, sprang from his dejection, clasped the waist of 
Don Luis, and then falling at his feet, asked his blessing. Don 
Luis with bitter composure prayed the three saints to bestow 
it, as they might well do, he said, on the young Sefior Don 
Antonio now before them. The boy kissed his hand and 
thanked him fervently ; and now, in his inconsiderate joyous- 
ness, another spring forward ; but he stopped in the midst of 
it, and instead of running up at once to Ifies, who bit her lip 
and pinched her veil, he turned again to Ignacio, and asked 
him in a whisper whether cousins were forced to kiss after an 
absence of only three years. "Certainly not," replied Ignacio. 
But Ines came up, and pouting a little gave him her hand 
spontaneously, and helped him moreover to raise it to his lips, 
saying, as he blushed at it, " You simpleton ! you coward ! " 

Antonio bore " simpleton " pretty well ; " coward '* amused 
him, and gave him spirit. He seized her hand afresh, and 
kept it within his, although she pushed the other against his 
breast, — the little hand, with its five arches of pink-polished 
nails half hidden in his waistcoat; the little hand sprouting 
forth at him, soft and pulpy as that downy bud which swells 
and bursts into the vine-leaf. 

Antonio never saw in her any other object than the betrothed 
of his brother, and never was with her so willingly as with him. 
Nor indeed did Ifies care much about Antonio, but wished 
he coukl be a little more attentive and polite, and sing in a 
chamber as willingly as in a chestnut- tree. After six weeks 
Don Luis observed that Antonio was interrupting the studies 
of Ignacio and neglecting his own. Accordingly he was sent 
back to Salamanca, where he continued five whole years with- 
out recall. At this time the French armies had invaded Spain ; 
the old officer, Don Pablo Espinosa, who directed the studies 
of Antonio^ WTOte to his father that the gallant youth, now in 
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his twentieth year, desired In be enrolled in the regiment of 
the province, next to himself, as 3 volunteer and a private. In 
the fulness of joy Don Luis announced these tidings to Ignacio 
and Ines. They tx>th turned pale ; both threw themselves on 
the door before him, entreating and imploring him to forbid it. 
Their supplications and their tears for many days were insuffi- 
cient to mollify Don Luis. By this time a large division of the 
French army had surrendered, and insurrection was universal. 
Don Pablo was constrained, by three urgent letters, — of which 
the father's was, however, the least so, — to leave his pupil at 
the university ; he himself took the field, and perished in the 
first battle. Antonio, disappointed in his hopes of distinction, 
swore to avenge his tutor's death and his conniry's honor. His 
noble person, his extraordinary strength, his eloquent tongue, 
his unquestioned bravery, soon pbced him at the head of many 
students, and he was always the first to advise and execute the 
most <lifficult and dangerous enterprises. 

Toward the north of Spain the enemy had rallied, and had 
won, indeed, the battle of Rio Seco. but within a month werv 
retreating in all directions. Antonio, bound by no other duties 
than those of a volunteer, acceded at last to the earnest and re- 
peated wHshcs of his brother and cousin that he would in this 
interval return to them, Don Luis said he would be a mad- 
man wherever he was, but might return if he lilted it, both he 
and his guitar. On the first of .August, 1 8e8, the visitor passed 
again the tlueahold of his native home. Covered as he was 
with dust, he entered the apartment where the family were 
seated. The sun was setting, and the supper had just been 
taken ofl" the table, excepting two small flasks of red and white 
wine, part of a watermelon, and some ijomegranates. In feet, 
more was remaining than had l»een eaten or removed, not reck- 
oning a radish of extraordinary length and tenuity, which the 
Scitorila liics was twisting round her thumb. It was no waste ; 
there was not any use for it ; many things in the house were 
belter to mend harness with. Moreover, on the sideboard 
there were sundry yellow peaches, of such a size, weight, and 
hardness that only a confident and rash invader would uaverse 
the country in the season of their maturity, unless he had col- 
lected the most accurate information that powder was deficient 
in the 3rsen.-i]s. 
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At the dusty apparition, at the beard and whiskers never seen 
before, at the broad and belted shoulder, at the loud-spurred 
boot, at the long and hurried stride toward the party, Don Luis 
stared ; Don Ignacio stared ; Dofia Ifies cast her eyes on the 
ground and said, " ' T is he ! " The brother, whether he heard 
her or not, repeated the words " *Tis he ! " and rushed into his 
arms. Don Luis himself rose slowly from his chair, and 
welcomed him. Ifies was the nearest to him, and seemed 
abashed. 

" My cousin," said Antonio, bending down to her, " I have 
yet to remove in part the name of coward," and lifting her 
hand from her apron, he kissed the extremities of her fingers. 
" Brother, one more embrace, and then for those pomegran- 
ates ; I am thirsty to death. God be with you, my dear, kind, 
honored father ! You look upon me with more than usual, 
and much more than merited, affection." Don Luis did in- 
deed regard him with much complacency. " I must empty 
those two flasks, my beloved father, to your health." So say- 
ing, he poured the contents of one into a capacious beaker, 
with about the same quantity of water, and swallowed it at a 
draught. 

"What lady have you engulfed with that enormous gasp?" 
asked liies, with timid shyness ; " will she never rise up, do 
you think, in judgment against you ? " 

** Pray mix me the flask near you," said he, " in like manner 
as the last, and then perhaps I may answer you, my sweet 
cousin ; but tell me, Ines, whether I did not rasp your nails 
with my thirsty and hard lips?" 

" Yes, and with that horrid brake above," said she, pouring 
out the wine and water, and offiering it. 

Don Luis all this time had kept his eyes constantly on his 
son, and began to prognosticate in him a valiant defender ; 
then discovered, first in one feature, afterward in another, a re- 
semblance to himself; and lastly, he was persuaded in his own 
mind that he had been prejudiced and precipitate when he 
was younger. The spirit of hospitality was aroused by paternal 
love ; he gave orders for a fowl to be killed instantaneously, 
even the hen on her nest rather than none, although the omelet 
might be thinner for it on the morrow. Such was the charm 
the gaJlant and gay Antonio breathed about the house. He 
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was pecQliorly pleased and g;ratified by the suavity of his father ; 
not that he ever had doubted of his afTeciion. but he had fan- 
cied that his own boisterous manners had rendered him iesa 
an object of solicitude. He had always been glad to see it 
bestowed on his brother, whose delicate health and sensitive 
nature so much required it. 

No house in Spain, where few were happy then, contained 
(bur happier inmates. IgnacJo, it is true, become thinner 
daily, and ceased after a time to join in the morning walks of 
his brother and IRes ; but he was always of the paily when, 
returning from the siesta, they took up their guitars, and tuned 
each other's. 

Were there ever two comely and sensitive young persons, 
possessing sweet voices, exercising tliem daily together, bending 
over the same book, expressing the same sentiment in its most 
passionate accents, — were they ever long exempt from the gen- 
tle intrusion of one sweet stranger? Neither Ii5es nor Antonio 
was aware of it ; both would have smiled in the beginning, and 
both would have aflcrward been indignant at any such surmise. 
But revolutions in Stales effect no revolutions in nature. The 
French, who changed e^'erything else, left the human heart as 
they found it. Ignacio feared, but said nothing. Antonio too, 
although much later, was awakened to the trath, and determined 
on departure. And now Ignacio was ashamed and grieved at 
his suspicions, and would have delayed his brother, who dis- 
sembled hb observation of them ; but the poor youth's health, 
always slemJer, had given way under them. For several days 
he had taken to his be^t ; fever had seized him, and had been 
subdued. But there is a rose which Death lays quietly on the 
cheek of the devoted, before tl\c poppy sheds on it its tran- 
quillizing leaves: it had settled immo^'ably in the mirlst of 
Ign.icio's smiles. — smiles tranquilly despondent. Seldom did 
Anionio lea^e his bedside, but never had he yet possessed the 
courage to inquire the cause of those sighs and tears, which 
burst forth in e\Try moment of silence, and then only. At 
length however he resolved on it, that he might assure him the 
more confidently of his recovery, having first requested Ifies 
that, whenever tic was absent, she would supply his place. 

'■ Cannot we go together ? " said she, disquieted. 

" No, seBota 1 '■ answered he, wiYv siicTn ^sAivesa," "«*. <^^*>-- 
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not. You owe this duty to the companion of your girlhood, to 
the bequeathed of your parents, to your betrothed." 

At that word sudden paleness overspread her countenance ; 
her lips, which never before had lost their rich color, &ded and 
quivered. No reply could pass them, had any been ready; 
even the sigh was drawn suddenly back, — not one escaped. 
In all that was visible she was motionless. But now with strong 
impulse she pressed both palms against her bosom, and turned 
away. The suddenness and t^e sound struck terror into the 
heart of Antonio. He laid his hand on her shotdder, and 
looked into her face. Tears glittered on the folds of the long 
black veil ; and they were not the tears of liies. But now she 
also shed them. Alas ! from how many and from what distant 
sources do they flow 1 

Ines went ; she sobbed at the door, but she went. No song 
that evening, no book, no romance of love, no narrative of war : 
the French were as forgotten as the Moors. 

Morning rose fresh and radiant; but the dim lavender on 
each side of the narrow pathway had all its dew upon it ; the 
cistus was opening its daily flowers, with no finger to press 
down and attempt to smoothen the crumpled leaves ; none to 
apply its viscous cup in playful malice against the trim orna- 
ment of a smiling lip. Nobody thought of looking for the 
large green lizard on the limestone by the twisted rosemary- 
bush, covered with as many bees as blossoms, and uprearing as 
many roots as branches above the prostrate wall. Nobody 
thought of asking, " Did you ever know any creature who 
panted so quickly as that foolish lizard? — I mean in bat- 
tle." Nobody met the inquiry with, " Did you ever hear of 
any one who felt anything a little, a very little like it, at the 
cembalo?" 

Antonio, at this early hour, was seated on the edge of his 
brother's bed, asking him, with kind dissimulation, what reason 
he could possibly have to doubt Iiies* love and constancy. 

" At first," replied Ignacio, " she used to hold my hand, to 
look anxiously in my face, and to wipe away her tears that she 
might see it the more distinctly in this darkened chamber. 
Now she has forgotten to take my hand ; she looks as often 
into my face, but not anxiously, not even inquiringly; she 
lets her tears rise and dry again ; she never wipes them away, 
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change in her; 



and seldom hides them. This at least is a 
perhaps no fjvuiablc one for me." 

Antonio thus answered him : " Ignacio, if we woulil rest at 
all, we must change our posture in grief aii in bed. The fit« 
mgmcnis arc not Uke the second, nor the second like the last. 
Be confident in her; be confident in me: within two hours 
you shall, I promise you, whether you will or not. Farewell, 
my beloved brother ! Vou are weary j close but your eyes for 
sleep, and sleep shall come. I will not awaken )'ou, even with 
glad tidings." 

Folding his arms, he left the chamber with a firm step. 
Within two hours he entered it again ; but how? Hatcfiil ns 
monastic life had ever appeared to him. ridiculous as he daily 
in Salamanca had called its institutions, indilTerent and incred- 
ulous as he lately had become to many articles of the faith, 
having been educated under the tuition of a soldier. — so free 
in his opinions as once to have cxciied the notice and question- 
ings of the Inquisition, — he went resolutely forth at daybreak, 
and prevailed on the superior of a monastic order to ailmit him 
into it at once, as its sworn defender. He returned in the vest- 
ments of that order, and entered the bedchamber in silence. 
His brother had slept, and was yet sleeping. He gently 
undrew the curtain, and stood motionless. Ignacio at last 
moved his elbow, and sighed faintly ; lie then rested on it a 
little, and raised his cheek higher on the pillow ; it had lost 
the gift of rest, its virtues were departed from it ; there was 
no cool part left. He opened his eyes and looked toward 
Antonio ; then closed them, then looked again. 

" Ignacio ! " said .\nionio, softly, ■' you see me ; it b me you 
tee, Ignacio I " 

The sick exhausted youth sighed again, and closing his hands, 
raised them as if in prayer. This movement fully awakened liim. 
He now opened his eyes in wonder on his brother, who pressed 
those raised hatids wiiliin his, and kissed that brow which the 
fever had shortly left. Ignacio sighed deeply and sank back 
again. The first words he wttcred afterward were these ; — 

" Oh, Anionio ! why could you not have waited, — impet- 
uous, impatient Antonio? I might have seen you both from 
Paradise ; I might have blest you from thence, — from thence 
I might indeed. O God ! OVttgint O ^tai^,\Nac MAv^afcN 
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pardon my ingratitude ! Should love ever bear that bitter fruit ? 
Forbid it, O host of Heaven ! forbid it 1 it must not be," 

** Brother, speak not so ; it is accomplished/' said Antonio ; 
" and now can you doubt your bride ? " 

Ines at this moment rushed into the chamber. She knew the 
stately figure, she knew the lofty head, although tonsured ; she 
screamed and fainted. Antonio drew her forth by the arm, 
and when she recovered her senses, thus addressed her : — 

" Cousin, my heart reproaches me for having loved you. If 
yours (how incomparably less guilty !) should haply feel some 
compunction, not indeed at what is past, but at what you see/' 
and he extended his large mantle to his arm's length, ** return 
from the imworthy to the worthy ; from him who renounces 
the world to him whose world you are. Now, Ifies, now we 
can with unabashed front go together into his chamber." 

" I will tend him," said she, " day and night ; I wiQ foUow 
him to the grave ; I will enter it with him, — yes, and even 
that chamber, while he suflfers in it, I will enter." She paused 
awhile, then continued : " Antonio, oh, Antonio ! you have 
never loved. They tell us none can love twice. That is false ; 
but this is true, — we can never love twice the same object." 

Antonio stood mute with wonder at the speech of this inno- 
cent girl, retired alike from society and unbeguiled by books. 
Little had he considered how strong a light is sometimes thrown 
on the intellect, what volumes of thought are expanded and 
made clearly legible, by the first outfiaming of the passions. 
And yet Antonio should have known it ; for in the veins of 
Antonio one half was blood, the other half was fire. While 
with eyes fixed on the ground he stood yet before her, who 
perhaps was waiting for his reply, she added briefly, — 

" Let me repair my fault as well as may be. You shall see 
me no more. Leave, me sir ! " 

Antonio did leave her. In a fortnight the gentle spirit of 
Ignacio had departed. 

The French armies had again defeated the Spanish, pene- 
trated to Santander, laid waste all the country around, and de- 
molished the convent in which Ines had taken refuge. Some 
women in Spanish cities were heroines ; in Spanish convents, if 
any became so, the heroism was French. 



A STORY OF SANTASDER. 

They who have risited Santandcr will remember the pointed 
hiU on the northwest of ihc city, looking for over the harbor, 
the coast, and the regioD of La Mancha. Even while the 
enemy was in possession of the place, a soUtaiy horseman wa* 
often seen posted on this eminence, and many were the dead 
bodies of French soldiers found along the roads on every side 
under it. Doubtless, the horseman had strong and urgent rea- 
sons for occupying a position so exposed to danger. 
Antonio. He had heard that Ifles. after the desecration of the 
convent, bad been carried back by the invaders into Santaniler. 

Early in October, the ofGcers of the garrison made parties 
with the ladies of the city to enjoy the vintage in its vicinity. 
One morning a peasant boy employeti by Antonio, ran breath- 
less up to him on the mountain side, saying, as soon as be 
could say it. — 

" Illustrious seBor, the Seiiora Ifles and the other seiloras, 
and an ofhcer and a soldier, all French, arc coming ; and only 
a mile behind are many more." 

" I have watched them," replied Antonio, "and shall dis- 
tinguish them presently." He led his hoi^e close behind a hi^ 
wa^n, laden with long and narrow barrels of newly gathered 
grapes standing upright in it, and then tied his bridle to the bar 
which kept them in their position. Only one horse could pass 
it at a time. Ines was behind ; the officer was showing her 
the way. and threatening both vintagers and mules for ihcir in- 
tractability. Antonio sprang forward, seized him by the collar, 
and threw him under them, crying to Ifles : " Fly into the 
mountains with me 1 not a moment is to be lost ! Pass mc : 
he is out of the way. Fly ! fly ! Distrust my sanctity, but trust 
my honor, O Ifles of Ignacio I " 

IBes drew in her bridle, turned her (ace aside, and said 
irresolutely, " 1 cannot ! oh, I cannot I I am — I am — " 

She could not utter what she was r perhaps the sequel may 
in part reveal iL Scarcely had she spoken the last words, be- 
fore she leaped down from her saddle, and hung with her whole 
weight on Antonio's arm, in which the drawn sword was uptified 
over the enemy, and vraiting only until he could rise u|xin bb 
feet again, and stand upon his defence. He was young, as was 
discernible even through the dense forest of continuous hair 
which covered all but nose and forebeaA. YvWii^-^ ■ss&-««a. 
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execrations did he thrust liies away from him, indignant at her 
struggles for his protection. Before the encounter (for which 
both were eager) could begin, the private had taken his post 
behind an ilex at the back of Antonio, and discharged his mus- 
ket. Gratitude, shame, love perhaps too, hurried liies to his 
help. She fell on her knees to raise him. Gently, with open 
palm and quivering fingers, he pushed her arm away from him, 
and turning with a painful effort quite round, pressed his brow 
against the wayside sward. The shepherd dogs in the evening 
of that sultry day tried vainly to quench their thirst, as they 
often had done in other human blood, in the blood also of 
Antonio : it was hard, and they left it. The shepherds gave 
them all the bread they carried with them, and walked home 
silently. 





VII. THE DEATH OF HOFER. 



I PASSED two cniire months in Germany, and like the people. 
On my way I saw \Vater!oo, — an ugly table for an ugly game. 
At Innspruck I entered the church in which Andreas Hufcr is 
buried. He lies under a plain slab, on the left, near the duut. 
I admired the magnificent tomb of bronze in the cenire, siir- , 
rounded by heroes, real and imaginary. They did not fight, 
tens against thousands ; they did not fight for wives and chil- 
dren, but for lands and plunder, — therefore they are heroes 1 
My admiration for these works of an was soon satisfied, which 
perhaps it would not have been in any other place. Snow 
mixe<l with rain was (ailing, and was blown by the wind upon 
the tomb of Hofer. 1 thought how often he had taken advan- 
tage of such weather for his attacks against the enemies of his 
country, and 1 seemed to hear his whistle m the wind. At the 
little village ot Landro (1 feel a whimsical satialaction in the 
likeness of the name to mine) the innkeeper was the friend of 
this truly great man, — the greatest man that Europe has pro- 
duced in our days, excepting his true compeer, Kosciusko. 
Andreas Hofer gave him the chain and crucifix he wore three 
days before his death. You may imagine this man's enthusi- 
asm, who because I had said that Hofer was greater than king 
or emperor, and had made him a present of small value as the 
companion and friend of that harmless and irreproachable hero, 
took ihb precious relic from his neck and offered it to me. 

By the order of Bonaparte, the companions of Hofer, eighty in 
number, were chained, thumbscrewed, and taken out of prison 
in coU])les to see him shot. He lud about him one thousand 
Rorins in paper currency, which he delivered to his confessor, 
requesting him to divide it impartially among his unfortunate 
countrymen. The confessor, an Italian who spoke German, 
kept it, and never gave relief from it to any of them, most »f 
whom were suffering, not only from ^ti.vaxva'Ci i^ -wVOiKSKKBfc 



J 



284 THE DEATH OF HOFER. 

air, to which, among other privations they never had been ac- 
customed, but also from scantiness of nourishment and clothing. 
Even in Mantoa, where as in the rest of Italy sympathy is both 
weak and silent, the lowest of the people were indignant at Ihe 
sight of so brave a defender of his country led into the public 
square to expiate a crime unheard of for many centuries in 
their nation. When they saw him walk forth, with unaltered 
countenance and firm step before them ; when, stopping on the 
ground which was about to receive his blood, they heard him 
with unfaltering voice commend his soul and his country to the 
Creator, and as if still under his own roof (a custom with him 
after the evening prayer), implore a blessing for his boj-s and 
his little daughter, and for the mother who had reared them up 
careftillj' and tenderly thus far through the perils of childhood ; 
finally, when in a lon-er tone, but earnestly and emphatically, 
he besought pardon from the Fount of Mercy for her brother, 
his betrayer, — many smote their breasts aloud ; many, think- 
ing that sorrow was sham efiil, lowered their heads and wept; 
many, knowing that it was dangerous, yet wept too. The peo- 
ple remained upon the spot an tmusual time ; and the French, 
fearing some commotion, pretended to have received an order 
from Bonaparte for the mitigation of the sentence, and publicly 
announced it. Among his many falsehoods, any one of which 
would have excluded him forever from the society of men of 
honor, this is perhaps the basest ; as indeed of all his atrocities 
' 6 death of Hofer, which he had ordered long before and ap- 
Inted the time and circumstances, is that which the brave 
_ 1 virtuous will reprobate the most severely. He was urged 
ijf no necessity, he was prompted by no policy ; his impaticDce 
of courage in an enemy, his hatred of patriotism and integrity 
in all, of which he had no idea himself and saw no image in 
those about him, outstripped his blind passion for fame, and 
left him nothing but power and celebrity. 

The name of Andreas Hofcr will be honored by posterity 
far above any of the present age, and together with tlie most 
glorious of the last. — Washington and Kosciusko. For it rests 
on the same foundation, and indeed on a higher basis. In 
virtue and wisdom their coequal, he vanquished on several 
occasions a force greatly superior to his own in numbers and 
in discipline, by the courage and confidence he inspired, and 
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by his brotherly care and anxiety for those who were fighting 
at his side. Differently, far differently, ought we to estimate 
the squanderers of human blood, and the scomera of human 
tears. H^g also may boast of our great men in a cause as 
great, — for without it they could not be so. We may look 
back upon our Blake, whom the prodigies of a Nelson do not 
eclipse, — nor would he have wished (such was his generosity) 
lo obscure it. Blake was among the fouoden of freedom ; 
Nelson was the vanquisher of its destroyers ; V^'a9hi□gton was 
both; Kosciusko was neither; neither was Hofer. But the 
aim of all five was alike ; and in the armory of God are sus- 
pended the arms the last two of them bore, — suspended for 
success more signal and for vengeance more complete. 

I am writing this bom Venice, which is among cities what 
Shakspeare is among men. He will give her immortality by 
his works, which neither her patron saint could do nor her 
surrounding sea. 



VIII. A VISION. 

Blessed be they who erected temples to the ancient Gods ! 
Mistaken they may have been, but they were pious and they 
were grateful. The deities of Olympus, although no longer 
venerated, have thrown open both to the enthusiastic and to the 
contemplative many a lofty view beyond the sterile eminences 
of human life, and have adorned every road of every region 
with images of grandeur and of grace. Never are they malig- 
nant or indifferent to the votary who has abandoned them ; and 
I believe there is no record of any appearing by night with 
frowns and threats, but on the contrary I know from my own 
experience that neither time nor neglect has worn the celestial 
smile off their placid countenances. An instance of this fact I 
am now about to relate. 

Let me begin by observing that my eyes, perhaps by an 
imprudent use of them, grow soon weary with reading, even 
while curiosity and interest have lost little or nothing of ex- 
citement. A slumber of a few minutes is sufficient to refresh 
them, during which time I often enjoy the benefit of a dream ; 
and what is, I believe, remarkable and singular, it usually takes 
a direction far wide of the studies on which I had been en- 
gaged. On one occasion perhaps it might have been that — 
pushing my book away from me to the middle of the table — 
the last object I saw was a picture by Swaneveldt, on the left 
of which there is a temple ; for a temple, sure enough, stood 
before me in my dream. Beside it ran a river, and beyond 
it rose a mountain, each sensible alike of the sky that glowed 
above. So far the picture and the dream were in accordance. 
But the dream's temple was entirely its own ; it had no sheep 
nor shepherd near it as the picture had, and although dreams 
are apt to take greater liberties than pictures do, yet in the 
picture there was an autumnal tree by the side of a summer 
tree^ — the one of rich yellow, the other of deep green. In 
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dream I remember nothing of the kind ; yet I verily think 
I remember every particle of it. I remember a cool and gentle 
hand conducirng me over some narrow pbnks thrown across 
a deep channel of still water. I remember the broad leaves 
underneath us, and how smooth, how quiet, how stainless. 1 
remember we tarried here awhile, not leaning on the rail, for 
there was none, but tacitly agreeing to be misinken in what we 
reciprocally were leaning on. At length wc passed onward by 
the side of a cottage in ruins, with an oven projecting from 
it at the gable-end ; on the outside of its many-colored arch 
were gilliflowers growing in the crevices ; ver^- green moss, in 
rounded tufls and blossoming, had taken possession of its en- 
trance ; and another plant, as diflerent as possible, was hanging 
down from it, so long and slender and flexible that a. few bees 
as they alighted on it shook it. Suddenly I stumbled ; my 
beautiful guide blushed deeply, and said, — 

" Do you stumble at the first step of the temple? What an 
omen ! " 

I had not perceived that we had reached any temple ; but 
now, abashed at the reproof, I looked up and could read the 
inscription, although the letters were ancient, for they were 
deeply and well engraven. "Sacred lo 1-nendship" were the 
words, in Greek. The steps were little worn, ami retained all 
their smoothness and their polish. After so long a walk as 
I had taken ! doubt whether I should have ascended them 
without the hand that was offered me. In the temple I beheld 
an image, of a marble so purely white that it seemed but re- 
cently chiselled, I walked up to it and stood before it. The 
feet were not worn as the feet of some images are by the lips 
of votaries ; indeed, I could (anry that scarcely the tip of a 
finger had touched them, and I felt pretty sure that words were 
the only offerings, and now and then a sigh at a distance. Yet 
the longer I gazed at it the more beautiful did it appear in its 
color and proportions ; anil turning to my companion, who, I 
then discovered, was looking at me, — 

"This image," said I. "has all the features and alt the attri- 
butes of Love, excepting the Ijow, iiniver, and arrows." 

" Vcs," answered she smiling ; " all excepting the mischiev- 
ous. It has all that the wiser and better of the ancients attrib- 
uted to hiro. But do you really sec no dilTtiiettce? " 
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** Again I raised my eyes, and after a while I remarked that 
the figure was a female, very modest, very yoimg, and little 
needing the zone that encompassed her. I suppressed this 
portion of my observations, innocent as it was, and only 
replied, — 

** I see that the torch is borne above the head, and that the 
eyes are uplifted in the same direction." 

" Do you remember," said she, " any image of Love in this 
attitude?" 

" It might be," I answered ; " and with perfect propriety." 

''Yes; it both might and should be," said she. ''But," she 
continued, " we are not here to worship Love, or to say any- 
thing about him. Like all the other blind, he is so quick at 
hearing, and above all others, blind or sighted, he is so ready 
to take advantage of the slightest word, that I am afraid he 
may one day or other come down on us unaware. He has 
been known before now to assume the form of Friendship, 
making sad confusion. Let us deprecate this, bending our 
heads devoutly to the Deity before us." 

Was it a blush, or was it the sun of such a bright and 
genial day, that warmed my cheek so vividly while it de- 
scended in adoration; or could it be, by any chance of 
casualty, that the veil touched it through which the breath of 
my virgin guide had been passing? Whatever it was, it awak- 
ened me. Again my eyes fell on the open book, — to rest on 
it, not to read it; and I neither dreamed nor slumbered a 
second time that day. 
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IX. THE DREAM OF PETRARCA. 



AVhen I was younger I was fond of wandering in soUlary 
places, and never was afraid of slumbering in woods and grot- 
toes. Among the chief pleasures of my life, and among the 
commonest of my occupations, was the bringing before roe such 
heroes and heroines of antiquity, such poets and sages, such of 
the prosperous and of the unfortunate, as most interested me 
by their courage, their wisdom, their eloquence, or their adven- 
tures. Engaging them in the conversation best suited to their 
characters, 1 knew perfectly their manners, their steps, their 
voices ; and oflen did I moisten with my tears the modeb I 
had been forming of the less happy. Great is the privilege of 
entering into the studies of the intellectual ; great is that of 
conversing with the guides of nations, the movers of the mass, 
the regulators of the uni\ily will, stilf in its impurity, and rash 
against the finger of the Almighty Power thai formed it, — but 
give me rather the creature to sympathize with ; appwrtioD me 
the sufferings to assuage, .\llegory had few attractions for 
me ; believing it to be (he delight in general of idle, frivolous, 
inexcursive minds, in whose mansions there is neither hall nor 
portal to receive the loftier of the passions. A stranger to 
the affections, she holds a low station among the handmaidens 
of Poetry, being fit for little but an apparition io a mask. 1 
|]ad reflected for some time on this subject, when, wearied 
with the length of my walk over the mountains, and finding a 
soft old mole-hill covered with gray grass by the way-side, I 
hill my head upon it, and slept. I cannot tell how long it was 
before a species of dream, or vision, came over me. 

'IVo beautiful youths appeared beside me. Each was 
winged, but the wings were hanging down, and seemed ill 
adapted to flight. One of them, whose voice was the softest I 
ever heard, looking at me frequently, said to the other, " He is 
under my guardianship for the present ; do not awaken bfan 
with that feather." Methought, on hearing the whisper. I saw 
something like the feather of an arrow, a.t\A vV.tft 'Ctit -iivtsw 
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itself, the whole of it, even to the point, although he cairied 
it in such a manner that it was difficult at first to discoi 
more than a palm's length of it ; the rest of the shaft (and 
whole of the barb) was behind his ankles. 

"This feather never awakens any one," replied he, rather 
petulantly; "but it brings more of confident security and 
more of cherished dreams than you, without me, are capable 
of imparling." 

" Be it so," answered the gentler; "none is less inclined 
to quarrel or dispute than 1 am. Many whom you have 
wounded grievously call upon me for succor ; but so little <tm 
I disposed to thwart you, it is seldom I venture to do moic ka 
them than to whisper a few words of comfort in passing. How 
many reproaches, on these occasions, have been cast upon tne 
for indiiferencc and infideUty ! Nearly as many, and nearly in 
the same terms, as upon you," 

" Odd enough, that we, O Sleep ! should be thought bo 
alike!" said Love, contemptuously. "Yonder is he who 
bean a nearer resemblance to you : the dullest have ob- 
served it," 

I fancied I turned my eyes to where he was pointing, and 
saw at a distance the figure he designated. Meanwhile the 
contention went on uninterruptedly. Sleep was slow in assert- 
ing his power or his benefits. Love recapitulated them, but 
only that he might assert his own above them. Suddeijy he 
called on me to decide, and to choose my patron. Under the 
influence first of the one, then of the other, I sprang from 
repose to rapture, 1 alighted from rapture on repose, and knew 
not which was sweetest. Love was very angry with me, imd 
declared he would cross me throughout the whole of tny 
existence. Whatever I might on other occasions have thought 
of his veracity, 1 now felt too surely the conviction that he 
would keep his word. At last, before the close of the alter- 
cation, the third Cenius had advanced, and stood near us, 1 
cannot tell how I knew him, but I knew him to be the Gcniua 
of Death, Breathless as I was at beholding him, I soon be- 
came familiar with his features. First they seemed only calm ; 
presently they grew contemplative, and lastly beautiful : those 
of the Graces themselves are less regular, less harmonious, less 
composed. Love glanced at him unsteadily, with a cooste- 
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: in which there was somewhat of anxiety, somewhat of 
disdain ; and cried, " Go away 1 go away 1 Nothing that thou 
touchest, lives." 

"Say, rather, child," replied the advancing form, and ad- 
vancing grew loftier and statelier, — " say rather that nothing of 
beautijiil or of glorious lives its own true life until my wing 
hath passed over it." 

Love pouted, and rumpled and bent down with his fore- 
fin^r the stiff short feather? on his arrow-head, but replied 
noL Although he frowned worse than ever, and at me, I 
dreaded him less and less, and scarcely looked ttward him. 
The milder and calmer Genius, the third. In proportion as I 
look courage to contemplate him, regarded me with more and 
more complacency. He held neither flower nor arrow, as the 
Others did ; but throwing back the clusters of dark curls that 
overshadowed his countenance, he presented to me his band, 
openly and benignly. I shrank on looking at him m> Dcai; 
and yet I sighed to love him. He smiled, not without an 
expression of pity, at perceiving my diffidence, my timidity, — 
for I remembered how soft was the hand of Sleep, how warm 
and entrancing was Love's. By degrees 1 grew ashamed of 
my ingratitude ; and turning my face away, 1 held out my arms, 
and felt my neck \yithin his. Composure allayed all the 
thiobbings of my bosom, the coolness of freshest morning 
breathed around, the heavens seemed to open above me, 
while the beautiful cheek of my deliverer rested on my head. 
I would now have looked for those others ; but knowing my 
inlcnlion by my gesture he said consoUtorily, '■ Sleep is on his 
way to the earth, where many are calling him : but it is not to 
them he hastens, for evcr^- call only mokes him By farther off. 
Sedate and grave as he looks, he is nearly as capricious and 
volatile as the more arrogant and ferocious one." 

" .\i>d Love," said 1, " whither is he departed ? If not too 
late, 1 would propitiate and appease him." 

" He who cannot follow me. he who cannot overtake and 
pass me," said the Genius *' ia unworthy of the name, the 
most glorious in earth or heaven. Look up I Love is yonder, 
and ready to receive ihce," 

I looked. The earth was under me : I saw only the cIcm 
blue sky, and something brighter above A. 
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X. PARABLE OF ASABEL. 

CHAPTER I. 

AsABEL in his youth had been of those who place their trust 
in God, and he prospered in the land, and many of his Mends 
did partake of his prosperity. After a length of years it came 
to pass that he took less and less delight in the manifold gifts 
of God, for that his heart grew fat within him, and knew not 
any work-day for its work ; nor did thankfulness enter into it, 
as formerly, to awake the sluggard. 

Nevertheless did Asabel praise and glorify the Almighty 
both morning and evening, and did pray unto Him for the con- 
tinuance ^id increase of His loving mercies, and did call him- 
self, as the godly are wont to do, miserable sinner, and leper 
and worm and dust. And all men did laud Asabel, inasmuch 
as, being clothed in purple and smelling of spikenard, he was 
a leper and worm and dust. And many did come from iai 
regions to see that dust and that worm and that leper, and did 
marvel at him, and did bow their heads, and did beseech of 
God that they might be like unto him. But God inclined not 
his ear ; and they returned unto their own country. 

CHAPTER n. 

And behold it came to pass that an angel from above saw 
Asabel go forth from his house. And the angel did enter^ and 
did seat himself on the seat of Asabel. 

After a while, a shower fell in sunny drops upon the plane- 
tree at the gate, and upon the hyssop thereby, and over the 
field nigh unto the dwelling. Whereupon did Asabel hasten 
him back ; and coming into the doorway he saw another seated 
upon his seat, who arose not before him, but said only, '< Peace 
be unto thee I " 




Asabcl was wroih, and said, " Lo ! the rain abateth, the 
sun shineth through it ; if thou wilt eat bread, eat ; if thou 
wilt drink water, drink ; but having assuaged thy hunger and 
ihy thirst, depart ! " 

Then said the angel unto Asabet, " I will neither eat bread 
not drink water under thy roof, O A&abcl I forasmuch as thou 
didst send therefrom the master whom I serve." 

And now the wrath of Asabel waxed hotter, and he said, 
" Neither thy master nor the slave of thy master have I sent 
away, not knowing nor having seen either." 

Then rose the angel from the seat, and spake : " Asabel, 
Asabel ! thy Cod hath filled thy house with plenteousness. 
Hath he not verily done this and more uWo thee? " 

And Asabel answered him, and said : "Verily the Lord my 
Cod hath done this and more unto his servant ; blessed be his 
name forever! " 

Again spake the angel t '* He hath given thee a name among 
thy people ; and many by his guidance have come unto thee 
for counsel and for aid." 

" Counsel have I given, aid abo have I given," said Asabel ; 
*' and neither he who received it nor he who gave it, hath re- 
pented himself thereof." 

Then answered the angel ; '• The word that thou spakest is 
indeed the true word. But answer me in the name of the 
Ixjrd thy Cod. Hath not thy soul been CQther 6om him as 
thy years and his benefits increased ? The more wealth and 
the more wisdom (in thy estimation of it) he bestowed upon 
thee, hast thou not been the more proud, the more selfish, 
the more disinclined to listen unto the sorrows and wrongs 
of men ? " 

And Asabel gazed upon him, and was angered that a youth 
should have questioned him, and thought it a shame that the 
eyes of the young should see into the secrets of the aged ; and 
stood reproved before him. 

But the angel took him by the hand and spake thus ; " Asa- 
bel, behold the fruit of all the good seed thy God hath given 
thee, — pride springing from wealth, obduracy from years, and 
from knowledge itself uncontrolbble impatience ami inflexible 
perversity. Couldst thou not have employed these thin^ much 
better? Again 1 say it, thou hasl itweii <wfl. \iw. ^j«& 'ijaa. 



i 
J 



2^ FAKAMhE OF ASA^EL. 

dwelt with thee ; that dwelt within thy house, within thy bc«il3t ; 
that gave thee much for thyself, and intrusted thee with more 
for others. Having seen thee abuse, revile, and send him tfans 
away from thee, what wonder that I, who am but the lowest of 
his ministers, and who have bestowed no gifts upon thee, should 
be commanded to depart ! " 

Asabel covered his eyes, and when he raised them up agajo^ 
the angel no longer was before him. " Of a truth,'* said he, 
mi smote bis breast, ^' it was the angel of the Lc^.'' And 
tiien did he shed tears. But they fell into his bosom, after n 
while, like refreshing dew, bitter as were the first of them ; and 
his heart grew young again, and felt the head that rested on it ; 
and the weary in spirit knew, as they had known before, the 
voice of Asabel. 

Thus wrought the angel's gentleness upon Asabel, even a9 
the quiet and silent water wins itself an entrance where tempest 
and fire pass over. It is written that other angels did look up 
with loving and admiration into the visage of this angel on his 
return ; and he told the younger and more zealous of them, 
that, whenever they would descend into the gloomy vortex of 
the human heart, under the softness and serenity of their voice 
and countenance its turbulence would subside. " Beloved I " 
said the angel, ''there are portals that open to the palm- 
branches we carry, and that close at the flaming sword." 





XI. JERIBOHANIAH. 

jERTBOiUKtAH Bat in his tcDt, and was griercd and silent, 
for years had stricken him. And behold there came and stood 
before him a man who also was an aged man. whu howbeit 
was not grieved, neither was he silent. Nevertheless, until 
Jeribohaniah spake mito him, spake not he. 

But Jeribohaniah had always been one of ready speech ; nor 
verily had age mini^hed his words, nor the desire of his heart 
to question the stranger. Wherefore uttered he first what 
stirred within him, saying, " Mcthinks thou comest from a ^ 
country : now what country may that be whence thou comest ? " 

And the stranger named by name the country whence his 
■feet, together with the staff of his right hand, had borne him. 

"Bad, exceeding bad, and stinking in our nostrils." said 
Jeribohuiiah, " is that country ! Nevertheless inayest thou 
enter and cat within my tent, and welcome, seeing that ihy 
scrip hangeih down to thy girdle, round and large as hangeth 
the gourd in the days of autumn ; and it is fitting and right 
that if I give unto thee of mine, so likewise thou of thine, in 
due proportion, give unto me ; and the rather, forasmuch as 
my tent containeth few things within it, and tliy wallet (I 
guess) abunciont." 

Whereupon did Jeribohaniah step forward, and strive to 
touch with his right hand the top of the wallet, and the bottom 
with his left. But the stranger drew back therefrom, saying, 
" Nay." 

Then Jcribohimiah waxed wroth, and would have smitten 
the stranger at the lent, asking him in his indignation why he 
drew back, and wherefore he withheld the wallet from the most 
just, the most potent, the most intelligent, and the most vener- 
able of mankind 1 Whereupon the stranger answered him and 
jaid, " Fat from thy servant be ail s«\fc asii ■«vsBs^>siits ^i^- 
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doubt and suspicion. Verily he hath much praised thee, even 
until this day, unto those among whom he was bom and abided. 
And when some spake evil of thee and of thine, then did thy 
servant, even I who stand before thee, say unto them, * Tarry ! 
I will m)rself go forth unto Jeribohaniah, and see imto his ways, 
and report unto ye truly what they be,* " 

" And now I guess," quoth Jeribohaniah, " thou wouldst re- 
turn and tell them the old story, — how I and my children 
have lusted after the goods of other men, and have taken 
them. Now, we only took the goods, — the men took we not ; 
yet so rebellious and ungrateful were they that we were fain to 
put them to the edge of the sword. And thus did we. And 
lest another such generation of vipers should spring up in the 
wilderness beyond them, we sent onward just men, who should 
turn and harrow the soil, and put likewise to the edge of the 
sword such as would hinder us in doing what is lawful and 
right; namely, that which our wills ordained. To prevent 
such an extremity, our prudence and humanity led us, tmder 
God, to detain the silver and gold intrusted to us by the most 
suspicious and spiteful of our enemies. And now thou art ad- 
mitted into my confidence, lay down thy scrip, and eat and 
drink freely." 

" Pleaseth it thee," replied the stranger, " that I cany back 
unto my own country what thou hast related unto me as seem- 
ing good in thine eyes? " 

"Carry back what thou wilt," calmly said Jeribohaniah, 
" save only that which my sons, whose long shadows are now 
just behind thee, may hold back." 

Scarcely had he spoken when the sons entered the tent, 
and, occupying all the seats, bade the stranger be seated and 
welcome. Venison brought they forth in deep dishes; wine 
also poured they out, and they drank unto his health. And 
when they had wiped their lips with the back of the hand, 
which the Lord in his wisdom had made hairy for that pur- 
pose, they told the stranger that other strangers had blamed 
curiosity in their kindred ; and that they might not be reproved 
for it, they would ask no questions as to what might peradven- 
ture be contained within the scrip, but would look into it at 
their leisure. 

Jerilx>haniah told his guest that they were wild lads, and 
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would have their way. He then looked more gravely and 
seriously, saying, — 

** Everything in this mortal life ends better than we short- 
sighted creatures could have believed or hoped. Providence 
hath sent us back those boys purely that thy mission might be 
accomplished. Unless they had come home in due time, how 
little wouldst thou have had to relate to thy own tribe con- 
cerning us, save only what others, envying our probity and 
prosperity, and far behind us in wisdom and enterprise, have 
discoursed about, year after year? " 
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CRITICISMS. 



THE IDYLS OF THEOCRITUS. 



■ THl 

V WtTHiM the last half-century the Germans have given us 

several good editions of Theocritus. That of Augustus Meine- 
kius, lo which the very inferior and very different poems of 
Bion and Moschus are appended, is among the best and the 
least presuming. No version is added ; the notes are few and 
pertinent, never pugnacious, never prolis. In no age, since 
the time of Aristaichus or before, has the Greek language been 
so profoundly studied, or its poetiy in its nature and metre so 

» perfectly understood, as in ours. Neither Athens nor Alexan- 
dria saw so numerous or so intelligent a race of grammarians as 
Germany has recently seen contemporary. Nor is the society 
diminished, nor are its labors relaxed at this day. Valckcnaer, 
Schrieber, Schaeffer, Kiesling, Wuesteman, are not tlie only 
critics and editors who, before the present one, have bestowed 
their care and learning on Theocritus. 

Doubts have long been entertained upon the genuineness of 

I several among his Idyls. But latterly a vast number, even of 
those which had never been disputed, ha\~e been called in 
question by Ernest Reinhold, in a treatise printed at Jena in 
1819. He acknowledges the firet eleven, the thirteenth, four- 
teenth, liflcenth, siKteenth, and eighteenth. Against the arbi- 
trary ejection of the remainder rose Augiistus Wissowa in 1 818. 
In his " Theocritus Theocritoeus," vindicating them from sus- 
picion, he subjoins to his elaborate criticism a compendious 
index of ancient quotations, in none of which is any doubt en- 
tertained of their authenticity. But surely it requires no force 
^ of a^ument, no call for extntneous help, to sibv^o. ^% fc^^^iit^ 
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position, that, because the poet wrote his Pastorals mostly in 
his native dialect (the Doric), he can never have written in 
another. If he composed the eighteenth Idyl in the j^ohc, 
why may he not be allowed the twelfth and twent)--aecond in 
the Ionic? Not, however, that in the twelfth he has done it 
tmifonnly : the older manuscripts of this poem contain fewer 
forms of that dialect than were afterward foisted into it, for 
the sake of making it all of a piece. It is easy to believe that 
the Idyls he wrote in Sicily were Doric, with inconsidemble 
variations, and that he thought it more agreeable to Hicro, 
whose favor he was desirous of conciliating. But when he re- 
tired from Sicily to the court of Ptolemy, where Callimachus 
and ApoUonius and Aratus were residing, he would not on 
every occasion revert to an idiom little cultivated in I^ypt. 
Not only to avoid the charge of rivalry with the poets who were 
Ihen flourishing there, but also from sound judgment, he wrote 
heroic poetry in Homeric verse, — in verse no less Ionic than 
Homer's own ; indeed, more purely so. 

Thirty of his poems are entttled Irms. — in short all but the 
Epigrams, however different in length, in subject, and in metre. 
But who gave them this appellation, or whence was it derived ? 
We need go up no higher than to tlSo? for the derivation, and 
it is probable that the poet himself supplied the title. But did 
he give it to all his compositions, or even to &1I those (except- 
ing the Epigrams) which are now entant? We think he did 
not, although we are unsupported in our opinion by the old 
scholiast who wrote the argiiments. "The poet," says he, "did 
not wish to specify his pieces but ranged them all under ant 
Hlle" We Iwlieve that he ranged what he thought the more 
important and the more epic under this category, and thai he 
omitted to give any separate designation to the rest, prefixing to 
each piece (it may be) its own title. Nay, it appeare to us not 
at all improbable that those very pieces which we modems call 
more pecidiarly Idyls, were not comprehended by him in this 
designation. We believe that dSiiXA^ov means a small image 
ef something greater, and that it was especially applied at first 
to his short poems of the heroic cast and character. As the 
others had no genuine name denoting their quality, but only 
the names of the interlocuiors or the subjects (which the an- 
dcDt poets, both Greek and Roman, oftener oroiilcd). they 
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were all after a while com preli ended in a mass within one com- 
mon term, lliat the icira was invented long after the age of 
Theocritus, b the opinion o( Heine and of Wissowa ; but where 
it the proof of the fact, or foundation for the conjecture ? No- 
body has denied that it existed in the time of Virgil ; and many 
have wondered that he did not thua entitle his Bucolics, instead 
of calling them Eclogues. And so indeed he probably would 
have done, had he believed that Theocritus intended any such 
designation for his Pastorals. But neither he not CalpunimB, 
not Nemcsian, called by the name of Idyl their bucolic poems ; 
which they surely would have done if, in their opinion or in the 
opinion of the public, it was applicable to them. It was not 
thought so when literature grew up again in Italy, and when 
the shepherds and shepherdesses recovered theii lost estates 
in the provinces of poetry, under the patronage of Petmca, 
Boccaccio, Pontanus, and Mantuanus. 

Eobanus Hessas, a most voluminous writer of l^tin vctks, 
us Oanalaied much &am the Greek claseics, and among the 
test some pieces from Theocritus. From lime to time we hxn 
spent several hours of idleness over his pages ; but the futher 
we proceeded, whatever was the direction, the duller and 
trier grew his unprofitable pine-forest, the more wearisome 
and disheartening his flat and prinlless sands. After htm, 
Bruno Sidclius, another German, was the first of the loodenu 
who conferred the name of Idyl on their Bucolics. As this 
word was enlarged in its acceptation, so was another in another 
kind of poetr)' ; namely, the Paean, which at first was appro- 
priated to Apollo and j\nemis, but w.is afterward Uansferred lo 
Other deities. Servius, on the fust ^ncid, tells us that Pindar 
Dot only composcil one on Zeus of Dodona, but several ia 
honor of mortals. The same may be said ol the Dithyrarabic 
Elc!gy too, in the commeacement, was devoted to grief exclu- 
uvely. like the nirniir and tkrena. Subsequently it embraced 
a vast variety of matters, some of them ethic and didactic ; 
e the very opposite to its institution, inciting to war and 

. patriotism, for instance those of Tyttsetis ; and some to love 
and licentiousness, in which Mimnermus has been followed 

. by innumerable disciples to the extremities of the e.trth. 
Before we inspect the Idyls of Theocriins, one by 
tuend to do, it may be convenient in this place to 
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what little 13 knoOTi about him. He tells us, in the epigta^ 
to them, that there was another poet of the same name, a 
native of Chios, but that he himself was a Syracusan of low 
origin, son of Fraxagoras and Philina. He calls his mother 
ir«piKA<iTi} (illustrious), evidently for no other reason than 
because the verse required it. There is no ground for disbe- 
lieving what he records of his temper, — that he never was 
guilty of detraction. His exact age is unknown, and unimpor- 
tant. One of the Idyls is addressed to the younger Hiero, 
another to Ptolemy Philadelphus. The fonner of these began 
his reign in the one hundred and twenty-sucth Olympiad, the 
latter in the one hundred and twenty-third. In the sixteenth 
Idyl the poet insinuates that the valor of Hiero was more con- 
spicuous than his liberality ; on Ptolemy he never had reason 
to make any such remark. Among his friends in Eg>pt was 
Aratus, of whom Cicero and Ctesar thought highly, and of 
whose works both of them translated some parts. Philetus the 
Coan was another ; and his merit must also have been great, 
for Propertius joins him with Callimachus, and asks permission 
to enter the sacred grove of poetry in their company, — 
" CiillLm3cli[ manes el Coi sacra Phi!ct« I 
In vestTum quxsome sinite ire nemu>." 

It appears, however, that Aratus was more particularly and 
intimately Theocritus's friend. To him he inscribes the sixth 
Idyl, describes his loves in the seventh, and borrows from him 
the religious exordium of the seventeenth, .^fter he had 
resided several years in Egypt, he returned to his native 
country, and died there. 

We now leave the man for the writer, and in this capacity 
we have a great deal more to say. The poems we possess 
from him are only a part, although probably the best, of what 
he wrote. He composed hymns, elegies, and iambics. Her- 
mann, in his dissertation on hexameter verse, expresses his 
wonder that Virgil, in the Eclogues, should have deserted the 
practice of Theocritus in its structure j and he remarks, for 
iostaoce, the first in the first Idyl, — 

'AH Ti tJ ipiOipiaiia Kol a wirvt . . . cS^ikt r^wa. 

This pause, however, is almost as frequent in Homer as in 
Theocritus; and it is doubtful to us, who indeed have not 
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counted the examples, whether any other pause occurs so often 
in the Iliad. In reading this verse, we do not pause after 
xtm, but after ilnSifnaiia ; hut in the verses which the illus- 
trious critic quotes from Homer the pause is precisely in that 
place, — 

nirrif ^ir ri r^vra uaiiiirrtTai . . , oirifi Friira 

Although the pause is greatly more common in the Greek 
hexameter than in the Latin, yet Hermann must have taken up 
Virgil's Eclogues very inattentively in making his remark. 
For that which he wonders the Roman has imitated so spar- 
ingly from the Syiacusan occurs quite frequently enough in 
Virgil, and rather too frequently in Theocritus. It may be 
tedious to the inaccurate atid negUgent ; it may be tedious to 
those whose reading is only a species of dissipation, and to 
whom ears have been given only as ornaments ; nevertheless, 
for the sake of others, we have taken some truuble to establish 
our position in regard to the Eclogues, and the instances are 
given below : — 

Eel. I , conlaining Sj verges. 

Namqne rrtt ille mihi semper dtua . . . 

Non equidem invLilFo, miior magis . . ■ 

lie BKK, (elii quondam, pecot . . . 

Ed. n. 73 verses. 
Alque superba pali futidia . . . 
Ciiin pUcidum ventis xtaiei mare . .. 
BIna die siccani ovti nbeta . . . 
Hen, heu I qaid volui miMro mihi . • . 

Ed. III. iiiversM. 
Die mlbl, Damceta, cujam pens . . . 
Infclix, O KmpcT ovcs pccus . ■ . 
EC, si non aliquj nocuisics . . , 
Si D«sd«, meui ille caper fujt . . . 
Bisqoe djc nnmerant anbo pecus ■ . . 
Parta mew Veneri nnt mniieta . . . 
Pollfo el ipK facil navk armina . . • 
Pardte, ovct, Dimium procedere . ■ • 

Eci. V. 90 verses. 
Sire inDo potjns luccedimtu . . . 
Friipda, Uaphni, bores ad ftonunl> . • . 
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Quale sopor fessis in gamine . . . 
Haec eadem docuit cujum pecus . . . 

Eel. VI. 86 verses. 

Cum canerem reges ct praelia . . . 
iEgle Naiadum pulcherrima . . . 
Carmina quae vultis cognoscite . . . 
Aut aliquam in magno sequitur grege . 
Errabunda bovis vestigia . . . 
Quo cursu deserta petiverit . . . 

Ed. VII. 70 verses. 

Ambo florentes aetatibus . . . 
Vir gregis ipse caper deerraverat . . . 
Aspicio ; ille ubi me contra videt . . . 
Nymphae noster amor Lebethrides 
Quale meo Codro concedite . . . 
Setosi caput hoc apri tibi . . . 
Ite domum pasti, si quis pudor . . . 
Aut si ultra placitum laudirit . . . 
Si foetura gregem suppleverit . . . 
Solstitium pecori defendite . . . 
Populus Alcidae gratissima . . . 
Fraxinus in sylvis pulcherrima 

Eel. VIII. 109 verses. 

Sive Oram Illyrici legis aequoris . . . 
A te principium, tibi desinet . . . 
Carmina coepta tuis, atque hac sine . . . 
Nascere praeque diem veniens age . . . 
Omnia vcl medium fiant mare . . . 
Desine Maenalios jam desine . . . 
Ducite ab urbe domum, mea carmina . . 
Transque caput jace ; ne respexeris . . . 

Eel. IX. 67 verses. 

Heu cadit in quemquam tantum scelus . 
Tityre dum redeo, brevis est via . . . 
Et potum pastas age Tit>Te . . . 
Pierides, sunt et mihi carmina . . . 
Omnia fert actas, animum quoque . . . 
Nunc oblita mihi tot carmma . . . 
Ilinc adeo media est nobis via . . . 
Incipit apparere Bianoris . . . 

Eel. X. Tj verses. 

Nam neque Parnassi, vobis juga . . . 
Omnes unde amor istc rogant tibi . . . 
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Instances of the cadence are not wanting in the >^neid. 
The fourth book, the most elaborate of all, exhibits them, — 

" Tempon, quia rebus dexter miKliu "... 
Aotl again in the last lines, with only one interposed, — 



In Theocritus it is noi this usage which is so remarkable ; it 
is the abundance and exuberance of dactyls. They huny on 
one after another. Uke the waves of a clear and rapid brook in 
the sunshine, reilccting all things the most beautiful in Nature, 
but not resting upon any. 

iDvi. 1. Of all the poetry in all languages, that of Theocri- 
tus is the most (luenl and easy ; but if only this Idyl were ex- 
tant, it would rather be memorable for a weak imitation of it 
by Virgil and a beautiful one by Milton, than for any great 
merit beyond the harmony of its verse- Indeed, it opens with 
such sounds as Pan himself in a prelude on his pipe might have 
produced. The dialogue is between Th>-rsis and a goatherd. 
Here is much of appropriate description ; but it appears un- 
suitable to the character and condition of a goatherd to offer 
so lai^e a reward as he offers for singing a song. " If yuu 
will sing as you sang in ihe contest with the Libyan shephcnl 
Chromis, I will rcwani you with a goat, mother of two kids, 
whicli goat you may milk thrice a day ; for though she suckles 
two kids, she has milk enough lefl for two pails." 

We often hear that such or such a thing " is not worth an old 
song." Alas, how very few things arc ! What precious recol- 
lections do some of them awaken ! UTiat pleasurable tears do 
they excite ! They purify the stream of life ; they can delay 
it on its shelves and rapids ; they can turn it back again to the 
soil moss amidst which its sources issue. 

But we must not so suddenly quit the generous goatherd ; 
we must not turn our backs on him fwr the sake of indulging 
in these reflections. He is ready to give not only a marvel- 
lously fine goat for the repetition of a song, but a commodity 
of much higher value in addition, — a deep rapacious cup of 
the most cbborate workmanship, carved and painted in several 
compartments. Let us look cknely u \Wse. 
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The first contains a woman in a veil and fillet ; near her are 
two young suitors who throw fierce words one against the other : 
she never minds them, but smiles upon each alternately. Surely 
no cup, not even a magical one, could express all this ! But 
they continue to carry on their ill-will. 

In the next place is an old fisherman on a rock, from which 
he is hauling his net. Not far from him is a vineyard, laden 
with purple grapes. A little boy is watching them near the 
boundary-hedge, while a couple of foxes are about their busi- 
ness, — one walking through the rows of vines, picking out the 
ripe grapes as he goes along ; the other devising mischief to 
the boy's wallet, and declaring on the word of a fox that he 
will never quit the premises until he has captured the breakfast 
therein deposited. 

The song is deferred no longer, — and a capital song it is ; 
but the goatherd has well paid the piper. It is unnecessary to 
transcribe the verses which Virgil and Milton have imitated : 

" Nam neque Parnassi vobis juga nam neque Pindi 
UUa moram facere, neque Aonia Aganippe." 

Virgil himself, on the present occasion, was certainly not de- 
tained in any of these places. Let us try whether we cannot 
come toward the original with no greater deviation, and some- 
what less dulness : — 

** Where were ye, O ye nymphs, when Daphnis died? 
For not on Pmdus were ye, nor beside 
Peneus in his softer glades, nor where 
Acis might well expect you, once your care. 
But neitlier Acis did your steps detain. 
Nor strong Anapus rushing forth amain, 
Nor high-browed Etna with her forest chain." 

Harmonious as are the verses of Theocritus, the Greek lan- 
guage itself could not bear him above Milton in his " Lycidas." 
He had the good sense to imitate the versification of Tasso's 
" Aminta," employing rhyme where it is ready at hand, and 
permitting his verses to be longer or shorter, as may happen. 
They are never deficient in sweetness, taken separately, and 
never at the close of a sentence disappoint us. However, we 
cannot but regret the clashing of irreconcilable mythologies. 
Neither in a poem nor in a picture do we see willingly the 
Nymphs and the Druids together ; Saint Peter comes even more 
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lely ; and although in the midst or such scenery we 
prepared against wolves with their own heads and 
and " privy paws," yet we deprecate them when they 
appear with a bishop's : they are then an over-match for us. 
"Die ancients conid not readily run into such errors ; yet 
something of a lund not very dissimilar may be objected to 
Virgil,— 

" Vcnil Apollo, 
'Galle, quid inunisf ' inquiE." 

When the poet says, " Cynlhius aurem vellit et admoouit," we 
are aware that it is merely a form of phraseology ; but among 
those who in Virgil's age believed in Apollo, not one believed 
that he held a conversation with Callus. The time for these 
familiarities of guds with mortals had long been over, — 
" Nee se contingi paliuntiu lumine claro." 

There was only one of them who could still alight without sns- 
picion among the poets. Phoebus had become a mockery, a 
by-word ; but there never will be a time probably when Love 
shall lose his personality, or be wished out of the way if he has 
crept into a poem. But the poem must be a little temple of 
his own, admitting no other occupant or agent besides himself 
and (at most) two worshippers. 

To return to this first Idyl. Theocritus may be censured 
for representing a continuity of action in one graven piece, 
where the girl smiles on two young men alternately. Kui his 
defence is ready. He would induce the belief that on looking 
at the perfection of the workmanship wc must necessarily know 
not only what is passing, but also what is past and what is to 
come. We see the two foxes in the same spirit, and enter into 
their minds and machinations. We swear to the wickedest of 
the two that wc will keep his secret, and that we will help 
htm to the uttermost of our power when he declares that he 
(^n) will have the boy's breakfast Perhaps wc might not 
be so steadily his partisan, if the boy himself were not medi- 
tating an ill turn to .mother creature. He is bwsy in making a 
Mtlle cage for the cicala. Do wc never see the past and tlic 
ftiture in the pictures of lulwin l.andseer, who exercises over 
•11 the beasts of the field and fowls of the air an undivided and 
imlimitcd dominion, not iwi- fyi-u? 
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We shall abstain, as far as may be, in this review from verbal 
criticism, for which the judicious editor, after many other great 
scholars, has left but little room ; but we cannot consent with 
him to omit the hundred and twentieth verse, merely because 
we find it in the fifth Idyl, nor because he tells us it is rejected 
in the best editions. Verses have been repeated both by Lu- 
cretius and by Virgil. In the present case the sentence with- 
out it seems obtruncated, and wants the pecuUar rhythm of 
Theocritus, which is complete and perfect with it. In the last 
two verses are oTSc xCfiaipaL Ov firj crKcpraai^re. Speaking A? the 
she-goats he could not well say at, which could only be said in 
speaking ^them. Probably the right reading is tSSc, although 
we believe there is no authority for it. The repetition of that 
word is gracefiil, and adds to the sense. " Come hither, Kis- 
saitha ! milk this one ; but, you others, do not leap about 
here, lest, etc." The poet tells us he will hereafter sing more 
sweetly : it is much to say ; but he will keep his promise. He 
speaks in the character of Thyrsis. When the goatherd gives 
the cup to the shepherd he wishes his mouth to be filled with 
honey and with the honey-comd / 

Idyl II. is a monologue, and not bucolic. Cimaetha, an en- 
chantress, is in love with Delphis. The poem is curious, con- 
taining a complete system of incantation as practised by the 
Greeks. Out of two verses, by no means remarkable, Virgil has 
framed some of the most beautiful in all his works. Whether 
the Idyl was in this particular copied from ApoUonius, or 
whether he in the Argonautics had it before him, is uncertain. 
Neither of them is so admirable as, — 

" Sylvaeque et saeva quierant 
itquora. 

At non infelix animi Phoenissa ; neque unquam 
Solvitur in somnos, oculisve aut pectore noctem 
Accipit: ingeminant curx, rursusque resurgens 
Sxvit amor. 

The woods and stormy waves were now at rest. 

But not the hapless Dido ; never sank 

She into sleep, never received she night 

Into her bosom ; grief redoubled grief, 

And love sprang up more fierce the more repressed." 

Idyl III. A goatherd, whose name is not mentioned, de- 
clares his love, with prayers and expostulations, praises and re- 
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proaches, to Amaryllis. The restlessness of passion never was 
bciicr expressed. The tenth and eleventh lines are copied by 
Virgil, with extremely ill success : — 



How poor is quod potui! and what a selection (lecta) is that 
of crabs I moreover, these were sent as a present (misi), and 
not ofiered in person. There is not even the action, such as 
it is, but merely the flat relation of it. Instead of a narration 
about sending these precious crabs, and the promise of as 
many more on the morrow, here in Theocritus the attentive 
lover says, " Behold ! 1 bring you ten apples. I gathered 
them myself from the tree whence you desired me to gather 
ihcm ; to-morrow I will bring you more. I.ook ujwn my soul- 
lormencing grief I t wish I were a bee that 1 might come into 
your grotlo, penetrating through t!ie ivy and fcm, however 
thick about you." Springing up and away from his dejection 
and supplication, he adds wildly, — 

Hit lyrtm rir 'Epvra ; 0ap1rt 0<i> <f jn \iairaa 
Moirtir J^Aafi, JpUMy Si iijr fr^if ■ /•inif-^ 

Now know I Ijjvc. a cnitl God. who drew 
A lioness's teat, and in the (ortst grew. 

Virgil has amplified the passage to no purpose ; — 

"Nunc scio qoid sii amor; duns in cotibus iltam 
IhDiu-us aut Rbodope aui eitccmi Garamantn 
Nee gtnfris nostn pucrum nee sangmnti edunt." 

Where is the difference of meaning here between ^nus and 
sanguis t And why all this bustle about Ismarus and Rhodope 
and the Garamantes? A lioness in an oak-forest stands in 
place of them all, and much better, Ix)ve being the deity, 
not die passion, qui would have been better than quid, both 
in propriety and in sound. There follows, — 

" Alter ab tmdtcimo jam lum me ceperal anmu." 

> We have e!ve 
iilHTiiit; (orifthi 
wuTili were Bf^* ttit. 
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This is among the most faulty expressions in A^igiL The 
words ^' jam turn me " sound woodenly ; and ''me cepeiat annus " 
is scarcely Latin* Perhaps the poet wrote mihi^ abbreviated to 
mi, — mihi caperat annus. There has been a doubt regarding 
the exact meaning ; but this should raise none. The meaning 
is, " I was entering my thirteenth year." " Unus ab undecimo " 
would be the twelfth ; of course '' alter ab undecimo " must 
be the thirteenth. 

Virgil is httle more happy in his translations 6om Theo- 
critus than he is in those from Homer. It is probaUe that 
they were only school exercises, — too many, and in his opin- 
ion, too good to be thrown away. J. C. Scaliger, zealous for 
the great Roman poet, gives him the preference over Hooier 
in every instance where he has copied him. But in fact there 
b nowhere a sentence, and only a single verse anywhere^ in 
which he rises to an equality with his master. He says of 
Fame, — 

" Ingrediturque solo et caput inter sidera condit.** 

The noblest verse in the Latin language. 

Idyl IV. " Battus and Corydon." * The greater part is tedi- 
ous ; but at verse thirty-eight begins a tender grief of Battus 
on the death of his Amaryllis. Corydon attempts to console 
him : " You must be of good courage, my dear Battus ! Things 
may go better with you another day." To which natural and 
brief reflection we believe all editions have added two verses as 
spoken by Corydon. Nevertheless we suspect that Theocritus 
gave the following one to Battus, and that he says in reply, or 
rather in refutation, "There are hopes in the Uving, but the 
dead leave us none." Then says Corydon, "The skies are 
sometimes serene and sometimes rainy." Battus is comforted ; 
he adds but Oapaiu), for he perceives on a sudden that the 
calves are nibbling the olives. Good Battus has forgotten at 
once all his wishes and regrets for Amaryllis, and would rather 

1 The close of verse thirty-one is printed & tc ZdKwBos; in other edi- 
tions A ZdKvvBos. Perhaps both arc wrong. The first syllable of Zdtcvt^os 
is short, which is against the latter reading ; and tc would be long be- 
fore Z, which is against the former. Might not a shepherd who uses the 
Doric dialect have said AdtevyBos ? We have heard of a coin inscribed 
Aeucvy$iea¥. In Virgil we read nfniorosa Zacynthos ; but it seems impossi- 
ble that he should have written the word with a Z. 
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have a stout cndgel. His animosity soon subsides, however, 
and he asks Corydon ao o^Jd question about an old shepherd, 
vhich Corydon answers to his satisfaction and delight. 

Idyl V. Comatas, a goatherd, and Lacoa, a shepherd, ac- 
cuse each other of thievery. They cany on their recrimina- 
tions with much spirit ; but the beauty of the verses could 
alone make the contest tolerable. After the fortieth are sev- 
eral vhich Virgil has imitated with little honor to his selection. 
Theocritus, always harmonious, is invariably the most so in 
description. This is. however, loo long continued in many 
places ; but here we might wish it had begun earlier and lasted 
longer. Lacon says, — 

" Sweeter beneath ibis olive will yon tiag. 
By the grove-iide and by ibc running *pring. 
Where ^roivs ihc Eras* tn bedded IiuIk. »nd where 
The shcitl cicida shike* the slumberous air." 

This is somewhat bolder than the original will warrant, but not 
quite so bold as Virgil's " rum[-unt arbutta cicadje." It is 
followed by what may be well in character with two shepherds 
of Sybaris, but what has neither pleasantly nor novelty to re- 
commend it 1 an«l the answer would have come with much 
better grace uninterrupted. Comatas, after reminding l^con 
of a very untoward action in which both were implicated, thus 
replies : — 

" I wiU not thither : cypreises are here, 
Oaks, and two springs that gurgle cool and dear ; 
And bees are flying tor their liives. and tlirough 
The sbady branches birds (heir talk pursue." 

They both keep their places, and look out for an arbitrator 
to decide on the merit of their songs. Moison. a woodman, b 
splitting a tree near them, and they call him. There is some- 
thing \-ery dramatic in their appeal, and in the objurgation that 
follows. The contest is carried on in extemporary vetws. two 
at a time. After several. Comatas sa)-s, "All my she-goats, 
excepting two, are bearers of twins ; nevertheless, a girl who 
sees me among them says, ' Unfortunate creature ! do you milk 
them all yourself ? ' " Lacon. as the words now stand, replies, 
" Pheu I phcu 1 " an exclamation which among the tragedians 
. expresses grief and anguish, but which here si^\&E:& ■■ V*a-, 
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psha." Now, it is evident that Comatas had attempted to 
make Lacon jealous, by telling him how sorry the girl was that 
he should milk the goats himself without anybody to help him. 
Lacon in return is ready to show that he also had his good 
fortune. There is reason therefore to suspect that the name 
Aoicfov should be Aa/uov, because from all that precedes we may 
suppose that Lacon was never possessed of such wealth, and 
that Comatas would have turned him into ridicule if he had 
boasted of it. " Psha ! psha ! you are a grand personage with 
your twin-bearing goats, no doubt ; but you milk them your- 
self. Now, Damon is richer than you are; he fills pretty 
nearly twenty hampers with cheeses." 

This seems indubitable from the following speech of La- 
con. Not to be teased any more aft^r he had been taunted 
by Comatas that Clearista, although he was a goatherd, threw 
apples at him and began to sing the moment he drove his herd 
by her, Lacon, out of patience at last, says, " Cratidas makes 
me wild with that beautiful hair about the neck." There 
could have been no room for this if he had spoken of himself, 
however insatiable ; for in a later verse Cratidas seems already 
to have made room for another, — 

Finding Damon here in Theocritus, we may account for his 
appearance in Virgil. No Greek letters are more easily mis- 
taken one for the other than the capital A for A, and the small 
K for /I. In the one hundred and fifth verse, Comatas boasts 
of possessing a cup sculptured by Praxiteles. This is no very 
grave absurdity in such a braggart : it suits the character. 
Virgil, who had none to support for his shepherd, makes him 
state that his is only ^^divini opus Alcimedontis." 

It may be remarked, in conclusion, that no other Idyl con- 
tains so many pauses after the fourth foot, which Hermann 
calls bucolic ; nearly half of the verses have this cadence. 

Idyl VI. This is dramatic, and is addressed to Aratus. 
The shepherds Damaitas and Daphnis had driven their flocks 
into one place, and sitting by a fountain began a song about 
Polyphemus and Galatea. Daphnis acts the character of 
Galatea, Damaetas of Poly])hemus. The various devices of 
the gigantic shepherd to make her jealous, and his confidence 
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of success in putting Ihcm into practice are very amuBing. 
His slyness in giving a secret sign to set the dog at her, and 
the dog knotving that he loved her in his heart, and jiushiog his 
nose against her thigh instead of biting her, are such touches 
of true poetry as are seldotn to be found in pastorals. In the 
midst of these our poet has been thought to have committed 
one anachronism. But where Galatea is said to have mistaken 
the game, when — 



she herself is not represented as the speaker, nor is Polyphe- 
mus, but Daphnis, It is only at the next speech that cither 
of the characters comes forth in person ; here Damxlas is the 
Polyphemus, and acts his part admirably. 

lovt VII. The last was different in its form and character 
from the five preceding ; llii: present is more different stilL 
The poet, on his road to Alexandria with Eucritus and Amyn- 
tas, meets Phrasidamus and Antigenes, and is invited tu ac- 
company them to the festival of Ceres, called Thalysia. He 
tills in with Lyciiias of Cidon, and they relate their love- 
stories. This Idyl closes with a description of summer Just 
declining into autumn. The invocation to the Nymphs is ia 
the spirit of Pindar. 

Idvl VIII.' The subject is a contest in singing between 
Menalcas and Daphnis for a pipe. Here arc some verses of ' 
exquisite simplicity, which Virgil has most clumsily translated : 

" Ego hone vitulum, mferti recnses, e(e. 
Dc gnec non aualro quidqnam deponere lecum. 
Est mini nimqiie ilomi pater, est mJHtta novcccii. 
BiH|iK die nuucnnt ainbo/iviii ■ . . alltr tl Arntis." 

■ The GrsI two lines irc the least pleis»nt to (he ear uT Miy En this 

met odious poet. 
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It is evident that Virgil means by"pecus"the sheep only; 
" pecora '' at this day means a ewe in Italian. Viigirs Me- 
nalcas had no objection to the robbery, bat was afraid of the 
chastisement. 

The Menalcas of Theocritus says, " I will never lay what be- 
longs to my father, but I have a pipe which I made myself; ** 
and according to his account of it, it was no ordinary piece of 
workmanship. Damsetas, it appears, had made exacUy such 
another, quite as good ; and the cane of which it was made cut 
his finger in making it. They carry on the contest in such 
sweet hexameters and pentameters as never were heard before 
or since ; but they finish with hexameters alone. The prize is 
awarded to Daphnis by the goatherd who is arbitrator. He 
must have been a goatherd of uncommonly fine discernment. 
The match seems equal; perhaps the two following verses 
turned the balance : — 

^6vofia fia\* iffopwv, rha^ 2<iccA^ is tika. 

Of these, as of those above, we can only give the meaning ; 
he who can give a representation of them, can give a represen- 
tation of the sea-breezes ; — 

" It never was my wish to have possessed 
The land of Pelops and his golden store ; 
But only, as I hold you to my breast, 
Glance at our sheep and our Sicilian shore." 

Idyl IX. Again Menalcas and Daphnis; but they must 
both have taken cold. 

Idyl X. Milo and Battus are reapers. Milo asks Battus 
what ails him, that he can neither draw a straight furrow nor 
reap like his neighbors. For simplicity none of the pastorals 
is more delightful, and it abounds in rustic irony. 

Idyl XI. is addressed to Nikias of Miletus, and appears to 
have been written in Sicily, by the words 6 KvkXoi^ 6 irap rjfxiv. 
It describes the love of Pol)T)hemus for Galatea, his appeal to 
her, his promises (to the extent of eleven kids and four bear- 
cubs), and his boast that if he cannot have her, he can find 
another perhaps more beautiful; for that many are ready 
enough to play with him, challenging him to that effect, and 
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giggling (KtxXilovTi) when he listens to ihem, Virgil's imi- 
taiiou of this Idyl is extremely and more than usually feeble. 
The last verse however of Theocritus is somewhat flat.' 

Idvl XII. We now arrive at the first of those Idyls ot 
which the genuineness has been so pertinaciously disputed.* 
And why? Because forsooth it pleased the author to compose 
it in the Ionic dialect. Did Bums, who wrote mostly in the 
Scottish, write nothing in the English? With how much bet- 
ter reason has the competitor of Apollonius and Callimachus 
deserted the Doric occasionally 1 Meleager and other writers 
of inscriptions mix frequently Ionic forms with Doric, In fact, 
the most accurate explorers must come at last to the conclusion, 
that even in the pastoral portion of these Idyls scarcely a single 
one b composed throughout of unmingled Doric, Tlic car 
that is accustomed to the exuberant flow of 'ITieocritus, will 
never reject as spurious this melodious and graceful poem. 
Here, and particularly toward the conclusion, as very ofien 
elsewhere, he writes In the style and spirit of Pindar, while he 
celebrates the loves extolled by Plato. 

Id^i. XIII. b addressed to Nikias, as the eleventh was. It 
is not a dialogue ; it is a narrative of the loss of Hylas. The 
same story b related by Propertius in the most beautiful of his 
Elegies. 

Idyl XIV. is entitled " Cynisca's Love," and b a dialogue 
between her husband ^schines and hb friend Thyonichus. 
Cynisca had taken a fancy to I.ucos. At an entertainment 
given by ^-Eschines, a very mischievous guest, one Apb, sings 

" He liyfld mor* pleasantly than if he had given goid fot JL" 

nor can it be tmpioicd without a bold MibstJ. 
• Wwifir Ixt" Tit. 
.Such letiuination* arc c^casionally to be found in our po«i; lot 

Idyll. i>,\l^dx"f<»- Idvl II. tT<npiyi»^r. Idfl III, •! ft\ Jtu 
/it, tttd ihrce lines farther on. oSnii' fy* ^'r- etc. 

* The title of this is " Aiten." whicii among Ihe Ttiessalians w»* what. 
RcenrdinK lo the poet in v. tj. tlmtUai was »motig the Spartans. — Iho 
one -apt Ti rir ipiMnr tlaaUui, the other fiom tlmttt -li* C^*.^^ 
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about a wolf (Aukos), who was quite charming. iEschines had 
had some reason for jealousy before. Hearing Cynisca sigh at 
the name of Lucos, he can endure it no longer, and gives her 
a slap in the face, then another, and so foith, until she runs 
out of the house and takes refuge with her Lucos day and 
night. All this the husband relates to Thyonichus ; and the 
verses from the thirty-fourth to the thirty-eighth, ^oAirc ^iXor, 
are very laughable. Thyonichus advises that so able a boxer 
should enter the service of Ptolemy. 

Idyl XV. "The Syracusan Gossips." Never was there so 
exact, or so delightful a description of such characters. There 
is a little diversity, quite enough, between Praxinoe and Goxgo. 
Praxinoe is fond of dress ; conceited, ignorant, rash, abusive in 
her remarks on her husband, ambitious to display her knowl- 
edge as well as her finery, and talking absurdly on what she 
sees about her at the festival of Adonis. Gorgo is desirous of 
insinuating her habits of industry. There are five speakers, — 
Gorgo, Praxinoe, Eunoe, an old woman, and a traveller, besides 
a singing girl who has nothing to do with the party or the 
dialogue. 

Gorgo, Don't talk in this way against your husband while 
your baby is by. See how he is looking at you. 

Praxinoe, Sprightly my pretty Zopyrion ! I am not talking 
of papa. 

Gorgo, By Proserpine, he understands you ! Papa is a jewel 
of a papa. 

After a good deal of tattle they are setting out for the fair, 
and the child shows a strong desire to be of the party. 

Gorgo. I can't take you, darling ! There 's a hobgoblin on 
the other side of the door, and there 's a biting horse. Ay, ay, 
cry to your heart's content ! Do you think I would have you 
lamed for life ? Come, come, let us be off ! 

Laughter is irrepressible at their mishaps and exclamations 
in the crowd. This poem, consisting of one hundred and 
forty-four verses, is the longest in Theocritus, excepting the 
heroics on Hercules. The comic is varied and relieved by the 
song of a girl on Adonis. She notices everything she sees, 
and describes it as it appears to her. After an invocation 
to Venus she has a compliment for Berenice, not without an 
eye to the candied flowers and white pastry, and the pretty 
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little baskets containing mossy gardens and waxwork Adonises, 
And liny Lmes flying over, — 

nuTNrrai. mf6yit¥ nifuj^trn Sim is' t(m. 

" Like the jrouna nigh tin gales, some nestling clo«c, 
■ Some pljring the fresh wing from buugh lo bough." 

Idyl XVI. "The Graces." Here Hiero is reminded how 
becoming is Uberality in the rich and powerful ; and here is 
sometimes a plaintive under-song in the praise. The attributes 
of the Graces were manifold ; the poet has them in view prin- 
cipally as the distributors of just rewards. We have noticed 
the resembbnce he often bears to Pindar; nowhere is il so 
striking as in this and the next. The best of Pindaj's odes iit 
not more energetic throughout ; none of them surpass these 
two in the chief qualities of that admirable poet, — rejection 
of what is light and minute, disdain of what is trivial, anil se- 
lection of those blocks from the qviarry which will bear strong 
strokes of the hammer and retain all the marks of the chisel. 
Of what wc understand by sublimity he has little ; but he 
moves in the calm majesty of an elevated tnind. Of all poets 
he least resembles those among us whom it is the fashion most 
to admire at the present day. The verses of lliis address to 
Hiero by Theocritus, from the thirty-fourth to the forty -seventh, 
are as sonorous and elevated as the best of Homer's ; and so 
are those beginning at the ninety-eighth verse lo the end. 

Idyl XVII. This has nothing of the Idyl in it, but is « 
noble eulogy on Ptolemy Philadclphus, son of Ptolemy I,3gus 
and Itcrenice. Warton is among the many who would deduct 
il from the works of our poet. It is grander ewn than the 
last on Hiero, in which he ap[iC3rs resolved to surpass all that 
Pin'lar has written on the earlier king of that name. It b only 
in vcreificaiion thai it differs from him ; in comprehensiveness, 
power, and majesty, and in the manner of treating the subject, 
the same spirit seems to have gtiided the same haul. 

Idyl XVIII. "The Epithalamium of Helen." There were 
two species of epithalamium, — tlie KmpijTmav, such as this, 
fuid such likewise as that of Catullus, sung as the bride was 
conducted to her chamber; and the tytfyrua'iv, sung as she 
■rose in the morning. The poet, in the &ri',vitw(«>,\o.\«A'aKKa 
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twelve Spartan girls crowned with hyacinths^ who sing and 
dance about Menelaus. " And so you are somewhat heavy in 
the knees, sweet spouse ! rather fond of sleep, are you ? You 
ought to have gone to sleep at the proper time, and have let a 
young maiden play with other young maidens at her mother's 
until long after daybreak." Then follow the praises qf Helen, 
wishes for her prosperity, and promises to return at the crowing 
of the cock. 

Idyl XIX. " Kariocleptes, or the Hive-stealer," contains 
but eight verses. It is the story of Cupid stung by a bee, — 
the first and last bee that ever stung aJ/ the fingers (AcucruXa 
vavr v7ren;^cv) of both hands ; for it is not x^f^ ^^^ X^H^* 
Having said in the first verse that the bee stiing Mm as he was 
plundering the hive, we may easily suspect in what part the 
wound was inflicted ; and among the extremely few things we 
could wish altered or omitted in Theocritus are the words — 

All the needful and all the ornamental would be comprised 
in — 

Kripiop iK fflfifi\<»y ov\€6fitpop, ts x^P* ^^wrat, etc. 

Idyl XX. " The Oxherd." He complains of Eunica, who 
holds his love in derision and finds fault with hio features, 
speech, and manners. From plain downright contemptuous- 
ness she bursts forth into irony, — 

*Cls rpu^tphy AoX/rtf , &s KctrlXa ^/iora ^/Mto'Sccf, etc. 

" How rustic is your play I 
How coarse your language I etc. 

He entertains a very different opinion of himself, boasts that 
every girl upon the hills is in love with him, and is sure that 
only a " town lady " (which he thmks is the same thing as a 
" lady of the town ") could have so little taste. There is sim- 
plicity in this Idyl, but it is the worst of the author's. 

Idyl XXI. " The Fisherman." Two fishermen were lying 
stretched on seaweed in a wattled hut, and resting their heads 
against the wall composed of twigs and leaves. Around them 



THE IDYLS OF THEOCRITUS. 



321 



I 



were spread all the impkments of their trade, which are speci- 
fied in very beautiful verse. They arose before dawn, and one 
said to the other, " They speak unwisely who tell us tliat the 
nights arc shorter in summer when the days arc longer, for 
within the space of this very night 1 have dreamed innuincr- 
able dreams. Have you ever learned to inicqiret them?" 
He then relates how he dreamed of having caught a golden 
fish, how afraid he was that it might be the favonte fish of 
Neptune or Araphitrite. His fears subsided, and he swore to 
himaelf that he would give up the sea forever and be a king, 
"I am now afraid of having sworn any such oath," said he. 
'■ Never fear," replied the other ; " the only danger is of dying 
with hunger in the midst of such golden dreams." 

Idyi. XXn. This is the first heroic poem in Theocritus; it 
is in two parts. First is described the fight of Polideukes 
and Amycus ; secondly, of Castor and I.ynceus. Of Amyciu 
the poet says that '* his monstrous chest was sfkerieal," — 
bnfuupurTo. 

Omitting this, we may perhaps give some idea of the scene. 



Beneath a rocky steep, a fount they saw 
Full o[ clear water ; and below were more 
That bubbled iiom the bottom, silvery, 
Cryslalline. In the banks around grew pines, 
Poplan, and cypreucs and planes, and Sowcts 
Sweet-«meiling ; pleasant work lot haity bees 
Born in the meadows at the close of spring. 
There in the sunshine sat ■ savage man. 
Horrid to see ; broken were botji hisi ears 
Willi cestiises, his shoulders were like rocks 
Polished by some vast rivet's ceaseless whirl.** 

Apolloniiis and Valerius Flaccus have described the fight of 
Amycus and I'olydeiikcs. Both poets are clever, Valerius more 
than usually. Theocritus is masicriy. 

Idyl XXIII. " Dyseros, or the Unhappy Ijiver." The sub- 
ject of this is the same as the Corydon of Virgil ; but here the 
statue of Cupid falls on and crushes the inflexible. 

Idyl XXIV. " Heradiskos, or the Infant Hercules." There 
arc critics of so weak a sight in poetr)- as to ascribe this tnng- 
nificeni and wonderful work to BioD ot Moscioii. V\«=TC>i'ffi."'& 
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cradled in Amphitxyon's shield. The description of the ser- 
pent5« of the supernatural light in the chamber, and the proph- 
ecy of Tiresias, are equal to Pindar and Homer. 

Idyl XX\'. " Hercules the Lion-Killer." This will bear no 
comparison wiih the preceding. The story is told by Hercules 
himself, and the poet has taken good care that it should not be 
beyond his capacity. 

Idyl XXVI. " llie Death of Pentheus." Little can be said 
for this also : only that the style is the pure antique. 

Idyl XXVII. '*Daphnis and the ^epherdess" has been 
transbteil by Dr)*den. He has given the Shepherdess a 
muslin gown bespangled. This easy and vigorous poet too 
often turns the countr>' into the town, smells of the ginshop* 
and staggers toward the brothel. He was quite at home with 
Juvenal, imitating his scholastic strut, deep frown, and loud 
declamation. No other has done such justice to Lucretius, to 
Virgil, to Horace, and to Ovid ; none is so dissimilar to The- 
ocritus. Wherever he finds a stain, he enlarges its circumfer- 
ence, and renders it vivid and indehble. In this lively poem 
we wish the sixty-fifth and sixty-sixth verses were omitted. 

Idyl XXVIII. Neither this nor any one of the following 
can be called an Idyl. The metre is the pentameter chori- 
ambic, like Catullus's " Alphene immemor," etc. 

Idyl XXIX. Expostulation against Inconstancy. The metre 
is the dactylic pentameter, in which every foot is a dactyl, 
excepting the first, which is properly a trochee ; this however 
may be converted to a spondee or an iambic, enjoying the 
same license as the Phalcucian. In the twentieth verse there 
is a false quantity, where kc is short before {. 

Idyl XXX. The " Death of Adonis." Venus orders the 
Loves to catch the guilty boar and bring him before her. 
They do so; he makes his defence against the accusation, 
which is that he only wished to kiss the thigh of Adonis ; and 
he offers his tusk in atonement, and if the tusk is insufficient, 
his cheek. Venus pitied him, and he was set at liberty. Out 
of gratitude and remorse, he went to a fire and burned his 
teeth down to the sockets. Let those who would pillage 
Theocritus of his valuables show the same contrition ; we then 
promise them this poem, to do what they will with. 

The *• Inscriptions," which follow, are all of extreme sim- 
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plicily and propriety. These are followed by the poema of 
BioD and Moscbus. Bion was a. native of Smyrna, Moschus 
(his scholar) of Syracuse, They are called authors of Idyb, 
but there b nothing of idyl or pastoral in their works. The 

it of them, as is often the case, is the most admired. Bion 
tells us that the boar bit the thigh of Adonis with his Am*, — 
the wAite /Aig/i with Ike -while tusk; and that Adonis grieved 
Venus by breathing sa/tiy while the blood was running. Such 
£uilts as these are rarely to be detected in Greek poetry, but 
frequently on the revival of Pastoral in Italy. 

Chaucer was bom before ihat epidemic broke out which 
toon spread over Europe, and infected the English poetry as 
badly as any. The thoughts of our poets in the Elizabethan 
age often look the stronger because they are compUcated and 
twisted. We have the boldness to confess that we are no 
Bdmirets of the Elizabethan style. Shakspeare stood alone in 
t fresh and vigorous and vast creation ; yet even his fiist-bom 
were foul offenders, bearing on their brows the curse of a fallen 
itatc. Elsewhere, in every quarter, we are at once slumberous 
and restless under the heaviness of musk and benzoin, and sigh 
for the unattainable insipidity of fresh air. We arc regaled 
vith dishes in which no condiment is forgotten, nor indeed 
lything but simply the meat; and we arc ushered into 
chambers where the tapestry is all comjwsed of dwarfs and 

ts, and the floor all covered with blood. Thomson, in the 
** Seasons," has given us many beautiftil descriptions of inani- 
mate nature ; but the moment any one speaks in diem the 
charm is broken. The figures he introduces are fantastical. 
The " Hassan " of Collins is excellent ; he however U surpassed 
by Bums and Scott; and Wordsworth, in his "Michael," is 
nowise inferior to them. Among the modems no poet, it 
appears to us, has written an Idyl so perfect, so pure and 
simple in expression, yet so rich in thought and imagery, as the 
* Cixliva " of Alfred Tenn)'soa, Wordswotih, like Thomson, 
is deficient in the delineation of character, even of the mstic, 
in which Scott and Bums are almost equal. But some beau- 
tifiil Idyls might be extracted from the "Excursion," which 
would easily split into laminte, an<l the residue might with little 
loss be blown away. Few arc suspicious that they may be led 
Utray and get benighted by following swa^UtA-^ vm Va- 
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there are pleasant fruits growing on the ground, must we there- 
fore cast aside as unwholesome those which have reqtiired the 
pruning-knife to correct and the ladder to reach them ? Beau- 
tiful thoughts are seldom disdainful of sonorous epithets ; we 
find them continually in the Pastorals of Theocritus ; sometimes 
we see, coming rather obtrusively, the wanton and indelicate, 
but never (what poetry most abhors) the mean and abject 
Widely different from our homestead poets, the Syracusan is 
remarkable for a facility that never draggles, for a spirit that 
never flags, and for a variety that never is exhausted. His 
reflections are frequent, but seasonable, — soon over, like the 
shadows of spring clouds on flowery meadows, and not hanging 
heavily upon the scene, nor depressing the vivacity of the 
blithe antagonists. 




THE POEMS OF CATULLUS. 

Doering's first edition of Catullus came out nearly half a 
century before his lost edition. When he returned to his 
undertaking, he found many things, he tells us, to be struck 
out, many to be altered and set right. We believe we shall 
be able to show that several are still remaining in these 
predicaments. 

They who in our days have traced the progress of poetry 
have pursued it generally not as poets or philosophcts, but oa 
hasty observers or cold chronolc^ists. If we take our stand 
on the Roman world just before the subversion of its free in- 
stitutions, we shall be in a position to look backward on 
(ireece and forward on Italy and England; and we shall be 
little disposed to pick up and run away with the stale com- 
ments left by those who went before us, but rather to loiter a 
little on the way, and to indulge, perha[*s too complacently, 
in the freshness of otir own peculiar opinions and favorite 
speculations. 

The last poet who flourished at Rome before the extinc- 
tion of the republic by the arms of Julius Ctesar was Catullus ; 
and the last record we possess of him is about the defama- 
tory verses which he composed on that imperishable name. 
Ciccru, to whom he has expressed his gratitude for defending 
' ' n in a law-suit, commends on this occasion the equanimity of 
I Csesar, who listened to the reading of them in his balh before 
I dinner. There is no reason to believe that the poet long sur- 
vived his father's guest, the Dictator ; but his decease was un- 
I noticed in those times of agitation and dismay, nor is the date 
t of it to be ascertained. It has usually been placed at Ihc age 
I- of forty-six, four years after Cxsar's. Nothing is more absurd 
I than the supposition of Martial, which however is but a poeti- 
f cal one, — 

"Si fi>rsaTi lener rusiu est CalaltuB 



326 THE POEICS OF CATULLUS. 

(It is scarcely worth a remark by the way, that si forszn is not 
Latin ; si font would be : si and an can have nothing to do 
with 'each other.) But allowing that Viigil had written his 
" Ceiris " and " Culex," two poems inferior to several in the Eton 
school-exercises, he could not have published his first Eclogues 
in the lifetime of Catullus ; and if he had, the whole of them 
are not worth a single Phaleucian or scazon of the vigorous 
and impassioned Veronese. 

But Virgil is not to be depreciated by us, as he too often 
has been of late, both in this country and abroad ; nor is he at 
all so when we deliver our opinion that his Pastorals are almost 
as inferior to those of Theocritus as Pope's are to his. Even 
in these, there not only are melodious verses, but harmonious 
sentences, appropriate images, and tender thoughts. Once 
or twice we find beauties beyond any in Theocritus; for 
example, — 

" Ite, capellae f 

Non ego vos posthac viridi projectus in antro 

Dumosi pendere procul dc rupe videbo." 

Vet in other places he is quite as harsh as if he had been ever 
so negligent. One instance is, — 

" Nunc victi, tristcs, quoniam Fors omnia versat^ 
Hos illi (quod nee bene vertat) mittimus haedos. 

" But now we must stoop 

To the worst in the troop, 
And must do whatsoever that vagabond wills : 

I wish the old goat 

Had a horn in liis throat, 
And the kids and ourselves were again on the hills." 

Supposing the first of the Eclogues to have appeared seven 
years after the death of Catullus, and this poet to have com- 
posed his earliest works in the lifetime of Lucretius, we cannot 
but ponder on the change of the Latin language in so short a 
space of time. Lucretius was by birth a Roman, and wrote in 
Rome ; yet who would not say unhesitatingly that there is 
more of what Cicero calls urbane in the two provincials, Virgil 
and Catullus, than in the authoritative and stately man who 
leads Mcmmius from the camp into the gardens of Epicurus. 
He complains of poverty in the I^tin tongue ; but his com- 
plaint is only on its insufficiency in philosophical terms, which 
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Cicero also felt twenty yeare later, and called in Greek aux- 
iliaries. But in reality the language never exhibited such a 
profusion of richness as in the comedies of Plautus, whose style 
is the just admiration of the Roman orator. 

Cicero bears about him many little keepsakes received from 
this quarter, particularly the diminutives. His fondness for 
them borders on extravagance. Could you believe that the 
language contains in its whole compass a hundred of these? 
Could you believe that an orator and philosopher was likely to 
employ a quarter of the number? Vet in the various works of 
Cicero wc have counted and written down above a hundred 
and sixty. Catullus himself has employed them much more 
sparingly than Cicero, or than Flautus, and always with propriety 
and effect. The playful Ovid never indulges in them, nor does 
Propettius, nor does Tibullus. Nobody is willing to suspect 
that Virgil has ever done it ; but he has done it once in — 
" Oinda lilmril nalx." 

Perhaps they had been turned into ridicule for the misapplica- 
tion of them by some forgotten poet in the commencement of 
the Augustan age. Quintilian might have given us information 
on this : it lay in his road. But whether they died by a natu- 
ral death or a violent one, they did not appear again as a plague 
until a/ier the deluge of the Dark Ages ; and then they in- 
creased and multiplied in the sUme of those tepid shallows 
from which Italy in few places has even yet emerged. In the 
lines of Hadrian, — 

" AnimuU, vagiiU. blandula," — 

they have been greatly admired, and very undeservedly. Pope 
has made sad work of these. Whatever they are, they did not 
merit such an experimentum crudi at his hands. 

In Catullus no reader of a i>oetical mind would desire one 
diminntive less. In Polilian and such people they hazt abotit 
our ears insufferably ; and we would waft every one of them 
away, with tittle heed or concern, if wc brush off together with 
them all the squashy insipidities they alight on. 

The imitators of Catullus have indeed been peculiarly un- 
successful. Numerous .is they are, scarcely five pieces worth 
remembrance can be found among them, VKctt ast v^tmsm. 
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who have a knowledge of Latinity, there are others who have a 
knowledge. of poetry; but it is not always that the same judge 
decides with equal wisdom in both courts. Some hendecasyl- 
labics of the late Serjeant Lens, an excellent man, a first-iate 
scholar, and a graceful poet, have been rather unduly praised ; 
to us they appear monotonous and redundant We will tran- 
scribe only the first two for particular notice and illustration : 

** Grates insidiis tuis dolisque 
Vinclis jam refero lubens solutis." 

Never were words more perplexed and involved. He who 
brings them forward as classical is unaware that they are closely 
copied from a beautiful little poem of Metastasio, which J. J. 
Rousseau has tianslated admirably : — 



" Grazie agli inganni tuoi 
Alfin respiro, O Nice I " 



How much bet,ter is the single word inganni than the useless 
and improper insidiis which renders do/is quite imnecessary ! 
A better line would be — 

•' Vincla projicio libens soluta.** 

Or — 

"Tandem projicio soluta vincla." 

In fact, it would be a very difficult matter to suggest a worse. 
The most-part of the verses may be transposed in any way 
whatsoever ; each seems to be independent of the rest. They 
are good, upright, sound verses enough, but never a sentence 
of them conciliates the ear. The same objection is justly made 
to nearly all the modem hendecasyllabics. Serjeant Lens has 
also given us too many lines for one Phaleucian piece. The 
metre will admit but few advantageously ; it is the very best 
for short poems. This might be broken into three or four, 
and almost in any place indifferently. Like the s^/a equina, 
by pushing out a head and a tail, each would go on as well 
as ever. 

In how few authors of hendecasyllabics is there one fine 
cadence ! Such, for instance, as those in Catullus : — 

" Soles occidere et redire possunt, 
Nobis quum semel occiditbrevis lux 
Noz est perpetua una dormienda." 
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" Quamvit Candida miUies puella 
Eunlem revocet, manusquc collo 
Ambas injieiena roget moiari." 

An<I twenty more. In the former of these quotations, Catullus 
had before him the best passage in Moschus, which may be 
thus translated : — 

" All I when the mallow in Ihc crotl din down, 
Or the pale parsley or tb« cris|>cd anise, 
Again they grow, another jeir they flourish ; 
Uul we, the great, the valiani, and the wise. 
Once covered over in the hulluw earth. 
Sicep a long, dreamleu, utiawakening ilecp." 

The original verses are as harmonious as almost any in the 
language. But the epithet which the poet has prefixed to 
parsley is very nndisiinguishing, Greek poets more frci)uenlly 
than Latin gave those rather which suited the metre than those 
which conveyed a peculiar representation. Neither the xA^>^ 
applied to parsley is in any of its senses very appropriate, nor 
are the (i-OuA« and otAof to anise, but rather to burrage, 

Catullus has had innumerable imitaiois in the Phaleucian, but 
the only dexterity displayed by them in general is in catching a 
veise and sending it t^k again like a shuttlecock. Until our own 
times, there is little thought, little imagination, no passion, no ten- 
derness, in the modem Latin poels. Casimir shows most genius 
and most facility ; but Casimir, in hb best poem, writes — 

" Sonora bui filia ailiUi." 
Was ever allegory treated with such indignity? What becomes 
of this tight-laced daughter of a box-tree? She was hanged. 
Where? On n high poplar. Wherefore? That she might be 
the more easily come at by the [>oel. Pontanus loo has been 
praised of late ; but throughoul his thick volume there is 
scarcely a glimpse of poetry. There are certain eyes which, 
seeing objects at a distance, take snow for sunshine. 

Two verses of Joannes Secimiius, almost the only two he 
has written worth remembering, outvalue all we have imported 
from the latter ages. They would have been quoted, even 
bom Catullus himself, as among his best, — 
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The six of Bembo on Venice are admirable also. And there 
are two from two French authors, each worth two Pontanuses. 
The first is on the Irish, — 

*' Gens rationifurem et mentem pasta chimaeiis.** 

The second (but this is stolen from Manilius) on Franklin, his 
discoveries in electricity, and his energy in the liberation of his 
country, — 

** Eripuit coclo fulmen sceptnunqoe tynmna" 

Another has been frequently quoted from a prize poem by 
Canning. Such as it is, it also is stolen — and with much in- 
jiuy (as stolen things often are) — from the " Nutricia " of 
Politian, among whose poems one only, that (mi the death of 
Ovid, has any merit. This being the only one which is without 
metrical faults, and the rest abounding in them, a reasonable 
doubt may arise whether he could have written it, — he who 
has written by the dozen such as the following : — 

** Impedis amplexu — '* 
intending impedis for a dactyl, — 

** Quando expediret insens hexametro — ** 
for a pentameter, — 

" Mutare domi-num d6m-us hac nescit suum — * 
for an iambic, — 

" Lucreti f uit hoc, et Euripidis — '* 

for a Phaleucian ; and in whom we find Hutarchus short in 
the first syllable, Bis-ve semehe^ and Vaticani long in the 
second syllable twice. 

Milton has been thought like Politian in his hexameters and 
pentameters. In his Elegies he is Ovidian ; but he is rather 
the fag than the playfellow of Ovid. Among his Latin poems 
the scazon " De Hominis Archetypo " is the best. In those 
of the modems there is rarely more than one thing missing ; 
namely, the poetry, which some critics seem to have held for a 
matter of importance. If we may hazard a conjecture, they are 
in the right. Robert Smith is the only one who has ascended 
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into the higher regions. But even the best scholars, since 
they receive most of their opinions from tradition, and stunted 
and distorted in the crevices of a quadrangle, will be slowly 
brought to conclude that his poetry is better (and Itetter it surely 
is) than the greater part of that which dazzles ihem from the 
luminaries of (he Auguslan age. In vigor and harmony of dic- 
tion, in the seleciion of topics, in the rejection of little orna- 
ments, in the total su|)pression of playftil prettincsses, in soUdity 
and magnitude of thought, sustained and elevated by the purest 
spirit of poetry, we find nothing in the Augustan age of the 
same continuity, the same extent. We refer to the poem en- 
titled " Plaionis Principia," in which there are a hundred and 
eleven such vcrees as are scarcely anywhere together in all the 
realms of poetry. 

The alcaic ode of the same writer, " Marc Liberum," is not 
without slight blemishes. For instance, at the beginning, — 

" Primo Creator spiriius hilitu 
Ciliginosi Tcsna silealii 
Turbavit," 

In 1 Jtinily there ts no distinction between spintus and haS/tu : 
and if theology has made one, the kahtus can never be said to 
proceed from the spin'tus. In the second verse the lyric metre 
requires ^iVc/i/j for siienta. Cavillere may also object to the 
eliuoa of qu^ at the conclusion, — 



It has never been elided unless at the close of a polysyllable ; 
as, among innumerable instances. — 

" ObliquS invidii slltnulisque agiubat amaris." 

This iact is the more remarkable, since jux and pra are elided ; 
or, speaking more properly, coalesce. 

El llbi prae invidii Nereides tncrcpiurcni. — pRoPUtTms. 
Qua omnia belli divtiratii. — Catullus. 
Oh« imbelles danl prxlia cervi : 
Qtia Alia cifCDin. — Vikgil. 

But what ode in any language is more animated or 1 
■ublime? 
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In reading the Classics we pass over false qoantities, and 
defer to time an authority we refuse to reason. But never can 
time acquit Horace of giving us false measure mfalus aptaqui 
retnis^ nor in quomodo. \Vhether you divide or unite the com- 
ponent parts of quomodo y — quo and modo^ — the case is the 
same. And as palus is paludis in the genitive case, solus sa- 
tutisy no doubt can exist of its quantity. Modem Latin poets^ 
nevertheless, have written saliber. Thomas Warton, a good 
scholar, and if once fairly out of Latinity no bad poet, writes in 
a Phaleucian — 

** Saluberrimis et herbis." 

There is also a strange false quantity in one of the most ac- 
curate and profound grammarians, Menage. He wrote an in- 
scription, in one Latin hexameter, for Mazarin's college, then 
recently erected, — 

" Has Phoebo et Musis Mazarinus consecrat aedes." 

Every vowel is long before z. He knew it, but it escaped his 
obser\'ation, as things we know often do. We return from one 
learned man to another, more immediately the object of our 
attention, on whom the same appellation was conferred. 

Catullus has been called the " learned ; " and critics have 
been curious in searching after the origin of this designation. 
Certainly both Virgil and Ovid had greatly more of archaeology, 
and borrowed a great deal more of the Greeks. But Catullus 
was, what Horace claims for himself^ the first who imported in- 
to Latin poetry any vast variety of their metres. Evidently he 
translated from the Greek his galliambic on Atys. The proof 
is, that " Tywpanum tubam Cybeles " would be opposite to, and 
inconsistent with, the metre. He must have written Typanum^ 
finding rvTravov before him. But as while he was in the army 
he was stationed some time in Bithynia and Phrygia, perhaps 
he had acquired the language spoken in the highlands of those 
countries ; in the lowlands it was Greek. No doubt his curiosity 
led him to the temple of Cybele, and there he heard the an- 
cient hymns in celebration of that goddess. Nothing breathes 
such an air of antiquity as his galliambic, which must surely 
have been translated into Greek from the Phrygian. Joseph 
Warton in the intemperance of admiration prefers it not only 
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to every woTk of Caiullus, but to every one in the language. 
There U indeed a gravity and solemnity in it, a fitness and 
propriety in every part, unequalled and unrivalled. Poetry 
can however rise higher than these ■* templa serena," and has 
risen higher with Catullus. No human works are so perfect as 
some of his, but many are incomparably greater. Among the 
works of the modems, the fables of La Fontaine come nearest 
to perfection ; but are there none grander and higher? 

I'his intemperance of admiration has been less excusable 
in some living critics of modem Latin poetry. Vet when we 
consider how Erasmus, a singularly wise and learned man, has 
erred in his judgment on poetry, saying, while he spoaks of Sido- 
nius ApoUinaris, '• Let us listen to our Pindar," we are disposed 
to be gentle and lenient, even in regard to one who has de- 
clared his opinion that the elegies of Sannazar " may compete 
with Tibullus." ' If Ihey may, it can be only in the number 
of feet ; and there they are quite on an equality. In another 
part of the volume, which contains so curious a decision, some 
verses are quoted from the " Paradise Regained " as '• perhaps 
the most musical the author ever produced." Let us pause a 
few moments on this assertion, and examine the verses referred 
to. It will not be without its use to exhibit their real charac- 
ter, because, in coming closer to the examination of Catullus, 
we shall Ukewise be obliged to confess, that, elegant and grace- 
ful as he is to a degree above all other poets in the more 
elaborate of his compositions, he too is by no means exempt 
from blemishes in his versification. But in Milton they are 
flatnesses ; in Cattillus they arc asperities, — which is the con- 
trary of what might have been expected bom the characters of 
the men. 

There is many a critic who talks of harmony, and whose 
car seems to have been fashioned out of the callus of his fooL 
"Qtiotus enim quisque est," as Cicero says, "qui teneat artem 
numeromm atque modorum ! " The great orator himself, con- 
summate master of the science, nms from rhetorical into 
poetical measure at this very place. 



tcirum alqiic mcdorum " 



2 
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is the same in time and modulation as the verses in Hoiace,— 

" Miserarum est neque amori 
Dare luduxn neque dolci/' etc. 

Well, but what " are perhaps the most musical verses Miltoo 
has ever produced? " They are these {si diispiacet/) : — 

" Such forces met not, nor so wide a camp, 
When Agrican with all his northern powers 
Besieged Albracoz, as ramancis tell, 
The city of Gallaphrone,y$'^»i thence to wim 
The fairest of her sex, Angelica 
His daughter, sought by manyprawest knights^ 
Both Paynim and the peers of Charlemagne." 

There is a sad hiatus in ''Albracctf, as." On the whole, 
however, the verses thus unluckily hit upon for harmony are 
fluent, too fluent ; they are feeble in the extreme, and little 
better than prose, either in thought or expression. Still, it is 
better to praise accidentally in the wrong place than to censure 
universally. The passage which is before them leads us to that 
magnificent view of the cities and empires, the potentates and 
armies, in all their strength and glory, with which the Tempter 
would have beguiled our Redeemer. These appear to have 
left no impression on the critic, who much prefers what every 
schoolboy can comprehend, and what many undei-graduates 
could have composed. But it is somewhat, no doubt, to praise 
that which nobody ever praised before, and to pass over that 
which suspends by its grandeur the footstep of all others. 

There is prodigious and desperate vigor in the Tempter's 
reply to our Saviour's reproof: — 

" All hope is lost 
Of my reception into grace : what worse ? 
For when no hope is left, is left no fear. 
If there be worse, the expectation more 
Of worse torments me than the feeling can. 
I would be at the worst : worst is my port,* 
My harbor, and my ultimate repose , 
The end I would attain, my final good.** 

Yet Milton, in this " Paradise Regained," seems to be sub- 
ject to strange hallucinations of the ear, — he who before had 

* A daring critic might suggest fort for port, since harbor makes that 
word unnecessary. 
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greatly exceUed all poets of all ages in the scient^e and display 
of harmony. And if in his last poem we exhibit his deficien- 
cies, suiely we never shall be accused of disrespect or irrever- 
ence to this immortal man. It may be doubted whether the 
Creator ever created one altogether so great, — taking into 
our view at once (as much indeed as can at once be laki;n into 
it) his manly virtues, his superhuman genius, his ical for truth, 
true piety, true freedom, his eloquence in displaying it, his 
contempt of personal power, his glory and exultation in his 
country's, 

Warton and Johnson are of opinion that Milton is defective 
in the sense of harmony. But Warton had lost his ear by 
laying it down on low and swampy places, — on ballads and 
sonnets ; and Johnson was a deaf adder coiled up in the bram- 
bles of parly prejudices ; he was acute and judicious, he was 
honest and generous, he was forbearing and humane, but he 
was cold where he was overshadowed. The poet's peculiar 
excellence, above all others, was in his exquisite perception of 
rhythm, and in the boundless variety he has given it, both in 
verse and prose. Virgil comes nearest to him in his assiduous 
study of it, and in his complete succew. With the poetical 
and oratorical, the harmony is usually in proportion to the 
energy of passion. But the numbers may be transferred : thus 
the heroic has been carried into the Gcorgics. There are 
many pomps and vanities in that fine poem which wc would 
relinquish unrcluctandy for one touch of nature ; such as, — 

" II Irislii anior 
Mccientem abjangens (taterea morte juvcncum. 

Unyoktd from hi» < 
Here however the poet is not seconded by the language. TTie 
ploughman cannot be going on white he is in the act of sepa- 
rating the dead ox from its partner, as the word »'/ and afy'un- 
gtns signify. 

We shall presently show that Catullus was the first among the 
Romans in whose heroic verse there is nothing harsh and dis- 
sonant. But it is not necessary to mm to the grander poetry 
of Milton for verses more harmonious than those adduced ; wc 
find them even in the midst of bis prose. WlvAWex Var \&'^a>aR. 
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censured for giving way to his genius in such compositions Is 
remote from the question now before us. But what magnifi- 
cence of thought is here ! how totally free is the expression 
from the encumbrances of amplification, from the crutches 
and cushions of swollen feebleness 1 

" When God commands to take the trumpet 
And blow a shriller and a louder blast. 
It rests not in Man's will what he shall do. 
Or what he shall forbear." 

This sentence in the " Treatise on Prelaty " is printed in prose : 
it sounds like inspiration. ** It rested not in Milton's will " to 
crack his organ-pipe, for the sake of splitting and attenuating 
the gush of harmony. 

We will now give the reason for the " faUing sickness " with 
which several of his verses are stricken. He was too fond of 
showing what he had read, and the things he has taken from 
others are always much worse than his own. Habituated to 
Italian poetry, he knew that the verses are rarely composed of 
pure iambics, or of iambics mixed with spondees, but contain a 
great variety of feet, or rather of subdivbions. When he wrote 
such a line as — 

" In thS bos5m of bliss and light of light," — 

he thought he had sufficient authority in Dante, Petrarca, Ari- 
osto, and Tasso, who wrote — 

Questa selvS selvaggia. — Dante. 
Tra 16 van6 speranze. — Petrarca. 
Con I^ gente di Francia. — ARiosra 
Canto Tarml pietose. — Tasso. 

And there is no verse whatsoever in any of his poems for the 
metre of which he has not an Italian prototype. 

The critic who knows anything of poetry, and is resolved to 
select a passage from the " Paradise Regained," will prefer this 
other far above the rest, and may compare it, without fear of 
ridicule or reprehension, to the noblest in the nobler poem : 

" And cither tropic now 
'Gan thunder, and both ends of heaven ; the clouds. 
From many a horrid rift, abortive poured 
Fierce rain with lightning mixed, water with fire, 
In ruin reconciled ; nor slept the winds 
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Within ther'r iion; cavM, but rushed abroid 

From Ihe four hinges of Ihe irnrlil, and fell 

On ilie vexed wilderness, whose Ullest pines, 

Thoaeh rooted deep u high, and ituidiest oalu, 

Bowed their stift necka, li^en with atoimy blasts. 

Or torn up sheer. Ill wast ihou shrouded then, 

U patient Son of GodI yet only ilood'st 

Unshaken 1 Nor yet stayed the terror there : 

Infernal ghosts and bcltish furies round 

Environed ihee ; tonie howled, some yelled, some shrieked. 

Some bent at Ihee their ticry darts, while thou 

Sat'st unappalled in calm and sinless peace." 

No siich poetry as this has been written since, and liule at 
iny time before. But Homer would not have aiiributed to the 
pine what belongs to the oak. The tallest pines have super- 
ficial roots ; they certainly are never " deep as high," — oaks 
are said to be ; and if the saying is not phytologically true, it ia 
poetically, although the oak itself docs not quite send 
" radicem ad Tariara." 

There is another small ovei^ht, — 

" yet only tteofst 
Unibakeo." 
Below we find — 

' Sattt tmappalled." * 
But what verses are the following : — 

" And made him bow to tbe gods of his wires. . . . 
Cast wanton eyes on the daughters of men. . ■ . 
After forty days' fasting had remained. . . . 
And with these words his temptation pursued. . . . 
Not difficult if than hearken to me." 

' Bui Mlhon'i most extnordinaiy oversight is in " L' Allegro," — 



UnqaestionablT he meant to have written Erebus instead of Cerbems, 
whom no imacinaliun coald represent as the »ire of a goddess. Midnight 
U scarcely to be converted into one. or indeed into any allegotieal per' 
•onage : and tbe word " blackest " is far from aiding it Milton is sin- 

Elaily unfortunate in slltgon, but nowhete more so Ihau here- Tbe 
ughtcr dI Cerberus takes the veil, lakes the 
" Ssble stole of Cyfm bwn," 
and becomes, now Ker father Is out of the way, 
"A BBadcvant tndpun." 
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It is pleasanter to quote such a description as no poet, not 
even Milton himself, ever gave before, of Morning, — 

*' Who with her radiant finger stilled the roar 
Of thunder, chased the clouds and laid the winds 
And grisly spectres, which the Fiend had raised 
To tempt the son of God with terrors dire.** 

In Catullus we see morning in another aspect; not per- 
sonified. And a more beautifiil description, a sentence on 
the whole more harmonious, or one in which every vezse is 
better adapted to its peculiar office, is neither to be fimnd 
nor conceived, — 

** Heic qualis flatu placidum mare matutino 
Horrincans zephyrus proclivas incitat undas, 
Aurori exoriente vagi sub lumina solis. 
Quae tarde primum dementi flamine pulsae 
Procedunt, leni resonant plangore cachinni, 
Post, vcnto cresccnte, magis magis increbescunt, 
Purpurcdquc procul nantes a luce refulgent." 

Our translation is very inadequate : — 

" As, by the Zephyr wakened, underneath 
The sun's expansive gaze the waves move on 
Slowly and placidly, with gentle plash 
Against each other, and light laugh ; but soon, 
The breezes freshening, rough and huge they swell, 
Afar refulgent in the crimson east." 

What a fall is there from these lofty cliffs, dashing back the 
waves against the winds that sent them ! what a fall is there to 
the " wracks and flaws *' which Milton tells us — 

** Are to the main as inconsiderable 
And harmless, if not wholesome, as a sneeu^ 

In the lines below, from the same poem, the good and bad 
are strangely mingled, — the poet keeping in his verse, how- 
ever, the firmness and majesty of his march : — 

" So saying, he caught him up, and, without wing 
Of hippP::^rify bore through the air sublime, 
Over the wilderness aud oer the plain: 
Till underneath them fair Jerusalem, 
The holy city, lifted high her towers. 
And higher yet the glorious temple reared 
Her pilcy far off appearing like a mount 
Of alabaster, topped with golden spires,^ 
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Splendid as this description is, it bears no resemblance what- 
soever to the temple v( Jerusalem. It is like one of those 
iancics in which the earlier painters of Florence, Pisa, Lucca, 
and Siena were fond of indulging, — not for similitude, but for 
effect. The poets of Greece and Rome allowed themselves no 
such latitude. The Palace of the Sun, depicted so gorgeously 
by Ovid, where imagination might wander uiu'estricied, contains 
nowhere an inappropriate decoration. 

two poets arc more disiiimilar in thought and feeling 
than Millon and Catullus; yet we have chosen to place them 

juxtaposition, because the Latin language in the time of 
Catullus was nearly in the same state as tlie English in the lime 
of Milton. Each had attained its full perfection, and yet the 
vestiges of antiquity were preserved in each. Virgil and Pro- 
penius were in regard to the one poet what Dryden and \Valle/ 
were in regard to the other : they removed the archaisms, but 
the herbage grew up rarer and slenderer after those extirpations. 
If 9^1 consummate a master of versification as Millon is con- 
1 of faults so numerous and so grave in it, pardon wilt the 
more easily bo,graDted to Catullus. Another defect is likewise . 
common to both ; namely, the disposition or orditunce of parts. 
It would be difficult to find in any other two poets, however low 
their station in that capacity, two such s^al examples of dis- 
proportion as are exhibited in " The Nuptials of Peleiu and 
Thetis " and in " The Masque of Comus." The better part of 
ihe former is the description of a tapestry ; the better pan 
of the latter are three undramatic soliloquies. In other re- 
spects, the oversights of Catullus art fewer ; and in " Comus " 
there is occasional extravagance of expression such as we never 
find in Catullus, or in the playful (>id, or in any the least , 
correct of the ancients. For example, we read of 

" The «M-(;irt isles, 
That, like to rich and various stnis. JnlRjr 
The unadorned bosoat of ihc deep." 

How 'f unadorned," if inlaid with " rich and various gems " f 
This is a pendant to be placed exactly opposite ; — 

ie silken vest Prinee VoOigem had on 
hich (rom i naked Pi« hi* t^rwiAan •oC 
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We come presently to 

** The sounds and seat/* 

Sounds are parts of seas. Comus, on the borders of North 
Wales, talks of 

" A green mantling vine» 
That crawls along the side of yon small hill/' 
and of 

" Plucking ripe dusters.*' 

Anon we hear of " stabled wolves." What wohres can those 
be? The faults we find in the poet we have undertaken to 
review we shall at the same time freely show. 

Carmen I. ** Ad Comelium Nepotem." In verse 4 we 
read — 

" Jam turn cum ausus es.** 

We believe the poet, and all the writers of his age, wrote 
quutn. Quoi for cut grew obsolete much eariier, but was al- 
ways thus spelled by Catullus. The best authors at all times 
wrote the adverb quum. 

Carmen II. " Ad Passerem Lesbiae." In verse 8 we read 
" arquiescat ;" the poet wrote " a^/quiescat," which sounds 
fuller. 

Carmen III. " Luctus in Morte Passeris." This poem and 
the preceding seem to have been admired, both by the ancients 
and the modems, above all the rest. Beautiful indeed they are. 
Grammarians may find fault with the hiatus in 

**-0 factum mal^ ! O miselle passer 1 " 
poets will not. 

We shall now, before we go farther, notice the metre. Reg- 
ularly the Phaleucian verse is composed of four trochees and 
one dactyl; so is the Sapphic, but in another order. The 
Phaleucian employs the dactyl in the second place ; the Sap- 
phic employs it in the third. But the I^tin poets are fonder 
of a spondee in the first. Catullus frequently admits an iambic ; 

as in 

*' Meas esse aliquid putare nugas. 
Tu& nunc operi meae puellae/' etc. 

Carmen IV. " Dedicatio Phaseli." This is a senarian, and 
composed of pure iambics. Nothing can surpass its elegance. 



THE POEMS OF CATULLUS. 34I 

The foUowJog bean a near resemblance to it in the begimiing, 
and may be offered as a kind of paraphrase : — 

" The veuel which lies here al last 
Had once ttaut libs and topping mast, 
And whatc'cr wind there might prtvail, 
Waa tcad]' (or a row or sail. 
1( now lici idle un its side, 
FoTRelfiil o'er the waves to glide. 
And yet Ihece have been daj^ of yore 
When pretty maidi their posies bore 
To crown its prow, its deck to irim. 
And Ireigbl it with a world ot wbiin. 
A thousand stories it could tell. 
Bat it loves secrtqr too well. 
Come closer, my sweet girl I pray dol 
There may be still one left for joa." 

Carmen V. " Ad Lesbiam." It is difficult to vary our ex- 
pression of delight at reading the first three poems which Lcs- 
bia and her sparrow have occasioned. This is the last of them 
that is fervid and tender. There is love in many of [he others, 
but impure and turbid, and the object of it soon presents to 
IS an aspect far less attractive. 

Carmkn VI. " Ad Flavium." Whoc/cr thinks it worth hb 
while to peruse this poem, must enclose in a parenthesis the 
words " Nequicquam tacitum." Tacifum is here a participle : 
and the words mean, " It is in vain that you try to keep it a 
secret." 

Carmen VII. " Again to Lesbia." Here, as in nil his hen- 
decasyllabics, not only are the single verses full of harmony, a 
merit lo which other writers of ihcm not unfrequently have at- 
tained, but the sentences leave the ear no " aching void," as 
theirs do. 

Carmkn VHl. "Ail seipsnm," This is the first of the 

sc3/ons. The metre in a long poem would perhaps be more 

tedious than any. Catullus, with admirable judgment, has 

never exceeded the quantity of twenty-one verses in it. No 

I poet, uttering his own sentiments on his own condition in a 

W soliloquy, has evinced such power in the expression of passion, 

^H in its sudden throtis and changes, as Catullus has done here. 

^H In Uoering's edition we read, verse 14, — 

^^E " At tu dultbia. cum rogabeiis miLi, 

^B Soeluial tiocit." 



I 
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No such pause is anywhere else in the poet In Scaliger the 
verses are, — 

" At tu dolebis, quum rogaberis nulla. 
Scelesta rere, quae tibi manet vita." 

The punctuation in most foreign books, however^ and in all 
English, is too frequent ; so that we have snatches and broken 
bars of tune, but seldom tune entire. Scaliger's reading is 
probably the true one, by removing the comma after rere^ — 

" Scelesta rere quae tibi manet vita ! 
( Consider what must be the remainder of your life ! ) ** 

Now, certainly there were many words obliterated in the 
only copy of our author. It was found in a cellar, and under a 
wine-barrel. Thus the second word in the second line appears 
to have left no traces behind it ; otherwise, words so different 
as nocte and rere could never have been mistaken. Since 
the place is open to conjecture, therefore, and since every 
expression round about it is energetic, we might suggest an- 
other reading : — 

** At tu dolcbis quum rogaberis nulh, 
Scelesta 1 ftuiio. Qua tibi manet vita ? 
Quis nunc tc adibit ? quoi vidcberis bella ? 
Quern nunc amabis ? quojus esse diceris ? 
Quern basiabis ? quoi labclla mordebis ? 
At tu, Catulle I destinatus obdura.** 

Which we will venture to translate : — 

" But you shall grieve while none complains, — 
None, Lesbia ! None. Think what remains 
For one so fickle, so untrue ! 
Henceforth, O wretched Lesbia! who 
Shall call you dear, — shall call you his? 
Whom shall you love, or who shall kiss 
Those lips again ? Catullus ! thou 
Be firm, be ever firm as now." 

The angry Uiunt very naturally precedes the impatient ex- 
postulation. The repetition of nullo is surely not unexpected. 
[Julius was often used absolutely in the best times of Latinity. 
" Ab nullo repetere," and " nullo aut paucissimis praesentibus," 
by Sallust. ** Qui scire possum? nullus plus," by Plautus. 
" Vivis his incolumibusque, liber esse nullus potest," by Cicero. 
It may as well be noticed here that dasiare, dasium, dasi'aA'o, 
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arc words unused by Virgil. Propertius, Horace, Ovid, or 'i'i- 
bullus. They belonged to Cisalpine Gaul more especially, al- 
Uiougli the root has now extended through all Italy, and has 
quite supplanted oscuium and its descendants. Stilus has done 
same in regard to formosus, which lias lost its fooling \a 
Italy, although it retains it in Spain, slightly shaken, in hermeso. 
'fhe saviari and saviiim of Plautus, Terence, CiCero, and Ca- 
tullus are never found in the poets of the Augustan age, to the 
best of OUT recollection, excepting once in Propertius. 

Cakuen IX. " Ad Verannium." Nothing was ever livelier 
or more cordial than the welcome here given to Verannius on 
his return from Spain. It is comprised in cle\en verses. Our 
poets on such an occasion would have spread out a brgcr 
table-cloth with a less exquisite dessert upon it. 

Carmen X. " De Varri Scorto." Instead of expatiating 00 
this, which contains in truth some rather coaise expressions, 
but is witty and charactensticol, we will subjoin a panphrasc, 
with a few defalcations : — 

Varrus would lake n)e I' other day 

To see i little ^rl be line*, 
Pietly and witty 111 her way. 

With impudence enough for Iwn. 

Scaice are we seiied, ere «be challeni 

(A» pretty girls are wont to do) 
About all persons, places, matters — 

" And pray, what has been done (or jnu t " 

■■ Bilbrnia. lady," I replied, 

" I« a fine province for a pretor, 
For none 1 1 promise you) beside. 

And leul of all am [ her debtor." 

'■ Sorry for that ! " («id she. " However 

You hare brought with yoti, I dare siy. 
Some litter bearers : none so clever 

la any other part as they. 

" Dilhynia is the very place 
For all that '« stcaiiy, lall, and straight : 

It b the nature of the race. 
Could not you lend me lix or eight f " 

" Why, six ot eijht of them or so." 

Said I, dcteiniincd to be grand ; 
" My ronnne is not quite so low 

Itot these arc still at my eommand." 
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-Yoall send them?" 'WiOiBgljniold 

Altho' I had not here or there 
One who coold carry on his shoalder 

llie leg of an old broken chair. 

** Catunos ! what a charming hap k 

Our meeting in tins sort S way I 
I would be carried to Serapis 

To-morrow." ** SUj, fair lady, stay I 

" Yon OTerraloe my intention. 

Yes, there are eight — there may be nine : 
I merely had forgot to mention 

That they are Cinna% and not mine." 

Catallus has added two verses ^i^iich we have not tnmslated, 
because they injure the poem, — 

" Sed tu insulsa male et molesta vivis 
Per quam non licet esse negligentem." 

This, if said at all, ought not to be said to the lady. The re- 
flection might be (but without any benefit to the poetry) made 
in the poet's o^ti person. Among the ancients however, when 
we find the events of common life and ordinary people turned 
into verse, — as here for instance, and in the " Praxinoe " of 
Theocritus, and in another of his where a yoimg person has 
part of her attire torn, — we never are bored with prolixity and 
platitude, in which a dull moral is our best reUef at the close of 
a dull story. 

Carmen XI. " Ad Furium et Aurelium." Furius and Aure- 
lius were probably the comrades of Catullus in Bithynia. He 
appears to have retained his fiiendship for them not extremely 
long. Here he intrusts them with a message for Lesbia, which 
they were fools if they delivered, although there is abundant 
reason for believing that their modesty would never have re- 
strained them. He may well call these 

" Non bona dicta." 

But there are worse in reserve for themselves, on turning over 

the very next page. The last verses in the third strophe are 

printed, — 

" Gallicum Rhcnum horribiles^M/ ulti- 
mosque Britannos." 
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The enclitic ^e should t>e changed to ad, since it could not J 
support itself without ihe intervention of an aspirate, — 



and the verse " Ctesaris visens," etc, placed in a parenthesis. 
When the poet wrote these Sapphics, his dislike of Cxsar bad 
not begun. Perhaps it was occasioned long afterward, by s 
inattention of the great commander to the Valerian family on I 
his last return from Transalpine Gaul. Here he writes, — 

"Cxsaris visens monimenia magni" I 

Very different from the contemptuous and scurril language with 
which he addressed him latterly. 

Carmen XII. ".\d .\sinium Pollionem." Asinius Pollio 
and his brother were striplings when this poem was written. 
The worst but most admired of Virgil's Eclogues was composed 
to celebrate the birth of Pollio's son, in his consulate. In this 
Eclogue, and in this alone, his versification fails him utterly. 
The Unes afford one another no support. For instance, this 
sequence, — 

" Uliinia CumEi venit jam carmini* zEu. 
Magnus ab jiitegro ueclorum nascilur ordo. 
Jam icdit el virgo, ledeunt SMnrnia rcgna." 

Toss them in n bag and throw them out. and they will £dl as 
lightly in one place as another. Any one of them may come 
firet, any one of them may come last, any one of them may 
come intermediately ; better that any one shoulil never ci 
tt all. Throughout the remainder of the Eclogue, the ampulla J 
of Virgil 13 puffier than the worst of Statins or l.ucaru 

Id the poem before us it seems that Asinius, fur whose m 
the universe was to change its aspect, for whom grapes were to 
hang upon thorns, for whom the hardest oaks were to exude 
honey, for whom the rams in the meadows were to dye their 
own fleeces with muicx and saffron, — this Asinius picked 
Catulius's pocket of his handkerchief. Catullus tells him he it 
a blockhead if be is ignorant that there is no wit in such a 
tiick, which he says is a very dirty one. and appeals to the 
brother, calling him a smart and clever lad. lie declares lie i 
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iiocs not mind so much the value of the handkerchief as 
because it ^*as a present sent to him out of Spain by his friends 
F;ibuUus and Verannius, who united (it seems) their fiscal 
forces in the investment. This is among the lighter efiiisions 
of the \*olurae, and worth as Uttle as Virgil's Eclogue, though 
exempt from such grave £iults. 

Cakmi:n XIII. "Ad Fabullum." A pleasant invitation to 
du\ner« as in verse 8, — 

" Plenus sacculus est aranearum.*' 

It is curious that Doering, so sedulous in collecting scraps of 
similitudes, never thought of this in Plautus, where fie idea and 
expression too are so ahke, — 



M 



" Ita inaniis sunt oppletse atque araneb. 
Let US offer a paraphrase, — 

" With me, Fabullus, you shall dine, 
And gaudily, I promise you, 
If ^ou will only bring the wine, 
The dinner, and some beauty toa 

" With all your frolic, all your fun, 
I have some little of my own — 
And nothing else : the spiders run 
Throughout my purse, now theirs alone." 

He goes on rather too far, and promises his invited guest so 
sweet a perfume that he shall pray the gods to become aii nose ; 
that is, we may presume, if no one should intervene to correct 
or divert in part a wish so engrossing. 

Carmen XIV. " Ad Calvum Licinium." The poet seems 

in general to have been very inconstant in his friendships, but 

there is no evidence that he ever was estranged from Calvus. 

This is the more remarkable, as Calvus was a poet, the only 

-t)et among his friends, and wrote in the same style. At the 

ise of the poem here addressed to him, properly ending at 

I twenty-third verse, we find four others appended. They 

/C nothing at all to do with it, they are a worthless fragment ; 

1 it is a pity that the wine-cask, which rotted off and dislo- 

ijtA " " pieces, did not leak on and obliterate this, and 

particularly the next two. We should then, it 
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may be orgaed, have luiown less of the author's character. So 
much the better. Unless by knowing the evil that is in any 
one we can benefit him or ourselves or society, it is dcwublc 
not to know it at ail. 

Car-men XVII. "Ad Coloniam." Here arc a few bcautifUl 
verees in a very indifferent piece of poetry. We shall tran- 
scribe them, partly for tbcii beauty, and partly to remove on 
obscurity ; — 

" Quoi quum sil viridbuiroo nupta flore puclll, 

Kl puclla ICQcllulo delic;itio[ riicdo, 

Aiseivinda ni)[errinils diligenliiis uds; 

iMderc banc smii ut lubei, nee pill f^t unf. 

Nee M lubleval ex koA pute i acd vclut aloiu 

In foait LJguri j«cet luppernata Moni, 

Tantundcm omnia sentiena quim si nulla sit luqaain. 

Tail* isle meui ilupor nil videt. nihil audit, 

IpM qui sil, uidim til, an nun sit, id quoque ocscil." 

This is in the spirit of Arislophanis, and we may fancy we I 
hear his voice in the cantilena. AaervanJa should be printed J 
aditrvanda : and suffemala, subptrttaia. Uguri is doubtfiiL I 
Liguiu is the genitive case of Ligur, The Ligurians may in I 
ancient times, as in modem, have exercised thetr industry out * 
of their own country, and the poorer of them may have been 
hewers of wood ; then smris Liguns would be the right in- 
terpretation. But there are few countries in which there are 
fewer dilehes, or fewer aUers, than in Liguria ; we who have 
travelled through the country in all directions do not remem- 
ber to have seen a single one of either. It would be going 
farther, but going where both might be found readily, if we 
went to the /.(jT'". f^i i^ad '■ In fossi Ljgeni." 

Carmina XVIII., XIX,, XX. "Ad Priaimm." The first of 
these three is a Dedication to the God of Gardens. In the 
two following the poet speaks in his own person. The first 
contaim only four lines. The second is descriptive, and tcr> 
minates with pleasantry, — 

" n (lucri I malaa absiineie raptnai t 
Viclniis pii>|i« (Jives est, nccligensque Priapus; 
Iruk sumlte j aemiU hec dcinide vos fcrel ipsa." 

In the third are these exquisite verses : — 
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Mihi virente dulds uva pampino, 
Mihique glauca duro oltva fngore. 
Mcis capella dclicaU pascuis 
In urbem adulta lacte portat ubera, 
Meisque pinguis agnus ex ovilibms 
Gravcm domum remittit acre dexteraoig 
Teneraque matre mugiente vaccula 
De^ profundit ante templa sanguioem.* 

We will attempt to translate them : — 

" In spring the many-colored crown. 
The sheaves in summer, raddy-brown, 
The autumn's twisting tendrils green. 
With nectar-gushing grapes between, — 
Some pink, some purple, some brieht gold, — 
Then shrivelled olive, blue with oSd, 
Are all for me : for me the ffoat 
Comes with her milk from hills remote. 
And fatted lamb, and calf pursued 
By moaning mother, sheds her blood." 

The third verse, as printed in this edition and most others, 
is contrary to the laws of metre in the pure iambic, — 

** Agellulum hunc, sinistra, fut^ quam vides." 

And ^fe is inelegant and useless. Scaliger proposed ** sinist^ra 
a«/^ quera vides." He was near the mark, but missed it ; for 
Catullus would never have written " sinist^ra." It is very 
probable that he wrote the verse — 

''Agellulum hunc sinistri, htante quem vides. 
On the left hand, just before you." 

Inante and exante were applied to time rather than place, but 
not exclusively. 

Carmen XXII. "Ad Varrum." This may be advantage- 
ously contracted in a paraphrase, — 

*' Suffenus, whom so well you know, 
My Varrus, as a wit and beau 
Ot smart address and smirking smile, 
Will write you verses by the mile. 
You cannot meet with daintier fare 
Than titlepage and binding are ; 
But when you once bccin to read 
You find it sorry stuff mdeed, 
And you are ready to cry out 
Upon this beau, ' Ah I what a lout 1 * 
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No man on carih so prond u he 
Of his own precious pnctty, 
Or know* such perfect bliai ax whEn 
He cakeK in h^nd that nibbled pen. 

Hive we not all some £aull» like ihcsef 
Are we not all SuAenuses ? 
In others the defect we find, 
Bui tuuiot ace our sack behind." 

Carmen XXV. " Ad Thallum." It is hardly safe to steal 
a laugh here, and yet it is difficult to refrain from it. Some of 
the verses must be transposed. Those which arc printed — 

"Thallel lurbidl tapador procelll. 
Cum lit fid mulicr aves osiendic osdUntes, 
Remitie pallium mihi, meum quod iuvoliste — 

ought 10 be printed — 

"Thallel tuibidl rapacior proctill, 
Remilte pallium mihi. meum, qaod tnrollsle 
Quum ' aeviai ' mulier avea ostendit oscitanles-" 

Tills shows that llialliis had purloined CatuUus's cloak while 
he wa£ looking at a nest of owls ; for such are i/evite avet, and so 
they are called by Ovid. It is doubtful whether the right read- 
ing is osdtanUs, " open'mg their beaks," or oscinenlei, which b 
applied to birds that do not sing, — by Valerius Maximus to 
crows, by Livy to birds of omen. In the present case we may 
believe them to be birds of augury, and inauspicious, as the 
word always signiliex, and as was manifest in the disaster of 
Catullus and his cloak. In the eleventh verse there is a fitlsc 
quantity, — 

" Innsta turpiter tibi flagella cmf^nbiltenl." 

Was there not aich a word as contribulo t 

Cakmek XXIX. " Ad Ctesarem." This is the poem by which 
the author, as Cicero remarks, affixes an eternal stigma on ihe 
name of Cxsar, but which ihc most powerful and the best tem- 
pered man in the world heard without any expression of anger 
or concern. The punctuation appears ill-placed in the sixtcentli 
and seventeenth verses, — 
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We would write them, — 

" Quid est, ain ? Sinistra liberaliUs 
Panim expatravit ? " etc. 

" Where is the harm, do you ask ? What I has this left- 
handed liberality of his," etc. 

Carmen XXX. "Ad Alphenum." A poem of sobs and 
sighs, of complaint, reproach, tenderness, sad reflection, and 
pure poetry. 

Carmen XXXI. " Ad Sirmionem Peninsulam." Never was 
a retiun to home expressed so sensitively and beautifully as 
here. In the thirteenth line we find — 



« 



Gaudete vosque Lydias laciU undas." 



The " Lydian waves of the lake " would be an odd expression. 
Although, according to a groundless and somewhat absurd 
tradition, — 

" Gens Lyc/a jugis insedit Etniscis, — " 

yet no gens Lyda could ever have penetrated to these Alpine 
regions. One of the Etrurian nations did penetrate so far, 
whether by conquest or expulsion is uncertain. But Catullus 
here calls upon Sirmio to rejoice in his return, and he invites 
the waves of the lake to laugh. Whoever has seen this beauti- 
ful expanse of water, under its bright sun and gentle breezes, 
will understand the poet's expression ; he will have seen the 
waves laugh and dance. Catullus, no doubt, wrote 

** Gaudete vosque ' If/dia: * lacAs undae I 
Ye revellers and dancers of the lake I " 

If there was the word ludius, which we know there was, there 
must also have been India, 

Carmen XXXIV. " Ad Dianam." A hymn, of the purest 
simplicity. 

Carmen XXXV. " Caecilium invitat." It appears that Cse- 
cilius, like Catullus, had written a poem on Cybele. Catullus 
invites him to leave Como for Verona, — 



« 



Quamvis Candida millies puella 
Euntem rcvocet, manusque collo 
Ambas injicicns roget morari." 
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Which may be rendered, — 

" Alihough so passing fair a maid 
Call twenty times. M not delayed ; 
Nay. do not be delayed although 
Both anna around your neck sbc thronr." 

For it appean she was desperately in love with hint from the 
time he had written the poctn. Catullus says it b written so 
beautifully that he can pardon the excess of her passion. 

Carmen XXXIX. " In Egnatiutn." This is the second 
time he has ridiculed Egnatius, — a Celtiberian, and overfond 
of displaying his teeth by continually laughing. Part of the 
poem is destitute of merit, and indelicate ; the other part nuy 
be thus translated, or paraphrased rather : — 

Egnatius has fine teetb, and those 

Eicinally Egnaliiis shows. 

Some criminal is being tried 

For murdcf, and they open wide j 

A widow wails her only ton, — 

Widow and him they open on. 

'T is a disease. I 'm «ciy iiuc. 

And wish 'i were such as you could cure, 

My good Egtiatias I for what's half 

So ailly as a «illT laugh i " 

We cannot agree with Doering that we should read, in 
verse ii, — 

" Aut /vrmi Umber aat oIksus Einiacus." 

First, because the fortrus and oi^sas convey the same meaning 
without any distinction ; and secondly, because the distinction 
is necessary both for the poet and the fact. The EtiuriaDS 
were a most luKurious people ; the Umbrians, a pastoral and 
Industrious one. He wishes to exhibit a contrast between these 
two nations, as he has done in the preceding verse between 
what is urhaiu and what is Sabint. Therefore he wrote, - 
" Attt pdrctu Umber aut obcsus Hetrosctu ." 

Carmen XL. " Ad Ravidtim." The sixth veisc is printed ' 
improperly — 

"Qddvitf qnllubet esse notus optai?" 
Read — 

" Quid vii } qui lubei «s*e noiui ? optii.'' 
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" Opta," — make your option. 

Carmen XLII. ''Ad Quandam." We should not notice 
this " ad quandam *' were it not to correct a mistake of 
Doering. " Ridentem canis ore GalUcani^^ — his note on 
this expression is, '' Epitheton omanSy pro quovis cane venatico 
cujus rictus est latior." No, the '' canis galUcus " is the grey- 
houndy whose rictus is indeed much latior than that of other 
dogs ; and Catullus always uses words the most characteristic 
and expressive. 

Carmen XLV. " De Acme et Septimio." Perhaps this poem 
has been admired above its merit ; but there is one exquisitely 
fine passage in it, and replete with that harmony which, as we 
have already had occasion to remark, Catullus alone has given 
to the Phaleucian metre, — 

" At Acme leviter caput refledens, 

Et dulcis pucri ebrios ocellos 

Isto purpureo ore suaviata, 
* Sic/ inquit, ' mea vita Septimille 1 

Huic uno domino usque serviamus.' " 

Carmen XLVI. " De Adventu Veris." He leaves Phrygia 
in the beginning of spring, and is about to visit the celebrated 
cities of maritime Asia. What beauty and vigor of expression 
is there in — 



Jam mens praetrepidans avet vagari, 



[am Ixti studio pedes vigescunt.' 

There is also much tenderness at the close in the short valedic- 
tion to his companions, who set out together with him in the 
expedition, and will return (whenever they do return) by vari- 
ous roads into their native country. 

Carmen L. " Ad Licinium." On the day preceding the 
composition of this poem, he and Licinius had agreed to write 
together in different metres, and to give verse for verse. Ca- 
tullus was so delighted with the performances of Licinius that 
he could never rest, he tells us, until he had signified it by this 
graceful little poem. 

Carmen LI. This is a translation from Sappho's ode, and 
perhaps is the first that had ever been attempted into Latin, 
although there is another which precedes it in the volume. 
Nothing can surpass the graces of this, and it leaves us no re- 
gret but that we have not more translations by him of Sappho's 
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poetry. He has copied less froio the Greek than any Latia 
poet had done before Tibullus. 

The adonic ai the close of the second strophe is lost. Many 
critics have attempted to substitute one. In the edition before 
OS we find — 

Simul te 



" Quod luquar amcns " 
would be better. The ode ends, and always ended, irith 
" Lumini noctc." • 
Cadurn LIII, " De Quodani el Calvo." Calvus, as wet! 
•s Cicero, spoke publicly against Vatinius. It will be requisite 
to write out the five verses of which this piece of CattiUus is 
composeil, — 

" Risi n«adD qacro modo in cotonl 

Sui quum Qiirific« Vitlniana 
ciis crimini Calvtu expliusKI 
Ailmirans ait haic manusquc lolkns, 
DI maeni ■ lalaftOimm diuiloia t " 

Doering's note on the words is this : " Vox nova, ridicula et, 
ut vidcbatur, pkbeia (saJafiuttum). CatuUum ad hos versus 
ecribendos impulit." He goes on to put into prose what Ca- 
tullus had told us in verse, and adds, " Catullus a risu sibi tem- 
perare non potiiit." Good Hcrr Doering does not tee where 't 
th^/un. It lies in the fact of Calms being a very little man, 
and in the clown htraring a very little man so eloquent, and 
crying out, "Heavens above! what a clever little (0(kyl" 
The word should not be written " salapu/ium," but " sals^- 
jium." The termination in km is a signification of endear- 
ment, as dflieiolum for d^lUia. — and correspondently the or 
in Greek ; nuSior, for instance, and imi&ipioi-. It cannot be 
lale^ypttm, as some critics have proposed, because the third 
syllable in this word (supposing there were any such) would, 
according to its Greek origin, be short. Perhaps the best 
reading may be " sal/pusium," from sal and pttsins. Rustic 
terms are unlikely to be compounded with accuracy. In old 
I^lin the word, or words, would be (ali (for salis) pu$iam. 
'3 
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But / is equivalent to s; and the modem Italian, which is 
founded on the mos/ ancient Latin, has puUo. 
Carmen LIV. " Ad Caesarem." 

" Fuffitio seni recoetoJ* 

On this is the note '' Homo recoctus jam dicitur qui in rebus 
agendis diu multumque agitatus^ versatus, exercitatus, et quasi 
percoctuSy renim naturam penitus perspexit," etc. 

Surely these qualities are not such as Catullus or Caesar 
ought to be displeased with. But " senex recoctus " means an 
old dandy boiled up into youth again in Medea's caldron. In 
this poem Catullus turns into ridicule no other than personal 
peculiarities and defects, — first in Otho, then in libo, lastly 
in Fuffitius. 

Carmen LVII. "In Mamurram et Csesarem." If Caesar 
had hired a poet to write such wretched verses as these and 
swear them to Catullus, he could never in any other way have 
more injured his credit as a poet. The " Duo Caesaris Anti- 
Catones," which are remembered as having been so bulky, 
could never have fallen on Cato so fatally as this Anti-Catullus 
on Catullus. 

Carmen LXL " De Nuptiis Juliae et ManHi." Never was 
there, and never will there be probably, a nuptial song of 
equal beauty. But in verse 129 there is a false quantity as 
now printed, and quite unnoticed by the editor, — 

" Desertum domini audicns." 

The metre docs not well admit a spondee^ for the second 
foot ; it should be a trochee, and this is obtained by the trae 
reading, " Dcs/tum." 

Carmen I.XII. Another nuptial song, and properly an epi- 
thalamium in heroic verse, and very masterly. It seems in- 
credible, however, that the last lines, beginning, — 

*' Al tu ne pugna,** — 

were written by Catullus. They are trivial ; and besides, the 
young singing men never have sung so long together in the 
former parts assigned to them. The longest of these consists 
of nine verses, with the choral 

" Hymen, O HymenaBC I " 
' Yet here, in two hundred and thirty-five verses nine begin with it. 
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and ilie last would contain eleven with it, even after rejecting 
these seven which intervene, and which, if admitted, would 
double the usual quaniity. We would throw them out because 
there is no room for them, and because tiicy are trasli. 

Carmen LXIII. This has ever l)een, and ever will be, the 
admiration of all who can distinguish the grades of poetry. 
The thirty-ninth verse is printed, — 

" Piger his labcntej ianguore oculos sopor opcrit." 

The metre will Dot allow it. We must read, " labant/ Ian- 
guoic," although the construction may be somewhat less obvi- 
ous. The words are in the ablative absolute, — "Sleep covere I 
their eyes, a languor dropping over them." 

Verse 64 should be printed "gymnasj," not "gymnaeii." ' 
The seventy-fifth and seventy-sixth lines must be reversed, and 
instead of 

" Ccminas ' Z'eonim ' ad aiir/s nova nuncii refereo* 
Ibi juncia jugi rcsDivens Cybele leonibus 
Lzvumque ptcocis bostcm sdmulans," 



Caxuen LXIV. " Nuplix Pelei el Theddis," Among man; 
cxecltencies of the highest order, there are several &ulis i 
inconsistencies in this heroic poem. In vei^c 15. — 

" IllScjue h4uilquc aliS," etc-. — 

it is incredible that Catullus should have written " haud^«." ^ 
In verse 37 we read. — 

" Phirulurn coeonl, Pharsalia nira frcqucnl 

No objection can be raised against this reading, " Pharsa- 
liam " is a trisyllable. The i sometimes coalesces with another 
I vowel, as a and o do. In Virgil we find, — 

" SlellMct tucifuEJi. 
Aatfil cnmposulf spondl. 
Unt tldcmquc vli. 
11 no ivdcmque igni. 
Perque xtra scuti." 



;i 
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Verses 58 and the following are out of their order. The| 

stand thus : — 

" Rura coHt nemo : mollescnnt colla JoTencis : 
Non humilis curvis purgatur vinea rastris : 
Non elebam prono con veil it Tomere taunis : 
Non uilx attenuat frondatonim arboris ambram : 
Squalida desertis robigo infertar aratria." 

The proper ^d natural series is, together with the rig^t 
punctuation, — 

" Rura colit nemo : mollescunt colla juvendt, 
Non glebam prono convellit vomere taarus ; 
Squalida desertis robigo infertur aratris. 
Non humilis curvis pumtur vinea rastris. 
Nop falx attenuat frondatonim arboris umbram,** — 

because here the first, the second, and the third refer to the 
same labor, that of ploughing ; the fourth and fifth to the same 
also, that of cultivating the two kinds of vineyard. In one 
kind the grapes are cut low and fastened on poles with bands 
of withy, and raked between ; in the other they are trained 
against trees. Formerly the tree preferred was the elm ; at 
present it is the maple, particularly in Tuscany. The branches 
are lopped and thinned when the vines are pruned, to let in sun 
and air. By ignorance of such customs in agricultture, many 
things in the Classics are mistaken. Few people kmyw the 
meaning of the words in Horace, — 






Cum dtiplice ficu.** 



Most fancy it must be the purple fig and the yellow ; but there 
is also a green one. The Italians, to dry their figs the more 
expeditiously, cut them open and expose them on the pave- 
ment before their cottages. They then stick two together, and 
this is duplex ficus. 

We now come to graver faults (and faults certainly the 
poet's) than a mere transposition of verses. In the palace 
of Peleus there is a piece of tapestry which takes up the best 
part of the poem. 

*' Haec vestis/r/jri> hominum variata figuris " 

exhibits the story of Theseus and Ariadne. Their adventures 
could not have happened five-and-twenty years before these 
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nuptials. Of the Argo, which carried Peleus when Thetis fell 
In love with him, the poet says, as otiiere do, — 

" nil rodem curau/nma imbuil AtnpItittiLca." 
But in the jirogress of sixty lines we find that vessels had been 
sailing to Crete every year, with the Athenian youths devoted 
to the Minouur. Castor and Pollux sailed io the Argo with 
Peleus ; and Helen, we know, was their sister : she was about 
the same age as Achilles, and Theseus had run away with hei 
before Paris hid. But equal inconsistencies are to be detected 
in the vEneid, a poem extolled, century after century, for pro- 
priety and exactness. An anachronism quite as strange as this 
of Catullus is in the verses on Acragas, Agrigeatum, — 



Whether the city itself was built in the age of .Eneas is not the 
question ; but certainly the breed of horses was introduced by 
the Carthaginians, and improved by Hiero and Gelon. The 
breed of the island is small, as it is in' all mountainous coun- 
tries, where the horses are never found adapted to chariots any 
more than chariots are adapted to surfeces so uneven. 

In vetse 83, for " Fumra Cecropife," etc., we must read | 
" Pubis Cecropiae." 

In verse 1 19, " Qua misera," etc,, is supposititious. 

In verse 1 78 we read, — 

" Idemmai-ne pclam monies f at garpte lato," etc 

Idomeneus was unborn in the earlier days of Theseus. Prob-J 
ably the verses were written, — 



In verse 191, nothing was ever grander or more awftl lJutt.l 
the adjuration of Ariadne Co the Eumenides, — 
•■(^mre tarta Titflm multanks vindi<c pmi 
fcumcnide* 1 quarum arcuineo rcdimita capitlo 
Frfni txftrvnlii frtfvrbil fKlerii inu. 
Hue, hue idvcnlMe '. " 

Verse 199, Docring explains, — 

" Vds nolile piti mMttum vamirm Iuc^>un.*' — 
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^^ impufUtum manere." What, — her grief? Does she pray 
that her grief may not remain unpunished t No, she implores 
that the prayers that arise from it may not be in vain. 
In verse 2 1 2 we read, — 

" Namque ferunt olim [dassi cum moenia Divae] 
Lin(]uenteixi, natum, ventis concrederet i^geua^ 
Talia complexum juveni mandata dedisse. 

The mould of the barrel has been doing sad mischief there. 
We must read — 



" Namque ferunt, natum ventis qaum crederat 

In verse 250 we have, — 

*' At parte ez alii. 

This scene is the subject of a noble picture by Titian, now in 
the British Gallery. It has also been deeply studied by Nico- 
las Poussin. But there is a beauty which no painting can 
attain in — 

** Plangebant alii proceris tympana palmis, 
Aut tereti tentus tinnitus are ciebant** 

Soon follows that exquisite description of morning on the sea- 
side, akeady transcribed, and placed by the side of Milton's 
personification. 

In verse 340 we read, — 

*' Nascctur vobis expers terroris Achilles, 
Hostibus haud ter^ sed forti prctore iwtus^ 
Qui persaepc vagi victor certamine cursiis 
Flammea praevcrtct celeris vestigia cervi.** 

It is impossible that Catullus, or any poet whatever, can have 
written the second of these. Some stupid critic must have 
done it, who fancied that the " expers terroris " was not clearly 
and sufficiently proven by urging the car over the field of 
battle, and had little or nothing to do in outstripping the stag. 

Verse 329. Rarely have the Fates sung so sweetly as in 
this verse to Peleus, — 

** Advenict tibi jam portans optata maritis 
Hesperus, adveniet fausto cum sidere conjux, 
Qux tibi flexanimo mentcm pcrfundat amore 
Languidulosque paret tecum conjungcre somnos, 
I^sevia substcrnens robusto brachia coUo." 
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Carmen LXV. "Ad Hortalutn." He makes his excuse tol 

Hortalus for ilebying a compliance wilh his wishes for some 1 
verses. This delay he tells hiiu was occasioned by the death 
of hts brother, to whom he was most aSectionately attached, 
and whose loss he laments in several of his poems. In this he 
breaks forth into a very pathetic appeal to him, — 

" AlloquarF audiero nuinquani ma facta loqoEntem t 
Nunquam ego [e. vill Iriler aaiabilioT, 
AdspiciaiD posthac I Al ccnc semper : 
Semper nuEsU tui carminf 

The two following lines are surely supposititious. Thinking 
with such intense anguish of his brother's death, he could find 
no room for so frigid a conceit as that about the Daulian bird 
and Itylus. I'his is almost as much out of place, though nut 
■o bad in ttsell^ as the disdch which heads the epistle of 4 
" Dido lo jEneas " in Ovid, — 



As if the Fates were busied in " calling white swans 1 " Ovid I 
never composed any such trash. The epistle in fact begins J 
with a verse (si) of consummate beauty, tenderness, and ] 
gravity, — 

" Qnod miicTx oblige molli tub veste loeatum, 
Dum advenlu matris prosllii. excutliut," 

These require another punctuation, — 

" Qaod miserz (oblit« molli iub vcsic lociluro)." 

The Germans, to whom we owe so much in e\'ery branch of I 
learning, are not always fortunate in their punctuation ; and ' 
perhaps never was anything so subversive of harmony as that j 
which Heyne has given us in a passage of Tibullus, — 

" Blandiiiis vuli esse locum Venus ipsa — " 

Who could ever doubt this fact, — that even Venus herself will ] 
I admit of blandishments? But Tibullus laid down no such 
I iTubm. Hcync wriies it thus, and proceeds, — 



SuppUcibus tr 



is lletibua, iUa £lvcL" 
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The tender and harmonious poet wrote not *' Blanditfis *' bat 
^ Blanditis, — 



** Blanditis vult esse locam Ventia ipsa querelis ; 
Supplidbus, miseris, flentibus, Ula £ayet'^~ 



w 



Here the " blanditiae " are quite out of the question ; but the 
" blanditae querelse " are complaints softly expressed and r^^ojr- 
ingfy preferred. 
To return to Catullus. The following couplet is — 

'* Atque illud prono praeceps agitar decinso ; 
Huic manat tristi conscius ore rubor.** 

Manat can hardly be applicable to nUfor. We would prefer — 

" Hide manet in tristi conscius ore rubor/' — 

the opposite to " agitur deciu:su." 

They whose ears have been accustomed to the Ovidian ele- 
giac verse, and have been taught at school that every pentame- 
ter should close with a dissyllable, will be apt to find those of 
Catullus harsh and negligent. But let them only read over, 
twice or thrice, the first twelve verses of this poem, and their 
ear will be cured of its infirmity. By degrees they may be led 
to doubt whether the worst of all Ovid*s conceits is not his de- 
termination to give every alternate verse this syllabic uniformity. 

Carmen LXVI. " De Coma Berenices." This is imitatal 
fi*om a poem of Callimachus, now lost, — perhaps an early ex- 
ercise of our poet, corrected afterward, but insufficiently. The 
sixth verse, however, is exquisite in its cadence, — 

" Ut Triviam furtim sub Latmia saxa relegans 
Dulcis amor gyro devocat aerio.** 

Verse 27 reads, — 

" Anne bonum oblita es facinus, quo regium adepta es 
Conjugium, quod non fortior ausit alis.^* 

Berenice is said to have displayed great courage in battle. To 
render the second verse intelligible, we must admit " alls " for 
alius, as alid is used for aiiud in Lucretius. Moreover, we 
must give " fortior " the expression of strength, not of courage, 
— 2& forte throughout Italy at the present time expresses never 
courage, always strength. The sense of the passage then is. 
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Have you forgotten the great action by which yon won yoiir 
husband, — an action which one much stronger than yourself 
would not have atlempied?" For it would be nonsense to 

_ . " Vou have performed a brave action which a braver per- 
son would nut have dared." Id the sense of Catullus are those 
passages of Sallust and Virgil, — 

" Neque a ' fortissimis ' infirminima gencti tcsisti posse. 
■ Forti ' fidis equo." 

Verse 65 reads. — 

" Virgiitis. el ixvi contingen* namque Lconia Lumina.'' 
^amque may be the true reading. I'hc editor has adduced 
two examples from Plautus to show the probability of it, but 
faiU,— 

■■ Quando haec innata est lutn libi."* 

" Quid tibi u filio nam sgie est."* 

He seems unaware that " nam," in the first, is only a pan of 
fuid-nam, the quid being separated ; quandfi-nam, the same 
for tcquanJo {fde quando) " tell me when," guianam, etc, j 
but namqae is not in the like condition, and in thb pbcc it is 
awkward. The nam added to the above words is always an 
inlerrogativc. 

Carmen LXVII. "Ad Januam," etc. In verse 31 we 
have, — 

" Alqui non solum s« dicil cognilum habere 

Utixia, Cftaxx tuppouu ipcculac. 

FliTviu ijuam melii ftrcMrril jIumiiK Mtia, 

lirixia VeroiiB maier amata mcx." 

Why should (he sensible Marchese Scipione Maflei have token 
h into his head that the last couplet is spurious ? What a beau- 
tiful verse is that in italics \ 

Carmen I.XVIII. " Ad Manlium." A rambling poem quite J 
unworthy of the author. The verses from the beginning of the i 
twenty-sixth to the close of the thirtieth appertain to some 
Other piece, and break the context. Doering has given a 
ttrange inlcrpreUtion to — 

" VcToiue lurpe Catullo," etc. 
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The true meaning is much more obvious and much less ddi- 
cate. In the sixty-third we must read " At " for " Ac ; " this 
helps the continuity. After the seventy-third we must omit, as 
belonging to another place, all until we come to verse 143. 
Here we catch the thread again. The intermediate lines be- 
long to two other poems, both perhaps addressed to Manlins, 
— one relating to the death of the poet's brother, the other 
on a very different subject : we mean the fragment just now 
indicated — 

" Quare quod scribis, Veronae turpc Catullo," etc. 
Verse 145 reads, — 



" Scd furtiva dedit mir& munuscula nocte, 
Ipsius ex ipso demta viri gremio.' 



»' 



The verses are thus worded and punctuated in Doering's 
edition and others, but improperly. ^^ Mird nocte" is non- 
sense. We must read the lines thus : — 

" Sed furtiva dedit miri munuscula nocte 
Ipsius ex ipso," etc. 
Or thus, — 

" Scd furtiva dedit mediA munuscula nocte 
Ipsius ex ipso demta viri gremio." 

Verse 147, which reads, — 

" Quarc illud satis est, si nobis is datur unus, 
Quern lapide ilia diem candldiore notat,** — 

Doering thus interprets : — 

"Quare jam illud mihi satis est, si ilia vel unum diem ^ quern mucum 
vixit, ut diem faustum felicemque albo lapide insigniat" 

That the verses have no such meaning is evident from the 
preceding, — 

** Qux tamcn etsi uno non est contenta Catullo 
Kara verecundx furta feremus herae." 

This abolishes the idea of one single day contenting him, con- 
tented as he professes himself to be with little aberrations and 
infidelities. Scaliger has it, — 

" Quare illud satis est, si nobis iV datur urn's; 
Quod lapide ilia dies candidiore notat" 
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kid it appears to us (hat Scaliger has given the first line cot- 
pectly ; but not the piinciuation. We should prefer, — 



Verses 69 anil 70 reaii, - 



The slipper could not be argula while she was standing in iL. 
Scaltgcr reads " constitu// solcS." The one is not sense ; the 
other is neither sense nor 1 JCin, unless the construction is ton- 
ttiluil plantam, anil then ail the other words arc in disarray. 
The meaning is. '■ She placed her fool against the door, and, 
wilhuut speakins, rapped it with her sounding slipper," lliCD 
the words would be " arguti eonHtuU solej." 
In verse 78 we have, — 



In Scaliger it is, — 

-■ Quliu Icmere," etc 

The true reading is neither, but — 

-Quimn/Kroere." 

Such elisions ore found in this very poem and the preceding, — 

" Ne ua|)Uua a misero," — 

" Ot«" ipse lui goali." 

Carmen LXXI. " Ad Virronem." Docting thinks, as others 
have done, that the poem is against Virro. On the contrary, it 
is a facetious consolation to him on ihe punishment of his ritikl. 

' MiiiRce est d tf nactus nlnunqae malum " 
means only " for his offence against you." We liave a little 
more to add on this in CXV. 

CA»tES LXXV. " Ad Lesbiam." Here arc ci^ht verses, 
the rhythm of which plunges from the ear into the heart. Our 
attempt to render them in English is feeble and vain, — 
i'"<Juo" (or "itttod," 
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^ None could ever saj Uiat she, 
Lesbia, was so loved by me. 
Never all the world around 
Faith so true as mine was found : 
I£ no lon^r it endures 
(Would It did 1) the fault is yours. 
I can never think a^ain 
Well of you : I try m vain. 
But — be false — do what you will — 
Lesbia, I must love you still." 

Carmen LXXVI. "Ad seipsum." They whose ears letak 
only the sound of the hexameters and pentameters they lecitd 
and wrote at school, are very unlikely tp be greatly pleased 
with the versification of this poem. Yet perhaps one of equal 
earnestness and energy was never written in elegiac metic 
Sentences must be read at once, and not merely distichs ; then 
a fresh harmony will spring up exuberantly in every part of it, 
into which many discordant verses will sink and lose themselves, 
to produce a part of the effect. It is, however, difficult to re- 
strain a smile at such expressions as these from such a man, — 

" Si vitam puriter egi, 
O Dii ! reddite mt hoc pro pietate me& I " 

Carmen LXXXV. " De Amore suo." 

" Odi et amo. Quare id faciam,fortasse reqtdris : 
Nescio, sed fieri sentio et excrucior." 

The words in italics are flat and prosaic ; the thought is beauti- 
ful, and similar to that expressed in LXXV. 

" I love and hate. Ah ! never ask why so I 
I hate and love — and that is all I know. 
I see 'tis folly, but I feel 'tis woe." 

Carmen XCII. " De Lesbia." The fourth verse is printed — 

" Quo signo ? quasi non totidem max deprecor illi 
AssidueV 

*' Mox " and " assidue " cannot stand together. Jacobs has 
given a good emendation, — 



it 



Quasi non totidem mala deprec/r illi," etc. 



Carmen XCII I. " In Caesarem." Nothing can be imagined 
more contemptuous than the indifference he here affects toward 
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name destined in all after ages to be Ihc principal jewel in 
le highest crowns ; and thinking of Cesar's genius, it is difR- 
ilt to see trithout derision the greatest of those who assume 
St. Catullus mu^t have ol\en seen, and we have reason to be- 
lieve he personally knew, the conquerot of Gaul when he wrote 
this epigram, — 

" 1 care not, Cxsai, what yuu ate. 
Nor kno* if you be Uiown ot fair." 

Carmen XCV. " Dc SmyraS Cinna Poeuc." There Is 
nothing of this poem, in which Ciona's " Smyrna " is extolled, 
worth notice, excepting the last line ; and that indeed not for 
vhat we read in it, but for what we have lost, — 

" Parva nwi tnihi sunt cotdi monumcnla , . " 

The word '■ monitmenta " is spelled improperly ; it is •• mont- 
menia." The last won.! in the verse is wanting; yet we have 
seen quoted, and prefixed to volumes of poetry, — 
" Parva mei mihi sunt coidi tnonuinenta laboris." 

But Catullus is not speaking of himself he is speaking of 
Cinna ; and the proper word comes spontaneously, *' sodalis." 
Carmen XCIX. '• Ad Juventium." 



How few win this verse please ! but how greatly those few I 

Carmen CI. " inferisc ad Fratris Tumulum," In these 

^ verses there is a sorrowfiil but a quiet solemnity, which we 

rarely hnd in poets on sinailar occasions. The grave and firm 

, voice which has uttered the third, breaks down in the 

I fourth, — 

" Haltas jwr gcDtes ei multa per Kquora vectus 
Adveni haj miMtas. fratcr. ad inferiis, 



£t mittmm tufuidpian olle^uirer cintrrm." 

Unusual as is the cadence, the cxsura, who would wish it other 
than it b? If there were authority for it, we «rould read, in 
, the sixth, instead of — 

" IIcu miMr inillgne fiatcr ademlc mllii " — 



366 THE POEMS OF CATULLUS. 

" Heu nimis ; " because just above we have, — 

" Adveni has misgras, frater, ad inferias." 

Carmen CX. " Ad Aufilenam," Doering says, " Utiua 
poetse an scribanim socordice tribuenda sit, qua ultimi hujus car- 
minis versus laborant, obscuritas, pro suo quisque statuat arbi- 
trio. Tolli quidem potest haec obscuritas, sed emendandi genm 
liberrimor We are not quite so sure of that ; we are only 
sure that we find no obscurity at all in them. The word 
factum is understood, and would be inelegant if it could have 
found for itself a place in the verse. 

Carmen CXV. It is requisite to transcribe the verses here 
to show that Doering is mistaken in two places; he was at 
LXXI. in one only, — 

" Prata arva, ingentes sylvas saltusque paludesque 
Usque ad Ilvperborcos et mare ad Oceanum. 
Omnia magna fixe sunt, tamen ipse est maximus ultar" 

He quotes LXXI., forgetting that that poem is addressed to 
Virro, and this to Mamurra, under his old nickname : Mamuna, 
whatever else he might be, was no maximus ulior here. The 
context will show what the word should be. Mamurra, by his 
own account, is possessor of meadow ground and arable ground, 
of woods, forests, and marshes, from the H>'perborcans to the 
Atlantic. " These are great things,*' says Catullus, " but he 
himself is great beyond than all^' — " ipse est maximus, ultra ; *' 
sc. " llypcrboreas et Oceanum." 

In how dilTercnt a style, how artificially, with what infinite 
fuss and fury, has Horace addressed Virgil on the death of 
Quintilius Vanis ! Melpomene is called from a distance, and 
several more i)ersons equally shadowy are brought forward ; 
and then Virgil is honestly told that if he could sing and play 
more blandly than the Tliracian Orpheus, he never could reani- 
mate an empty image which Mercury had drawn off among his 
" black flock." 

In selecting a poet for examination, it is usual either to extol 
him to the skies, or to tear him to pieces and trample on him. 
Editors in general do the former, — critics on editors, more 
usually the latter. Lut one poet is not to be raised by casting 
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uother under him. Catullus is matle no richer by an attempt 
to transfer to him what belongs to Horace, nor Horace by what 
belongs to Catullus. Catullus lias greatly more than be ; but 
he also has much, — and let him keep it. We are not at lib- 
erty to indulge in forwardness and caprice, snatching a deco- 
ration from one and tossing it over to another. We will 
sum up what we have collected from the mass of materials 
which has been brought before us, la)ing down some general 
rules and observations. 

There arc four things requisite to consiitutc might, majesty, 
and dominion in a poet : these arc creativencss, constiuctive- 

ss, the sublime, the pathetic. A poet of the first order must 

ve formed, or taken to himself and modified, some great 
nibject. He must be creative and constructive. Creativeness 
may work upon old materials : a new world may spring bom 
lid one. Shakspeare found Hamlet and Ophelia ; he fijund 
Othello and Desdcmona, — nevertheless he, the only universal 
poet, carried this and all the other qualifications far beyond 
the reach of competitors. He was creative and construciivc, 
he was sublime and pathetic, and he has also in his humanity 
condescended to the familiar and the comic. There b nothing 
kss pleasant than the smile of Milton ; but at one time Momus, 
It another the Graces, hang upon tlie neck of Shakspcarc. 
Poets whose subjects do not restrict them, and whose ordinary 
gait displays no indication of either greave or buskin, if they 
want the facetious and humorous, and arc not creative nor sub- 
lime nor pathetic, must be ranked by sound judges in the sec- 
ondary order and not among the foremost even there, 

Cowper and Byron and Southey, with much and deep ten- 
derness, are richly humorous. Wordsworth, grave, elevated, 
observant, and philosophical, is equi-distant from humor and 
ftom passion. Alwaj-s conlemplative, never creative, he delights 
. the scdenury and tranquillizes the excited. No tear ever fell, 
no smile ever glanced on his pages. With him you are beyond 
the danger of any turbulent emotion at tenor, or valor, or mag- 
nanimity, or generosity. Nothing is there about him like 
Bums's "Si-ot* wha ha'e wi' Wallace bled," or Campbell's 
" Battles of Copenhagen and Hohcnlindcn," or those exqnisile 
works which in Hcmans rise up like golden spires among 
broader but lower structures, — " Ivan " and " Casablanca." 



1 
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Byron, often impressive and powerful, never reaches the herak 
and the pathetic of these two poems ; and he wants the fresh- 
ness and healthiness we admire in Bums. But an indomitable 
fire of poetry, the more vivid for the gloom about it, buisb 
through the cmsts and crevices of an unsound and hoUow mini 
He never chatters with chilliness, nor fidb oveistiained into 
languor ; nor do metaphysics ever muddy his impetuous aad 
precipitate stream. It spreads its ravages in some places, bat 
it is limpid and sparkling everywhere. If no stoiy is well toU 
by him, no character well delineated, — if all resemble one an- 
other by their beards and Turkish dresses, there is however the 
first and the second and the third requisite of eloquence, 
whether in prose or poetry, — vigor. But no large poem of 
our days is so animated, or so truly of the heroic cast as '* Mar- 
mion." Southey's '< Roderick " has less nerve and animation; 
but what other living poet has attempted, or shown the ability, 
to erect a structure so symmetrical and so stately ? It is not 
enough to heap description on description, co cast reflection 
over reflection ; there must be development of character in the 
development of story; there must be action, there must be 
passion ; the end and the means must alike be great. 

The poet whom we mentioned last is more studious of clas- 
sical models than the others, especially in his " Inscriptions." 
Interest is always excited by him, enthusiasm not always. If 
his elegant prose and harmonious verse are insufficient to ex- 
cite it, turn to his virtues, to his manliness in defence of truth, 
to the ardor and constancy of his friendships, to his disinter- 
estedness, to his generosity, to his rejection of title and office, 
and consequently of wealth and influence. He has labored to 
raise up merit in whatever path of literature he found it ; and 
poetry in particular has never had so intelligent, so impartial, 
and so merciful a judge. Alas ! it is the will of God to de- 
prive him of those faculties which he exercised with such dis- 
cretion, such meekness, and such humanity ! 

Wc digress, — not too far, but too long ; we must return to 
the ancients, and more especially to the author whose volume 
lies open before us. 

There is little of the creative, little of the constructive, in 
him ; that is, he has cohceived no new varieties of character, 
he has built up no edifice in the intellectual world, — but he 
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always is shrewd and brilliant ; he often U pathetic ; and he 
«oniclimc3 b sublime, \Vithout the sublime, we have said be- 
ifore, there can be no poet of the first order ; but the pathetic 
■may exist in the secondary, for tears are more easily drawn 
forth than soids arc raised : so easily are they on some occa- 
sions, that the poetical power needs scarcely to be brought 
into action ; while on others the pathetic is the very summit of 
•ublimity. We have an example of it in the Ariadne of Catul- 
we have another in the Priam of Homer, All the heroes 

■ End gods, debating and lighting, vanish before the father of 
Hector in tfie tent of Achilles, and before the storm of con- 
flicting passions his sorrows and prayets excite. But neither 
in the spirited and energetic Catullus, nor in the masculine and 
scornful and stem Lucrotius, — no, nor in Homer, — is there 
RDything so impassioned, ar»d therefore so sublime, as the last 
liour of Dido in the vKneid. Admirably as two Greek poets 
have represented the tenderness, the anguish, the terrific wrath 
and vengeance of Medea, all the works they ever wrote contain 
Bot the poetry which Virgil has condensed into about a hundred 
verees, — omitting, as we must, those which drop like icicles 
from the rigid lips of ^neas ; and also the similes which, here 

s everywhere, sadly interfere with passion. In this place Virgil 
fought his battle of .\ctium, which lefl him poetical supremacy 
In the Roman world, whatever mutinies and conspiracies ra&y 
'lave arisen ag.iinst him in Germany or elsewhere. 

The Ariadne of Catullus has greatly the advantage over the 
Ucdea of Apollonius, for what man is much interested by 

■ Buch a termagant? We have no sympathies with a woman 
whose potency is superhuman. In general, it may be appre- 
hended, we like women little the better for excelling us even 
moderately in our own acquirements and capacities ; but what 
energy springs from her weaknesses ! what poetry is the fruit 
of her passions, once perhaps in a thousand years Inirsting 
forth with imperishable splendor on its golilcn bough I If 
there are fine things in the .Argonaulics of Apollonius. there 
wc finer still in those of Catullus. In relation to Virgil, he 
■Unds as Coneggio in relation to Raphael, — a richer culorisi, 
a less accurate dntfbman, less capable of executing grand de- 

„ns, more exquisite in the working out of smaller. Virgil is 
depreciated by the arrogance of self- sufficient poets, nw.tt.ured 
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on coarse fare, and dizzy with home-brewed flattery. Othen, 
who have studied more attentively the ancient models, aie 
abler to show his relative station, and readier to venerate his 
powers. Although we find him incapable of contriving and 
more incapable of executing so magnificent a work as the Iliad, 
yet there are places in his compared with which the grandest 
in that grand poem lose much of their elevation. Never was 
there such a whirlwind of passions as Virgil raised on those 
African shores, amid those rising citadels and dep>arting sails. 
When the vigorous verses of Lucretius are extolled, no true 
poet, no sane critic, will assert that the seven or eight exam- 
ples of the best are equivalent to this one ; even in force of 
expression, here he falls short of Virgil. 

When we drink a large draught of refreshing beverage, it is 
only a small portion that affects the palate. In reading the 
best poetry, moved and excited as we may be, we can take in 
no more than a part of it ; passages of equal beauty are unable 
to raise enthusiasm. Let a work in poetry or prose indicating 
the highest power of genius be discoursed on, probably no two 
persons in a large company will recite the same j>ortion as 
having struck them the most forcibly ; but when several pas- 
sages are pointed out and read emphatically, each listener will 
to a certain extent doubt a little his own judgment in this one 
particular, and hate you heartily for shaking it. Poets ought 
never to be vexed, discomposed, or disappointed, when the 
better is overlooked and the inferior is commended : much 
may be assigned to the observer's point of vision being more 
on a level with the object. And this reflection also will con- 
sole the artist, when really bad ones are called more simple and 
natural, while in fact they are only more ordinary and common. 
In a palace we must look to the elevation and proportions, 
whereas a low grotto may assume any form and almost any de- 
formity. Rudeness is here no blemish ; a shell reversed is no 
false ornament ; moss and fern may be stuck with the root out- 
ward ; a crystal may sparkle at the top or at the bottom ; dry 
sticks and fragmentary petrifactions find everywhere their proper 
place, and loose soil and plashy water show just what Nature 
delights in. Ladies and gentlemen who at first were about to 
turn back, take one another by the hand, duck their heads, 
enter it together, and exclaim, " What a charming grotto ! " 
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In poetry, as in architecture, the Rustic Order is proper 
only for the lower story. 

They who have listened, patiently and supinely, to the ca- 
tarrhal songsters of goose-grazed commons, will be loath and 
ill-fitted to mount up with Catullus to the highest steeps in the 
forests of Ida, and will shudder at the music of the Corybantes 
in the temple of the Great Mother of the Gods. 
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ll rn.iy twrm i.istidioiis and afTcctcd to write, as I have done, 
Ith Italian name* in picfcrcnrc? to his Knglish one; but I think 
It lirttrr to tall him as hv called himself, as Laura called him, 
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a called by CoItMUia and Rienzi and Baccaccio, and in 
ahott by all llaly, for I pretend to no vernacular familiarity 
with a perion of his distinction, and should almost be as ready 
to abbreviate Francesco into Frank, as Petrarca into Petrarch. 
Besides, the one appellation is euphonious, the other quite the - 
reverse. 

We Eoglishmen take strange liberties with Italian names. 
Perhaps the human voice can articulate no sweeter series of 
sounds than the syllables which constitute Livorna; certainly 
" c same remark is inapplicable to LrghorH. However, we ore 
not liable to censure for this depravation ; it originated with 
the Genoese, the ancient masters of the town, whose language 
b ettrcmely barbarous, not unlike the Provencal of the Trou- 
badours. With them the letter g, pronounced hard, as it al- 
ways was among the Greeks and Romans, is common for v : 
thus iagore for lavero. 

I hope to be pantoned my short exairsion, which was only 
made to bring my fellow-laborers home from aiield. At last 
we are beginning to call people and things by tticir right 
names. We pay a little more respect to Cicero than we did 
formerly, calling him no longer by the appeUation of TuUy ; we 
never say Laurence, or Lai dc Medici, but Lorenzo. On the 
•ame principle, I beg permission to say Petrarca and Boc> 
caccio, instead of Pcimrch and Boccace. These errors were 
fitllcn into by following French Iranslations ; and we stopped 
and recovered our footing only when we came to Titt-lhM and 
AuiHgtlie: it was tlien indeed high time to rest and wipe our 
foreheads. Vet we cannot shake off the illusion that Horace 

1 one of us at school, and we continue the friendly nick- 
name, although with a whimsical inconsistency we continue to 
talk of the Homtii and Curiatii. Ovid, our earlier friend, 
sticks by us still. Tlie ear informs us that Virgil and Pindar 
and Homer and Hesiod suffer no worse by defalcation than 
ftiiil-trees do ; the sounds indeed are more euphonious than 
what fell from the native tongtie. The great historians, the 
great orators, and the great tragcdms of Greece have escaped 
ttnroutilated ; and among the Romans it has bren the good 
fortune, at least so far as «v are concerned, of Paiercuhia, 
Quintus Curtius. Tacitus, Catullus, Propcrtius, and Tibullus to 
Kmain intact by the band of oaomaclxsu. Si^lUtv^, w^otfJu:^ 
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of names or things, should never be meddled with, save where 
the ignorant have superseded the learned, or where analogy 
has been overlooked by these. The courtiers of Charles II. 
chalked and charcoaled the orthography of Milton. It was 
thought a scandal to have been educated in Ejigland, and a 
worse to write as a republican had written. We were the sub- 
jects of the French king, and we borrowed at a ruinous rate 
from French authors, but not from the best. Eloquence was 
extinct, a gulf of ignominy divided us from the genius of Italy, 
the great master of the triple world was imdiscovered by us, 
and the loves of Petrarca were too pure and elevated for the 
sojourners of Versailles. 

Francesco Petrarca, if far from the greatest, yet certainly the 
most celebrated of poets, was bom in the night between the 
nineteenth and twentieth day of July, 1304. His father's 
name was Petracco ; his mother's, Eletta Canigiani. Petracco 
left Florence under the same sentence of banishment as his 
friend Dante Alighieri, and joined with him and the other 
exiles of the Bianchi army in the unsuccessful attack on that 
city the very night when, on his return to Arezzo, he found a 
son bom to him : it was his first. To this son, afterward so 
illustrious, was given the name of Francesco di Petracco. In 
after life the sound had something in it which he thought 
ignoble; and he converted it into Petrarca. The wise and 
virtuous Gravina, patron of one who has written much good 
poetry, and less of bad than Petrarca, changed in like manner 
the name of Trapasso to Metastasio. I cannot agree with him 
that the sound of the Hellenized name is more harmonious, — 
the reduplication of the syllable tas is painful ; but I do agree 
with Petrarca, whose adopted form has only one fault, which is, 
that there is no meaning in it. 

When he was seven months old he was taken by his mother 
from Arezzo to Incisa, in the Val-d*Amo, where the life so 
lately given was nearly lost. The infant was dropped into the 
river, which is always rapid in that part of its course, and was 
then swollen by rain into a torrent. At Incisa he remained 
with her seven years. The father had retired to Pisa; and 
now his wife and Francesco, and another son bom after, 
nsLmcd Ghcrardo, jomcd \\\rcv \.Vv^i^. Ixv ^ ^V^axt time however 
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he took ihem to Avignon, where he hoped for employment 
under Pope Clerneni V. In that crowded cily lodgings and 
provisions were so dcai that he soon found it requisite to send 
his wife and children to the small episcopal town of Carpen- 
tras, where he often went to visit them. In this place Fran- 
cesco met Convcnole, who had taught him his letters, and who 
now undertook to teach him what he knew of rhetoric and 
logic. He had attained his tenth year when the father took 
him with a party of friends to the fountain of VaucUise, Even 
at that early age his enthusiasm was excited by the beauty and - 
solitude of the scene. The waters then Bowed freely ; habita- 
tioos there were none but the most rustic, and indeed one 
only near the rivulet. Such was then Vaucluse ; and such it 
remained all his lifetime, and long after. The tender heart is 
often moulded by localities. Perhaps the purity and singleness 
of I'etrarca's, his communion with it on one only altar, his 
exclusion of all images but one, result Irom this eurly visit tu 
the gushing springs, the eddying torrents, the insurmountable 
rocks, the profound and inviolate solitudes of Vauduse. 

The time was now come when his father saw the necessity 
of beginning to educate him for a profession ; and he thought 
the canon law was likely to be the most advanUigeous. Con- 
tequentty he was sent to Monlpelier, the nearest university, 
where he resided four years, — not engaged, as he ought to 
have been, among the jurisconsults, but among the Classics. 
Information of this perversity soon reached I'ettacco, who has- 
lencd to the jiUce, fmnd the noxious books, and threw them 
into the lire; but, affcctcl by the lamentations of his son, he 
recovered the Cicero and the Virgil, and restored them to him, 
pirtiaily consumc-1. At the age of eighteen he was sent from 
Montpclicr to Bologna, where he found Cino da PJstoja, to 
whom he applied himself in good earnest, not indeeil for hit 
knowledge as a jurisconsult, in which he had acquired the 
hjgliest reputation, but for his celebrity as a poet. After two 
more years he lost his father ; and the gunnlians, it is said, were 
unfaithful to their tnisl. ProWbly there was little for ihcm to 
adminbter. He now returned to .Avignon, where, after the 
decease of Clement V., John XXII. occupied the popedom. 
Here his Latin poetry soon raised him into notice, for nobody 
in Avignon wrote to guo<l ; but happily, both fur hintselC « 
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many thousand sensitive hearts in eveiy age and natimiy he 
soon desired his verses to be received and understood by one 
to whom the Latin was unknown. 

'* Benedetto sia il giorao, e 1 mese, e Tairno I 

Blessed be the day, and month, and year t " 

Laura, dau^ter of Audibert de Noves, was married to Hugh 
de Sade, — persons of distinction. She was younger by three 
years than Petrarca. They met first on Good Friday, in the 
convent-church of Saint Claire, at six in the morning. That 
hour she inspired such a passion, by her beauty and her 
modesty, as years only tended to strengthen, and death to 
sanctify. The incense which burned in the breast of Petrazca 
before his Laura might have purified, one would have thoa^t, 
even the court of Avignon; and never was love so ardent 
breathed into ear so chaste. The man who excelled all otheis 
in beauty of person, in dignity of demeanor, in genius, in ten- 
derness, in devotion, was perhaps the only one who ^iled in 
attaining the object of his desires. But cold as Laura was in 
temperament, rigid as she was in her sense of duty, she never 
was insensible to the merits of her lover. A light of distant 
hope often shone upon him and tempted him onward, through 
surge after surge, over the depths of passion. Laura loved ad- 
miration, as the most retired and most diffident of women do ; 
and the admiration of Petrarca drew after it the admiration 
of the world. She also, what not all women do, looked for- 
ward to the glory that awaited her, when those courtiers and 
those crowds and that city should be no more, and when of all 
women the Madonna alone should be so glorified on earth. 

Perhaps it is well for those who delight in poetry that Laura 
was inflexible and obdurate ; for the sweetest song ceases when 
the feathers have lined the nest. Incredible as it may seem, 
Petrarca was capable of quitting her : he was capable of be- 
lieving that absence could moderate, or perhaps extinguish, his 
passion. Generally the lover who can think so has almost 
succeeded ; but Petrarca had contracted the habit of writing 
poetry, — and now writing it on Laura, and Laura only, he 
brought the past and the future into a focus on his breast. AD 
magical powers, it is said, are dangerous to the possessor : none 
is more dangerous than the magic of the poet, who can call be- 
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fore him at will the object of his wishes ; but her countenance 
and her worvls remain her ovn, and are beyond his inlluence. 

It is wuiidctful bow extremely few, even uf Italian scholars 
and natives of Italy, have read his letters or his poetry entirely 
through. I am not speaking of his Latin ; for it would indeed 
be a greater marvel if the most enterprising industry succeetled 
there. The thunderbolt of war — ■■ Scipiades fulmen belli " — 
has always left a barren place behind. No poet ever was for- 
tunate in the description of his exploits ; and the least furtunate 
of the number U I'elrarca. Probably the whole of the poem 
contains no sentence or image worth rcmeralifring. I say 
probably : for whosoever has hit upon what he thought the 
best of it has hit only upon what is worthless, or else upon 
what belongs to another. 1'^e few lines quoted and applauded 
by Mr. Campbell arc taken partly &om Virgil's ^ncid, and 
partly from Ov-id's Metamorphoses. I cannot well believe 
• that any man living has read beyond five hundred lines of 
" Africa ; " I myself, in sundry expeditions, have penetrated 
about thus far into its immeasurable sea of sand. But the 
wonder is that neither the poetry nor the letters of Pctrarca 
seem to have been, even in his own country, read thoroughly 
and attentively; for surely his commentators ought to have 
made themselves roasters of these, before they agitated the 
()tiestton, — some whether Laura * really existed, and others 
whether she was fleiible to the ardor of her lover. Speaking 
of his friends, Socrates and Laelitis, of whose first meeting with 
him I shall presently make mention, be says, — 

" Cnn eoiloi colli 1 florioso lamn 
Oode (one aiui Min|>o oroai Ic imipie, 
In memoriK di qae]li ch' i' ta&l' &i»i> : 
Ma |iur di lei cbe il cuor di peniier n' empie 
Nod |wlei coglier mai raino ■ak (oglSe % 
Si for' Ic lUG radici sceibe ed empie." 
I cannot render these verses much worse than they acta- 
ally are, with their " tempo " and " tcmpic." and their " ndicj 
empie ; " so let me venture to offer a translation : — 
■• Tficy MW me win the gtorioiis bough 
That (hailei rar temples even nnw, 
m^ tu*tr hmgk iHT l/^tfUJ /.lie 
From lh«i tevtre one, foi whnse take 
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There is a canzone to the same purport, to be noticed in 
its place ; and several of his letters could also be adduced in 
evidence. We may believe that although he had resolved to 
depart from Avignon for a season, he felt his love increasing 
at every line he wrote. Such thoughts and images cannot be 
turned over in the mind and leave it perfectly in composure. 
Yet perhaps when he had completed the most impassioned 
sonnet, the surges of his love may have subsided imder the oil 
he had poured out on his vanity ; for love, if it is a weakness, 
was not the only weakness of Petrarca, and when he had per- 
formed what he knew was pleasing in the eyes of Laura, he 
looked abroad for the applause of all around. 

. Giacomo Colonna, who had been at the university of Bologna 
with him, had come to Avignon soon after. It was with Co- 
lonna he usually spent his time ; both had alike enjoyed the 
pleasures of the city, until the day when Francesco met Laura. 
To Giacomo was now given the bishopric of Lombes, in reward 
of a memorable and admirable exploit, among the bravest that 
ever has been performed in the sight of Rome herself. When 
Lewis of Bavaria went thither to depose John XVIIL, Giacomo 
Colonna, attended by four men in masks, read publicly in the 
Piazza di San Marcello the bull of that emperor's excommuni- 
cation and dethronement, and challenged to single combat any 
adversary. None appearing, he rode onward to the stronghold 
of his family at Palestrina, the ancient Preneste. His reward 
was this little bishopric. When Petrarca found him at Lombes, 
in the house of the bishop he found also two persons of worth, 
who became the most intimate of his friends, — the one a 
Roman, Lello by name, which name the poet Latinized to 
1^1 ins ; the other from the borders of the Rhine, whose ap- 
pellation was probably less tractable, and whom he called Soc- 
rates. Toward the close of autumn the whole party returned 
to Avignon. 

In the bosom of Petrarca love burned again more ardently 
than ever. It is censured as the worst of conceits in him that 
he played so often on the name of I^ura, and many have sus- 
pected thM there could be little passion in so much allusion. 
A purer taste might indeed have corrected in the poetry the 
outpourings of tenderness on the name ; but surely there is a 
true and a pardonable pleasure in cherishing the very sound of 
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what we love. If it belongs to the heart, as il Hoes, it belongs 
to poetry, and is not easily to be cast aside. 'I'he shrub recall- 
ing ihc idea of Laura was planted by his hand : often that he 
might nurture it was the pen laid by ; the leaves were often 
shaken by his sighs, and not unfrequently did they sparkle with 
his teare. He felt the comfort of devotion as he bent before 
the image of her name. But he now saw little of her, and was 
never at her house ; it was only in small parties, chiefly of la- 
dies, that they met. She excelled them all in grace of jierson 
and in elegance of attire. Probably her dress was not the 
more indifferent to her on her thinking whom she was about to 
meet ; yet she maintained the same reserve, — the nourisher of 
love, but not of hope. 

Restless, forever restless, again went Petrarca from Avignon. 
He hoped he shoul.l escite a little regret at his departure and 
a desire to sec him again soon, if not expressed to him before 
he left the city, yet conveyed by letters or reports. He pro- 
ceeded to Paris, thence to Cologne, and was absent eight 
months. On his return, the bishop, whom he expected to 
meet, was neither at .Avignon nor at Lombes. His courage and 
conduct were required at Rome, to keep down the rivals of his 
family, the Orsini. Disappoinled in his visit and hopeless in 
his passion, the traveller now retired to Vaucluse ; and here he 
poured in solitude from his innermost heart incessant strains of 
love and melancholy. 

At I'.iris he h.nd met with Dionigi de' Ruperti, an Augustine 
monk, bom at Borgo San Scpolcro near Florence, and esteemed 
as one of the most learned, eloquent, philosophical, and reli- 
gious men in France. To him Petrarca wrote e.imeslly for 
counsel ; but before the answer came he h.id seen Laura. A 
fever was raging in the city, and her life was in danger. Bene- 
dict XIL, to whom he addressed the least inelegant of his 
Latin poems (an exhortation to transfer the Roman Sec 10 
Rome), cxjnferred on him, now in the thirtieth year of his age, 
a canonry at Lombes. But the bishop was absent from the 
diocese, and again at Rome, '("hither hastened Petrarca, and 
was received at Capranir.cia. a casile of the Colonnas. not only 
by hi.s diocesan, but likewise by Stefano, senator of Rome, to 
which city they both conducted him. His stay here was short ; 
he returned to Avignon, but inflamed with 'Mw^iiMit'MjJilft \w«. 
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and seeking to refresh his bosom with early memories^ he re- 
tired to Vaucluse. Here he purchased a poor cottage and a 
small meadow; hither he transferred his books, and hitho: 
also that image which he could nowhere leave behind. Sum- 
mer, autumn, winter, he spent among these solitudes ; a fisher- 
man was his only attendant, but occasionally a few intimate 
friends came from Avignon to visit him. The Ushop of Cav- 
aiUon, Philippe de Cabassoles, in whose diocese was Vauckise, 
and who had a villa not far off, here formed with him a lasting 
friendship, and was worthy of it During these months the 
poet wrote the three canzoni on the eyes of Laura, which some 
have called the ** Three Graces," but which he himself called 
the ** Three Sisters." The Italians, the best-tempered and the 
most polite of nations, look rather for beauties than faults, and 
imagine them more easily. A brilliant thought blinds them to 
improprieties, and they are incapable of resisting a strong ex- 
pression. Enthusiastic criticism is common in Italy ; ingenious 
is not deficient, correct is yet to come. 

About this time Simone Memmi of Siena, whom some with- 
out any reason whatsoever have called a disciple of Giotto> 
was invited by the Pop>e to Avignon, where he painted an a^)art- 
ment in the pontifical palace, just then completed. Petrarca 
has celebrated him, not only in two sonnets, but also in his 
letters, in which he says, " Duos ego novi pictores egregios, — 
Joctium Florentinum civem, cujus inter modemos lama ingens 
est, et Simonem Senensem." 

Had so great an artist been the scholar of Giotto, it would 
have added to the reputation of even this illustrious man, a 
triumvir with Ghiberti and Michelangelo. These, although 
indeed not fiourishing together, may be considered as the first 
triumvirate in the republic of the arts ; Raphael, Correggio, and 
Titian the second. There is no resemblance to Giotto in the 
manner of Simone, nor does Ghiberti mention him as the dis- 
ciple of the Florentine. No man knew better than Ghiberti 
how distinct are the Sanese and the Florentine schools. Si- 
mone Memmi, the first of the modems who gave roundness 
and beauty to the female lace, neglected not the graceful air 
of I^ura. Frequently did he repeat her modest features in the 
principal figure of his sacred compositions ; and Petrarca was 
alternately tortured and consoled by the possession of her por- 




trak from the hand of Memmi. It was painted in the year 

1339, so that she was thirty-two yeais old ; but whether at the 
desire of her lover, or guided by his own discretion, or that in 
reality she retained the charms of youth after bearing eight or 
nine children, she is represented youthful and almost girlish 
whenever he introduces her. 

With her picture now before him, Petrarca thought he could 
reduce in number and duration his visits to Avignon, and might 
undertake a work sufficient to fix his attention and occupy his 
retirement. He bi-gan to compose in Latin a history of Rome, 
from its foundation to the subversion of Jerusalem. But almost 
at the commencement the exploits of Scipio Africanus seized 
upon his enthusiastic imagination, and determined him to 
abandon history for poetry. The second Punic War was the 
subject he chose for an epic. Deficient as the work is in 
all the requisites of poetry, his friends applauded it beyond 
measure. And indeed no small measure of commendation is 
due to it ; for here he had restored in some degree the plan 
and tone of antiquity. But to such a pitch was his vanity ex- 
alted, that he aspired to higher honors than Virgil had received 
under the favor of Augustus, and was ambitious of being 
crowned in the capitol. His powerful patrons removed every 
obstacle ; and the senator of Rome invited him by letter to his 
coronation. A few hours afterward, on the 13d of August, 

1340, another of the same purport was delivered to him from 
the University of Paris. The good king Robert of Naples had 
been tealous in obtaining for him the honor he solicited ; and 
to Naples he hastened, ere he proceeded to Rome. 

It was in later days that kings began to avoid the conversa- 
tion and familiarity of learned men. Robert recciveil Fran- 
cesco as became them both ; and on his departure &om the 
court of Naples presented to him the gorgeous robe in which, 
four days afterward, he was crowned in the capitol. At the 
close of his Hfe he lamcntcil the glory he h.id thus attained, 
and repined at ihe malice it drew down on him. Even in the 
hour of triumph he was exposetl to a specimen of the kind. 
Most of those among the ancient Romans to wliom in their 
triumphal honors the laurel crown was decreed, were exposed 
to invectives and reproaches in their ascent ; fcscenninc vcrees, 
lude and limping, interepcrsed with saucy tiochaica, «%t« ^%- 
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erally their unpalatable fare. But Petrarca, the elect of a 
senator and a pope, was doomed to worse treatment. Not on 
his advance, but on his return, an old woman emptied on his 
laurelled head one of those hiysterious vases which are usually 
in administration at the solemn hour of night. Charity would 
induce us to hope that her venerable age was actuated by no 
malignity, but there were strong surmises to the contrary ; nor 
can I adduce in her defence that she had any poetical vein, by 
which I might account for this extraordinary act of inconti- 
nence. Partaking, as was thought by the physicians, of the 
old woman's nature, the contents of the vase were so acrimo- 
nious as to occasion baldness ; her caldron, instead of restor- 
ing youth, drew down old age, or fixed immovably its odious 
signal. A projectile scarcely more fatal, in a day also of 
triumph, was hurled by a similar enemy on the head of Pyrrhus. 
The laurel decreed in full senate to Julius Csesar, although it 
might conceal the calamity of baldness, never could have pre- 
vented it ; nor is it probable that either his skill or his fortime 
could have warded off efficaciously what descended from such 
a quarter. The Italians, who carry more good humor about 
them than any other people, are likely to have borne this catas- 
trophe of their poet with equanimity, if not hilarity. Perhaps 
even the gentle Laura, when she heard of it, averted the smile 
she could not quite suppress. 

I will not discuss the question, how great or how little was 
the glory of this coronation, — a glory which Homer and 
Dante, which Shakspeare and Milton, never sought, and never 
would have attained. Merit has rarely risen of itself, but a 
pebble or a twig is often quite sufficient for it to spring (torn 
to the highest ascent. There is usually some baseness before 
there is any elevation. After all, no man can be made greater 
by another, although he may be made more conspicuous by 
title, dress, position, anrl acclamation. The powerful can only 
be ushers to the tnily great ; and in the execution of this office 
they themselves approach to greatness. But Petrarca stood far 
above all the other poets of his age ; and incompetent as were 
his judges, it is much to their praise that they awarded due 
honor to the purifier both of language and of morals. With 
these, indeed, to solicit the wife of another may seem inconsis- 
tent j but such was always the custom of the Tuscan race, and 
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lys vith the same chastity as vas enforced by Laura. J 
As Petrarca loved her, — 



Love i$ the purifier of the heart ; its depths are less turbid than 
its shallows. la despite of precepts and arguments, the most 
sedate and the most religious of women think charitably, and 
even reverentially, of the impassioned poet. Constancy is the 
antagonist of frailly, exempt from the captivity and above the 
assaults of sin. 

There is much resemblance in the character of Petrarca lo 
that of Abehrd. Both were learned, both were disputatious, 
both were handsome, both were vain ; both ran incessantly bacV- 
ward and forward from celebrity to seclusion, from seclusion lo 
celebrity; both loved unhappily; but the least fortunate was 
the most beloved. 

Devoted as Petrarca was to the Classics, and prone as the i 
Italian poets are to follow and imitate them, he stands apait 
with Laura ; and if some of his reHections are to be found in 
the sonnets of Cino da Pistoja, and a few in the more precious 
reliquary of Latin Elegy, he seems disdainful of repeating in 
her ear what has ever been spoken in another's. Although a 
cloud of pure incense rises up and veils the intensity of his 
love, it is such love as animates all creatures upon earth, and 
tends to the same object in all. Throughout life we have been 
accustomed to hear of the Platonic : absurd as it b everywhere, , 
it is most so here. Nothing in the voluminous works of Plato I 
authorizes us lo affix this designation to simple friendship, to J 
friendship exempt from p.-ission. On the contrary, the phUoi- J 
opher leaves us no doubt whatever that his notion of love U I 
sensual,' He says expressly what species of it, and from what I 

> A myMerious and indistinct idea, not dissipated by ihe closest ticw J 
of Ibe otieinal, led Ihe poetical mind trf Shelley into the lab^inib ttwt et^ j 
coDipuxed (be garden of Acodemus. He has given ui aii accurate and I 
graceful tramlation of the most eloquent of Plato's dialogues. Consiat-J 
«ntly with modesty he found it impossible to present the whole to hit ' 
readert i but u the iub}ecl in entirely on the nature of love, thejr will dis- 
cover that nothing ii more nnlike ntrarca's. The tciflcs, Ihe qalbbles, 
the unieasonable jokH of what is exhibited in very hatmoniou* Greek, 
and in English nearly u hirroonious, pau unceniurcd and unnoticed by 
the taicinaied Shcllq^ So bit gentleiKW and warmth ol hutt iudaceo. , 
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bestowerSy should be the reward of s^;esand heioes, — ''Dii 

meliora pits ! " 

Besides Sonnets and Canzoni Petnuxa wrote '' Sestine ; " so 
named because each stanza contains six veises, and each poem 
six stanzas, to the last of which three lines are added. If the 
terza-rima is disagreeable to the ear, what is the sesdna, in 
which there are only six rhymes to thirty-six verses, and all 
these respond to the same words! Cleverness in distortion 
can proceed no further. Petrarca wearied the popes by his 
repeated solicitations that they would abandon Avignon : he 
never thought of repeating a sestina to them, — it would have 
driven the most obtuse and obstinate out to sea, and he never 
would have removed his hands from under the tiara until he 
entered the port of Civita-Vecchia. While our poet was thus 
amusing his ingenuity by the most intolerable scheme of rhjfm- 
ing that the poetry of any language has exhibited, his friend 
Boccaccio was occupied in framing that very stanza, the ottava- 
rima, which so delights us in Bemi, Ariosto, and Tasso. But 
Tasso is most harmonious when he expatiates most freely, 
" numerisque fertur lege solutis," — for instance, in the 
" Aminta," where he is followed by Milton in his " Lycidas," 

We left Petrarca not engaged in these studies of his retire- 
ment, but passing in triumph through the capital of the world. 
On his way toward Avignon, where he was ambitious of display- 
ing his fresh laurels, he stayed a short time at Parma with Azzo 
da Correggio, who had taken possession of that city. Azzo was 
among the most unprincipled, ungrateful, and mean of the 
numerous petty tyrants who have infested Italy. Petrarca's 
love of liberty never quite outrivalled his love of princes, — for 
which Boccaccio mildly expostulates with him, and Sismondi, 
as liberal, wise, and honest as Boccaccio, severely reprehends 
him. But what other, loving as he loved, would have urged in- 
cessantly the return to Italy, the abandonment of Avignon ? At 
times, beyond a doubt, he preferred his imperfect hopes to the 
complete restoration of Italian glory ; but he shook them like 

him to look with affection on the poetry of Petrarca, — poetry by how 
many degrees inferior to his own 1 Nevertheless, with justice and pro- 
priety he ranks Dante higher in the same department, who indeed has 
described love more eloquently than any other poet, excepting (who 
always must be excepted) Shakspeare. Francesca and Beatrice open all 
the heart, and fill it up with tenderness and with pity. 
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dust from his bosom, and Laura was less than Rr)me. 
Infuse the name of patriot to such a man? No ! those alone 
will do it who have little to lose or leave. Sismondi, who never 
judges harshly, never hastily, passes no such sentence on him. 

So pleased was Pcirarca with his residence at Panna that he 
purchased a house in the city, where he completed his poem of 
" Africa." He was now about to rejoin at Lombes his friend 
and diocesan, — whom he saw in a dream, pale as death. He 
communicated this dream to several persons; and twenty-five 
days afterward he received the intelligence of its perfect truth. 
Another friend, more advanced in years, Dionigi di JJorgo San 
Scpolcro, soon followed. Deforc the expiration of the year he 
was installed archdeacon of Parma, Soon after this appoint- 
ment, Benedict XH. died, and Clement VI. succeeded. This 
pontiCr was superior to all his predecessors in gracefulness of 
manners and delicaey of taste, and at his accession the corrup- 
tions of the papal court became less gross and offensive. He 
divided his time between literature and the ladies, — not quite 
impartially. The people of Rome began to entertain new and 
higher hopes that their city would again be the residence of 
Christ's vicegerent. To tliis intent they delegated eighteen 
of the principal citizens, and chose Petrarca, who had received 
the freedom of the city on his coronation, to present at once a 
remonstrance and an invitation. The polite and wary pontiff 
heard him complacently, talked affably and familiarly with him. 
Conferred on him the priory of Migliorino ; but. being a Fivneh- 
man. thought it gallant and patriotic to remain at Avignon. 
Petrarca was little disposed to return with the unsuccessful del- 
egates. He continued at Ai-ignon, where his countryman Sen- 
nuccio del Itene, who visited the same society as l^iira, and 
who knew her personally, gave him frequent information of her, 
thongh little hope. 

Youth has swifter wings than Love. Petrarca had loved 
l.auTa sixteen years; but all the beauty that hail left lict 
features had settled on his heart, immov^ible, unchangeable, 
eternal. Politics could, however, at all times occupy him, — 
not always worthily. He was induced by the pope to under- 
take a mission to Naples, and to claim the government of tliat 
ingdom on the part of his holiness. The good lung Robett 
dead, and had bequeathed the crown to the elder of hit 
»5 
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two granddaughters. Giovanna, at nine years of age, was be- 
trothed to her cousin Andreas of Hungary, who was three years 
younger. She was beautiful, graceful, gentle, sensible, and fond 
of literature ; he was uncouth, ferocious, ignorant, and gov- 
erned by a Hungarian monk of the same character, Fra Rupert. 
It is deplorable to think that Petrarca could ever have been 
induced to accept an embassy of which the purport was to de- 
prive of her inheritance an innocent and lovely girl, the grand- 
daughter of his friend and benefactor. She received him with 
cordiality, and immediately appointed him her private chap- 
lain. His departure, he says, was hastened by two causes, — 
first, by the insolence of Fra Rupert, which he has well de- 
scribed ; and secondly, by an atrocious sight, which also he 
has commemorated. He was invited to an entertainment, of 
which he gives us to understand he knew not at all the nature. 
Suddenly he heard shouts of joy, and •* turning his head," he 
beheld a youth of extraordinary strength and beauty, covered 
with dust and blood, expiring at his feet. He left Naples 
without accomplishing the dethronement of Giovanna, or (what 
also was intrusted to him) the liberation from prison of some 
adherents of the Colonnas, — robbers no doubt, and assassins, 
who had made forays into the Neapolitan territory, for all per- 
sons of that description were under the protection of the Col- 
onnas or the Orsini. His failure was the cause of his return, 
and not the ferocity of a monk and a gladiator. 

Petrarca went to Parma on his way back to Avignon. The 
roads were dangerous ; war was raging in the country. His 
friend Azzo had refused to perform the promise he had made 
to Lucchino Visconti, by whose intervention he had obtained 
his dominion, which he was to retain for five years and then 
resign. Azzo, Petrarca found, had taken refuge with Mastino 
della Scala, at Verona ; and he embarked on the Po for that 
city. His friends hastened him forward to Avignon, — some 
by telling him how often the pope had made inquiries about 
him ; and others, that Laura looked melancholy. On his return 
Clement ofiered him the office of Apostolic secretary ; it was a 
very laborious one, and was declined. 

I/aura, pleased by Petrarca's return to her, was for a time 
less rigorous. Within the year, Charles of Luxemburg, soon 
after made emperor, went to Avignon. Knowing the celebrity 
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of Laura, and finding her at a ball, he went up to her and 
kissed her forehead and bcr eyes. " This sweet and strange 
action," says her lover, " filled me with en%7." Surely, to hini 
at least the sweetness must have been somewhat less than the 
strangeness. She was now indeed verging on her furtieih year ; 
but love is forgetful of arithmetic. The following summer, 
Francesco for the first lime visited his only brother Gherardo, 
who had taken the monastic habit in the Chartreuse of Mon- 
trieu. On his return he went to Vauclusc, where he composed 
a treatise " De Olio Rehgiosorum," which he presented to the 
monastery. 

Very iliffereni thoughts and feelings now suddenly burst ui>- 
on him. Among the seventeen who accompanied him in the 
deputation inviting the pope to Rome, there was anoUier be- 
wdes Hetrarca chosen fur his eloquence. Il was Cola Rienji. 
The love of Idlers and the spirit of patriotism united them in 
friendship. This extraordinary man, now invested with power, 
had dri\-en the robbers and assassins, with their patrons ihe 
Orsini and (..'olonnas. out of Rome, and had established (what ] 
rarely arc found together) both liberty and order. The dig- 
nity of tribune was conferred on Rienzi ; by which title I'einiTca I 
addressed him, in a letter of soimd advice and earnest solicit ] 
tation. Now the bishop of Lombes was dead he little feared I 
the indignatian of the other Colonnas, but openly espoused I 
and loudly pleaded the cause of the resuscitated common- 
wealth. The rjuilinal was probably taiight by him to believe, 
(hai by his influence with Rienzi he might aven from his 
family the disaster and disgrace into which the mass of the 
nobility had fillen. " No family on earth," saj-s he, " it dearer 
to me ; but the republic. Rome, Italy, are dearer." 

Petrarea took leave of the prelate, with amity on both wdcs 
undiminished ; he also took leave of Laura. He could not 
repress, he could not conceal, he could not moderate his grief, 
nor could he utter one sad adieu. A look of fun>lnc«s and 
compassion followed his parting steps ; and the lover and 
the beloved were separated forever. He did not think it. else 
never could he have gone; but he thought a brief absence 
might be endurcii once more, rewarded as it woidd be with an 
accession to his glor}', — an<l precluded from other union with 
htm, in his gloiy Laura mi^t participate. 
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Retired, and thinking of her duties and her home, sat Laura 
not indifferent to the praises of the most celebrated man alive 
(for her heart in all its regions was womanly), but tepidly tran- 
quil, or moved invisibly, and retaining her purity amidst the 
uncleanly stream that deluged Avignon. We may imagine that 
she sometimes drew out and unfolded on her bed the apparel, 
long laid apart and carefiilly preserved by her, in which she 
first had captivated the giver of her immortality ; we may im- 
agine that she sometimes compared with him an illiterate, 
coarse, morose husband, — and perhaps a sigh escaped her, 
and perhaps a tear, as she folded up again the cherished 
gown she wore on that Good Friday. 

On his arrival at Genoa, Petrarca heard of the follies and 
extravagances committed by Rienzi, and instead of pursuing his 
journey to Rome, turned off to Parma. Here he learned that 
the greater part of the Roman nobility, and many of the Co- 
lonnas, had been exterminated by order of the tribune. Un- 
questionably they had long deserved it ; but the exercise of 
such prodigious power unsettled the intellect of Rienzi. In 
January the poet left Parma for Vienna, where on the 25th 
(1348) he felt the shock of an earthquake. In the preceding 
month a column of fire was observed above the pontifical pal- 
ace. After these harbingers of calamity came that memorable 
plague, to which we owe the immortal work of Boccaccio, — 
a work occupying the next station, in continental Uterature, to 
the " Divina Commedia," and displaying a greater variety of 
powers. The pestilence had now penetrated into the northern 
parts of Italy, and into the southern of France ; it had ravaged 
Marseilles, it was raging in Avignon. Petrarca sent messenger 
after messenger for intelligence. Their return was tardy ; and 
only on the 19th of May was notice brought to him that Laura 
had departed on the 6th of April, at six in the morning, — the 
very day, the very hour, he met her first. Beloved by all about 
her for her gentleness and serenity, she expired in the midst of 
relatives and friends. But did never her eyes look round for 
one who was away? And did not love, did not glory, tell him 
that in that chamber he might at least have died ? 

Other friends were also taken from him. Two months after this 
event he lost Cardinal Colonna ; and then Sennuccio del Bene, 
the depositary of his thoughts and the interpreter of Laura's. 
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tlie Lord of Mantua, Luigi Gonzaga, had often invited Pe- 
trarca to his court, and he now accepted the invitation. From 
this residence he went to \-isit the hamlet of Pielola, formerly 
Andes, tiie birthplace of Virgil. At the cradle of her illustrious 
poet the glories of ancient Rome burst again upon him ; and 
hearing thai Charles of Luxemburg was about to cross the Alps, 
he addressed to him an eloquent exhortation, Di padficandA 
Ilalid. After three years the emperor sent him an answer. The 
testy republican may condemn Petrarca, as Danie was coD- 
dcnined before, for inviting a stranger to become supreme in 
Italy ; but how many evils would this step have obviated I 
Kecluses and idlers, and often the most vicious, had been ele- 
vated to the honors of demigods ; and incense had been wafted \ 
before the altar, among the most solemn rites of religion, to I 
pilferers and impostors. As the Roman empire, with all the I 
kingdoms of the earth, was sold under the s[>ear by the I'rxto- I 
rian legion, so now, with title-deeds more defective, was the I 
kingdom of heaven knocked down to the best bidder. It wai T 
not a desire of oflice and emolument, it was a love of frcedoni I 
and of Roman gioty, which turned the eyes of Petrarca, first J 
in one quarter, then in another, to seek for the deliverance ( 
and regeneration of his native land. 

No preferment, no friendship, stood before this objcel. la 1 
the beginning Pclnrca exhorted Rienzi to the prosecution of I 
his enterprise, and augured its success. But the vanity of t!je J 
tribune, like Uoiia|)3rte's, precipitated his ruin. Doth were so I 
improvident as to be quite unaware that he who continues to J 
play at tioubk nr- quits must at last lose alt. liierui, dilTerciM 1 
from that other, was endowed by Nature with manly, frank, and ] 
generous sentiments. Meditative but communicative, studious J 
but accessible, lie would have followed, we may well believe, 
the counsels of Pclrarca. had they been given him personally. I 
Cautious but not suspicious, severe but not vindictive, he n ' ' 
perhaps have removed a D'l-Inghien by the nxe, but never a I 
1,'Ouverture by famine. He would not have banished, he [ 
would not have treated with insolence and indignity, tlie great- \ 
est writer of the age from a consciousness of inferiority in in- 1 
tellect, as that other did in Madame de Stael. With that other, 
similarity of views and sentiments was no bond of union ; )ie 1 
1, he maligned, be persecuted, the wisest and bravest, wtut 1 
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would not serve his purposes ; patriotism was a ridicule, honor 
was an insult to him, and veracity a reproach. The heart of 
Rienzi was not insane. Instead of ordering the murder, he 
would have condemned to the gallows the murderer of such a 
man as Hofer. In his impetuous and eccentric course he car- 
ried less about him of the Middle Ages than the pestilent me- 
teor that damed forth in ours. Petrarca had too muc& wisdom, 
too much virtue, to praise or countenance him in his pride and 
insolence ; but his fall was regretted by him, and is even still 
to be regretted by his country. It is indeed among the great- 
est calamities that have befallen the human race, condemned 
for several more centuries to lie in chains and darkness. 

In the year of the jubilee (1350) Petrarca went again to 
Rome. Passing through Florence, he there visited Boccaccio, 
whom he had met at Naples. What was scarcely an acquain- 
tance grew rapidly into friendship ; and this friendship, honor- 
able to both, lasted throughout life, unbroken and undiminished. 
Both were eloquent, both richly endowed with fancy and imag- 
ination ; but Petrarca, who had incomparably the least of these 
qualities, had a readier faculty of investing them with verse, — 
in which Boccaccio, fond as he was of poetry, ill succeeded. 
There are stories in the " Decameron " which require more 
genius to conceive and execute than all the poetry of Petrarca ; 
and indeed there is in Boccaccio more variety of the mental 
powers than in any of his countrymen, greatly more deep 
feeling, greatly more mastery over the human heart, than in 
any other but Dante. Honesty, manliness, a mild and social 
independence, rendered him the most delightful companion 
and the sincerest friend. 

Petrarca on his road through Arezzo was received with all 
the honors due to him ; and among the most delicate and ac- 
ceptable to a man of his sensibility was the attendance of the 
principal inhabitants in a body, who conducted him to the 
house in which he was bom, showing him that no alteration 
had been permitted to be made in it. Padua was the place to 
which he was going. On his arrival he found that the object 
of his visit, Giovanni da Carrara, had been murdered ; never- 
theless, he remained there several days, and then proceeded to 
Venice. Andrea Dandolo was doge, and war was about to 
break out between the Venetians and the Genoese. Petrarca, 
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who ain-ays wished most anxiously the concord and union of 
the Italian States, wrote a letter to Dandolo, powerful in 
reasoning and eloquence, dissuading him from hosiililiL-s. The 
poet on this occasion showed himself more provident than the 
greatest statesman of the age. On the 6th of April, the third 
anniversary of Laura's death, a message was conveyed to him 
horn the republic of Florence restoring his properly and his 
rights of citizen. Unquestionably he who brought the message 
counselled the measure, and calculated the day. Ikiccoccio \ 
again embraced I'etrarca, 

It was also proposed to establish a university at Florence, 
and to nominate the illustrious poel its rector. Declining the 
office, he returned to Vaucluse, but soon began to fancy that 
his duty called him to Avignon. Rome and all Italy swarmed 
with robbers. Clement, from the bosom of the Vicomtcsse de | 
'IXirenne, consulted with the cardinals on the means of testor- 7 
ing security to his dominions, Petrarca too was consulted, ■ 
and in the most elaborate and most eloquent of his writings he 
recommended the humiliation of the nobles, the restoration of 
the republic, and the enactment of equal laws. 

The people of Rome however had taken up arms again, 
and had elected fur llieir chief magistrate Giovanni Cerroni. 
'ihe privileges of the popedom were Icfi untouched and un- 
questioned ; not a drop of blood was shed ; i>ropcrly was 
secure ; tranquillity was established. Clement, whose health 
was declining, acquiesced. PetrarcA, disappointed before, was 
reserved and silent. But his justice, his humanity, his grati- 
tude were called into action elsewhere. 

Ten ycari had clajKed since his mission to the court of 
Naples. The king Andreas had been assassinated, and the 
queen Giovanna was accused. of the crime. Andreas had 
alienated from him all the Neapolitans excepting the servile, 
which in every court form a party, and in m<»t a majority. 
I.uigi of Taranto, the queen's cousin, loved her from her child- 
hood, but left her at that age. Graceful and gallant as he was, 
there is no evidence that she placed too implicit and intimate 
a confidence in him. Never h.is any great cause been judged 
with less discretion by posterity. Tlic pope, to whom she 
appealed In person, and who was deeply inierested i 
condemnation, with all the cardinals and alVvVc Y\d.'B=» 
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mously and unreservedly acquitted her of participation or con- 
nivance or knowledge. Giannone, the most impartial and 
temp>erate of historians, who neglected no sources of informa- 
tion, bears testimony in her behalf, Petiarca and Boccaccio, 
men abhorrent from every atrocity, never mention her but with 
gentleness and compassion. The writers of the country, wito 
were nearest to her person and her times^ acquit her of ail 
complicity. Nevertheless, she has been placed in the dock by 
the side of Mary Stuart. It is as certain that Giovanna was 
not guilty as that Mary was. She acknowledged before tlie 
whole Pontifical Court her hatred of her husband, and in the 
simplicity of her heart attributed it to magic. How difierent 
was the magic of Othello on Desdemona! and this too was 
believed. 

If virtuous thoughts and actions can compensate for an irre- 
coverable treasure which the tomb encloses, surely now must 
calm and happiness have returned to Petrarca's bosom. Not 
only had he defended the innocent and comforted the sorrow- 
ful, in Oiovanna ; but with singular care and delicacy he recon- 
ciled two statesmen whose disunion would have been ruinous 
to her government, — Acciajoli and Barili. Another generous 
action was now performed by him, in behalf of a man by whom 
he and Rome and Italy had been deceived. Rienzi, after 
wandering about for nearly four years, was cast into prison at 
Prague, and then delivered up to the pope. He demanded to 
be judged according to law, which was refused. The spirit 
of Petrarca rose up against this injustice, and he addressed a 
letter to the Roman people, urging their interference. They 
dirl nothing. But it was believed at Avignon that Rienzi, the 
correspon(ient and friend of Petrarca, was not only an eloquent 

r and learned man, but (what Petrarca had taught the world to . 

reverence) a poet. This caused a relaxation in the severity 
of his confinement, subsequently his release, and ultimately his 

i restoration to power. 

\ Again the olTicc of apostolic secretary was offered to Pe- 

\ trarca ; again lie declined it ; again he retired to Vaucluse. 

Clement died ; Innocent was elected, — so illiterate and silly 
a creature that he took the poet for a wizard because he read 
Virgil. It was time to revisit Italy. Acciajoli had invited him 
to Naples, Dandolo to Venice ; but he went to neither. Gio- 
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vanni Visconti, Archbishop of Milan, had duly succeeded his 
bralhcr Lucchino in the sovereignty. ClcrDcnt, jiut befure hiu 
decease, sent a nuncio lo him, ordering hint lo moke choice 
between the temporal and spiritual power. The dulce-Arch< 
liishop maiic no answer ; but on the next SumUy. after cele- 
brating pontifical Mass in the cathedral, he took in one hand 
a cro^tier, in ihe oUier a drawn stwunl, and "Tell the Holy 
Father," said he, " here is the spiritual, here the temporal : 
one defends the other." Innocent was unlikely to tuliroJtUte 
a prince who had thus dcHeil his predecessor. Giovanni Vis- 
conti wad among the most able statesmen that Italy has pro- 
duced, an<l Italy ha« produced a ({reaiec numtiet of the greatest 
than all the rest of ihe universe, Genoa, reditced to extremi- 
ties by Venice, had thrown licrsclf under his protection ; and 
Venice, although at the head of the Italian league, guided by . 
Dandolo and flushed with conquest, felt herself utublc to con- 
tend with him. Visconti, who expected ami feared the arrival i 
of the emperor in Italy, assumed the semblance of modeiatioo. , 
He engaged Pctrarca, whom he had received with every mark 
of distinction and aJicction, to presiile in a deputation with 
offers of peace lo Dandolo. The doge refiised the conditions, 
and Visconti lost no time in the prosecution of hostilities. 
These were so successful that Venice was in danger of foiling ; 
and Dandolo died of a bn>keQ heait. In the f<>llowing month 
died also Giovanni Visconti. The emperor Charles, who had 
deceived the hopes of the Venetians by debying to advance 
into Italy, now crossed tlie Alps, and Pctrarca met him at 
Mantua. Finding him, as usual, wavering and avariciotjs, tlie 
poet soon Icil him. and returned to the nephews and heirs of 
Visconti. He was induced by Galcazzo to tu<Icnake an em- 
bassy to the emperor. Ill disposed as was Charles lu the 
family, he declared that he had no intention of carrying bb 
arms into Italy. On this occasion he sent lo Petrarai the 
diploma of Count Palatine, in a golden Ixtx, which goUlen box 
the Count Francesco returned to the German chancellor, and 
be mailc as little use of the title. 

Petiarca now sctded at Garignano, a village three miles from 
Milan, to which residence he gave the name of Lintemo, from 
the villa of Scipio on tlic roast of Naples. Fond as he was of 
Ihe great ami powerful, he did not always give them the tircfiu<- 
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ence. Capra, a goldsmith of Bergamo, enthusiastic in admira- 
tion of his genius, invited him with earnest entreaties to honor 
that city with a visit. On his arrival the governor and nobility 
contended which should perform the offices of hospitality to- 
ward so illustrious a guest ; but he went at once to the house 
of Capra, where he was treated by his worthy host with princely 
magnificence, and with delicate attentions which princely mag- 
nificence often overlooks. The number of choice volumes in 
his library and the conversation of Capra were evidences of a 
cultivated understanding and a virtuous heart. In the winter 
following (1359) Boccaccio spent several days at Lintemo, 
and the poet gave him his Latin Eclogues in his own hand- 
writing. On his return to Florence, Boccaccio sent his friend 
the " Divina Commedia,'* written out likewise by himself, and 
accompanied with profuse commendations. 

Incredible as it may appear, this noble poem, the glory of 
Italy, and admitting at that time but one other in the world to 
a proximity with it, was wanting to the library of Petrarca. 
His reply was cold and cautious : the more popular man, it 
might he thought, took umbrage at the loftier. He was 
jealous even of the genius which had gone by, and which bore 
no resemblance to his own except in the purity and intensity 
of love, for this was a portion of the genius in both. Petrarca 
was certainly the very best man that ever was a very vain one : 
and vanity has a better excuse for itself in him than in any other, 
since none was more admired by the world at large, and par- 
ticularly by that part of it which the wisest are most desirous 
to conciliate, turning their wisdom in full activity to the eleva- 
tion of their happiness. Laura, it is true, was sensible of little 
or no passion for him ; but she was pleased with his, and stood 
like a beautiful Cariatid of stainless marble at the base of an 
image on which the eyes of Italy were fixed. 

Petrarca, like Boccaccio, regretted at the close of life not 
only the pleasure he had enjoyed, but also the pleasure he 
had imparted to the world. Both of them, as their mental 
faculties were diminishing and their animal spirits were leaving 
them apace, became unconscious how incomparably greater 
was the benefit than the injury done by their writings. In 
Boccaccio there are certain tales so coarse that modesty casts 
them aside, and those orAy >n\\o 3li^ Srt^^^^Vj Q.QrcAa?K\.viiaLted 
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tan receive any amusement from them ; but in the greater 
pari what iniihfiibiess, what tendemess, what joyousness, what 
purity ! Their levities and gaycties are like the harmless light- 
nings of a summer sky in the delightful regions ihey were 
wriitea in. Petrarca, with a mind which bears the same pro- 
portion to Boccaccio's as the Sorga bears tu the Amo, has 
been the solace of many sad hours to those who probably were 
more despondent. It may be that ai the time when he was 
writing some of his softest and most sorrowful complaints, his 
dejection was caused by dalliance with another far more indul- 
gent than Laum. Dut his ruling passion was ungratificd by 
her; therefore she died unsung, and, for aught we know to the 
contrary, unlamented. He had forgotten what he had de- 
clared in Soimet 17, — 

" E, te di lui lont altra donna spcra, 
Vive in sDcnuiM dcbile c fallMc, 
Uio, p«rc)ic idegna ci6 ck' a voi (Iis|nace, etc. 

If any othci hopes to Rnd 

Thut love in me whicb yaa despise, 
Ah I lei her leave ihe hope behind : 

1 hold tiom all vhal you aSane thould prize.** 

It can only be said that he ceased to be a visionary ; and 
we ought to rejoice that an inflammation of ten ycare' recur- 
rence sank down into a regular (it, and settled in no vital part. 
Yet I cannot but wish that he had been as zealous in giving 
instruction and counsel to his only son — a youth whom he 
represents in one of his letters to have been singularly modest 
snd docile — as he had been in giving it to princes, cmperois, 
and popes, who exhibited very little of those <tu^'>t'^- 
While he was at his villa at Lintcmo, the unfortunate youth 
robbed the house in Milan, and fled. Wc may reasonably 
suppose that home had liecome irksome to him, and that 
neither the eye nor the heart of a father was over him. Gio- 
vanni was repentant, was foigiven, and died. 

The tenderness of Pctran:a. there is too much reason to 
fear, was at all limes concentrated in self. A nephew of his 
early patron Culonna, in whose house he had spent many 
happy hours, was now deprived of house and home, and being 
reduced to abject poverty had taken re fug: iti BtAo^jw^, Ws. 
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had surely great reason to complain of Petiarca, who never in 
his journeys to and fro had visited or noticed him^ or, rich as 
he was in benefices by the patronage of his family, offered him 
any succor. This has been excused by Mr. Campbell : it may 
be short of turpitude, but it is farther, much farther, from gen- 
erosity and from justice. Never is mention made by him of 
Laura's children, whom he must have seen with her, and one 
or other of whom must have noticed with the pure delight of 
unsuspicious childhood his fond glances at the lovely mother. 
Surely in all the years he was devoted to Laura, one or other of 
her children grieved her by ill-health, or perhaps by dying ; for 
virtue never set a mark on any door so that sickness and sor- 
row must not enter. But Petrarca thought more about her 
eyes than about those tears that are usually the inheritance of 
the brightest, and may well be supposed to have said in some 
inedited canzone, — 

" What care I what tears there be, 
If the tears are not for me ? " 

His love, when it administered nothing to his celebrity, was 
silent. Of his two children, a son and a daughter, not a word 
is uttered in any of his verses. How beautifully does Ovid, 
who is thought in general to have been less tender, and was 
probably less chaste, refer to the purer objects of his affection, — 

" Unica nata, mei justissima causa doloris/* etc. 

Petrarca*s daughter lived to be the solace of his age, and 
married happily. Boccaccio, in the most beautiful and inter- 
esting letter in the whole of Petrarca's correspondence, men- 
tions her kind reception of him, and praises her beauty and 
demeanor. Even the unhappy boy appears to have been by 
nature of nearly the same character. According to the father's 
own account, his disposition was gentle and tractable ; he was 
modest and shy, and abased his eyes before the smart witti- 
cisms of Petrarca on the defects his own negligence had caused. 
A parent should never excite a blush, nor extinguish one. 

Domestic cares bore indeed lightly on a man perpetually 
busy in negotiations. He could not but despise the emperor, 
who yet had influence enough over him to have brought him 
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into Germany. But bonds of robbers inf.-stccl the road, and the 
pUguv was ragint; in many of ihc tntcimcdbtc chics. It had 
not readied Venice, and there Pctrarca took refuge. Wherever 
he went, he carried a great part of his hbrary with him ; but he 
(blind it now more inconvenient than ever, and therefore he 
made a present of it to the republic, on condition that it 
neither should be sold nor separated. It was never sold, it 
was never separated ; but it was suffered to till into decay, and 
not a single volume of the collection is now extant. While 
he was at Verona, his friend Boccaccio made him another 
visit, and remained with him tliree summer months. The 
phgue deprived liim of Lseliiis, of Socrates, and of Barljato. 
Among his few surviving Griends was Philip dc Cabassoles, now 
patriarch of Jerusalem, to whom he had promised the dedi- 
cation of his treatise on " Solitary IJfe," which he began at 
Vaucluse. 

Urban V,, successor to Innocent, designed to reform the dis- 
cipline of the Church, and Pctrarca thought he had a better 
chance than ever of seeing its head at Rome. Again he wrote 
a letter on the occasion, learned, eloquent, and cnihusia»ticjilly 
boltl. Urban had perhaps already hxeii hi« deicrmination. 
Despite of remonstrances on ihe side of the French king, uid 
of intrigues on the side of the cardinal, whose palaces and I 
mislres-scs must be left behind, Urban quilted AWgnon on the , 
30tfa of April, 1367. and, after a stay of four months at Vitcrbo, J 
entered Rome. Before this event Pctrarca liad taken into hii J 
house, and eraployetl as secretary, a youth of placid temper and 1 
sound understanding, which he showed the best dispositiui to 1 
cultivate. Hia name was C>io\-anni Malpighi, belter known | 
afterward as Giov.inni da Ra\-enna, He was adrailled to the 
table, to the walks, and to the travels of his patron, enjoying far I 
more of his kindness and affection than, at the s.imc time of 
life, hati ever been bestowed upon his son, Fetrarca supcHn- j 
tended his studies, and prepared him for the clerical profes- 
sion. Unexpectedly one morning (his youth entered his study, 
and declared he would stay no longer in the house. In rain ' 
did Pctrarca try to alter his determination ; neitlier hope n/oT 
fear moved him, and nothing was left but to accompany him 
as far as Venice. Giovanni would sec the tomb of Viigil; 
he would visit the birthplace of Ennius; he would lean. 
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Greek at Constantinople. He went however no farther than 
Pavia, where Petrarca soon followed him, and pardoned his 
extravagance. 

Urban had no sooner established the holy see at Rome 
again than he began to set Italy in a flame, raising troops in 
all quarters, and directing them against the Visconti. The 
emperor too, in earnest, had resolved on war. But Bemabo 
Visconti, who knew his avarice, knew how to divert his arms. 
He came into Italy, but only to lead the pope*s palfrey and 
to assist at the emptbss*s coronation. Urban sent an invita- 
tion to Petrarca; and he prepared, although in winter, to re- 
visit Rome. Conscious that his health was declining, he made 
his will. To the Lord of Padua he bequeathed a picture of 
the Virgin by Giotto, and to Boccaccio fifty gold florins for 
a cloak to keep him warm in his study. 

Such was his debility, Petrarca could proceed no farther 
than Ferrara, and thought it best to return to Padua. For the 
benefit of the air he settled in the hamlet of Arqui, where he 
built a villa, and where his daughter and her husband Fran- 
cesco di Brossano came to live with him. Urban died, and 
was succeeded by Gregory XI., who would have added to the 
many benefices held already by Petrarca; and the poet in 
these his latter days was not at all averse to the gifts of fortune. 
His old fi*iend the bishop of Cabassoles, now a cardinal, was 
sent as legate to Penigia. Petrarca was desirous of visiting him, 
and the rather as the prelate's health was declining ; but be- 
fore his own enabled him to undertake the journey, he had 
expired. 

One more effort of friendship was the last reserved for him. 
Hostilities broke out between the Venetians and Francesco da 
Ferrara, aided by the king of Hungary, who threatened to aban- 
don his cause unless he consented to terms of peace. Venice 
now recovered her advantages, and reduced Francesco to the 
most humiliating conditions : he was obliged to send his son to 
ask pardon of the republic. To render this less intolerable, he 
prevailed on Petrarca to accompany the youth, and to plead his 
cause before the senate. Accompanied by a numerous and a 
splendid train, they arrived at the city ; audience was granted 
them on the morrow. But fatigue and illness so affected Pe- 
trarca that he could not deliver the speech he had prepared. 
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Among the many of hU composilions which are lost to us b this 
oration. Happily there is presen-eil the friendly letter he wrote 
to Boccaccio on his return, — the last of his writings. During 
the greater part of his lifetime, though no less zealous than 
Boccaccio himself in recovering the works of the Classics, he 
Dever had read the " Divina Commedia ; " nor, until thin period 
of it, the " Decameron," — the two most admirable works the 
Continent has produced from the restoration of learning to the 
present day. Boccaccio, who had given him the one, now gave 
him the other. In his letter of thanks for it, he excuses tlie 
levity of his friend in some places, attributes it to the season of 
^ life in which the book was written, and relates the effect the 
Morj' of Griseldis had produced, not only on himself, but on 
another of less sensibility. He even learned it by heart, thai 
hu might recite it to his friends ; and he sent the author a 
Latin translation of it. Before this, but among his latest com- 
positions, he had written an indignant answer to an unknown 
French monk who criticised his letter to Urban, and who had 
spoken contemptuously of Rome and Italy, Monks generally 
know at what most vulnerable |>art to aim the dagger, and the 
Frenchman struck Petrarca between his vanity and his patriot- 
ism. A greater mind would have looked down indincrentty on 
K dwarf assailant, and would never have lifted him up even for 
derision, The most prominent rocks and headlands are most 
exposed to the elements ; but those which can resist Uie vio- 
lence of the storms arc in little danger from the corroaon of 
the limpets. 

Ou the i8th of July, 1374, Pctiarea was found in his 
library, his blow upon a book he had been reading : he was , 
dead. 

There is no record of any literswy man, or perhaps of any J 
man whatsoever, to whom such honors, — honors of so many j 

'kinds, and from such diOcrent quartern and pctsonages, — have J 
been offered. They began in his early life, and we are walk- 
ing at this hour in ilie midst of the procession. Few travellers 

•daie to return from Italy until they can describe lo the attentive 
nu-and glistening eye the scenery of the Euganean hills. He 
who has loved truly, ami above all he who has loved unhappily, 
approaches, as holiest .iltars ore approached, the cenotaph on , 
the little columiu at Arqui. 



400 FRANCESCO PETRARCA. 

The I^tin works of Petrarca were esteemed by himself moie 
highly than his Italian.^ His Letters and his Dialogues, " Dc 
Contemptu Mundi," are curious and valuable. In the latter he 
converses with Saint Augustine, to whom he is introduced by 
" Truth," the same personage who appears in his " Africa," and 
whom Voltaire also invokes to descend on his little gravelly 
Champ de Mars, the " Henriade." The third dialogue is about 
his love for Laura, and nobly is it defended. He wrote a treatise 
on the ignorance of one*s self and others {multorutn) ^ in which 
he has taken much from Cicero and Augustine, and in which 
he afterward forgot a little of his own. " Ought we to take it 
to heart," says he, " if we are ill-spoken of by the ignorant and 
malicious, when the same thing happened to Homer and De- 
mosthenes, to Cicero and Virgil?" He was fond of follow- 
ing these two, — Cicero in the number of his epistles, Virgil in 
eclogue and in epic. 

Of his twelve Eclogues, which by a strange nomenclature 
he also called Bucolics, many are satirical. In the sixth and 
seventh Pope Clement is represented in the character of Mitio. 
In the sixth Saint Peter, under the name of Pamphilus, re- 
proaches him for the condition in which he keeps his flock, and 
asks him what he has done with the wealth intrusted to him. 
Mitio answers that he has kept the gold arising from the sale 
of the lambs, and that he has given the milk to certain friends 
of his. He adds that his spouse, very different from the old 
woman Pamphilus was contented with, went about in gold and 
jewels. As for the rams and goats, they played their usual 
gambols in the meadow, and he himself looked on. Pamphi- 
lus is indignant, and tells him he ought to be flogged and sent 
to prison for life. Mitio drops on a sudden his peaceful char- 
acter, and calls Pamphilus a faithless runaway slave, deserving 
the fetter and the cross. In the twelfth eclogue, under the ap- 
pellations of Pan and Arcticus, are represented the kings of 
France and England. Arcticus is indignant at the favors Pan 
receives from Faustula (Avignon). To King John the pope 

1 It is incredible that Julius Caesar Scalicer, who has criticised so vast 
a number of later poets quite forgotten, and deservedly, should never have 
even seen the Latin poetry of Petrarca. I lis words are : " Primus, quod 
equidem sciam, Petrarca ex lutulcntA, barbaric os coclo attollere ausus est, 
cujus^ quemadmodum diximus alibi, quhd nihil videre licuerit^ ejus viri cas- 
tigationes sicut ct alia multa, relinquam studiosis." (Poet. 1. vi. p. 769). 
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had remitted hU tenths, so that he was enabled to continue the 
■3 against t^ngland, which ended in his captivity. 
Tetrarea in all hb Latin poetry, and indeed in all his I^tin 
compositions, is an imitator, and generally a very unsuccessful 
; btit his versification is tnure hannoniouE than any since 
Boethius, and his language has more the air of antiquity and 
tnoie resembles the better models. 

I'c now come to his Italian poetry. In this he Is less defi- 
cient in originality, though in several pieces he has imitated 
too closely Cino da Pistoja, — "Milk dub) in un di," for io- 
nance, in his seventh canzone. Cino is crude and enigmatical ; 
but there is a beautiful sonnet by him addressed to [)anle, 
which he wrote on passing the Apennines, and stopping to 
visit the tomb and invoke the name of Sclvaggia. I'etrarca 
kte in life made a collection of sonnets on Laura ; they are 
not printed in the order in which they were written. The first 
U a kind of prologue to the rest, as the first ode of Horace is. 
There is melancholy grace in this preliminary piece. The third 
ought to have been the second ; for afler having in the first 
related his errors and regrets, we might have expected to find 
the cause of them in the following. — we find it in the third. 
Ui pensier in pensier," " Chiare doici e fresche acque," ■■ Se 
pcnsier che mi strugge," " Benedetto sia U giomo," ■' Solo e 
pcnsoso," are incomparably better than the "Tre Sorellc" by 
which the Italians are enchanteil. and which the poet himself 
views with great complacency. These three are upon the eyei 
of Laura. The seventh canione, the second of the '• Sorclle," 
or, as they have often been styled, the " Gnuie," is the most 
admired of them. In this however, the car is offended at 
"Qual air aim." The critics do not obscne this sad caco- 
phony. .Ajid nothing is less appropriate than, — 
" Ed a! (uoce gritlil ond' io hitf arJe." 

The close is, — 

" Canzon 1 run* Sorella t poco inantt, 
V. V alira Mnio in quel medtimo >lberin> 
A[>paiECchiini, and' it fiii rarla rrrga." 

This ruins the figure. What becomes of the SorfOa, and the 
aliergo, and the appareeehiarsi t The third is less C " " 
than the two elder sbters. 
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Muratori, the most judicious of Italian commentators^ gives 
these canzoni the preference over the others ; but it remained 
for a foreigner to write correctly on them, and to demonstrate 
that they are very faulty. I find more ^ults and graver than 
Ginguen^ has found in them ; but I do not complain with him 
so much that the commencement of the third is heavy and 
languid, as that serious thoughts are intersected with quibbles 
and spangled with conceits. I will here remark freely, and in 
some detail, on this part of the poetry of Petrarca, 

SoNETTO XXI. It will be difficult to find in all the domains 
of poetry so frigid a conceit as in the conclusion of this 
sonnet, — 

'* E far delle sue braccia a »e stess' ombra.* 

Strange that it should be followed by the most beautiful he 

ever wrote, — 

" Solo e pensoso," etc. 



Canzone I. 



" Ne mano ancor m' ag^hiaccia 
I^' csser coperto poi di bianche piume, 
Ond' io presi col suon color di cigno I *' 



How very inferior is this childish play to Horace's ode, in 
which he also becomes a swan 1 

Canzone III. Among the thousand offices which he attrib- 
utes to the eyes is carrying the keys. Here he talks of the 
sweet eyes carrying the keys of his stveet thoughts. Again he 
has a peep at the keyhole in the seventh, — 

" Quel cuor ond* hanno i begli occhi la chiave." 

He also lets us into the secret that he is really fond of com- 
plaining, and that he takes pains to have his eyes always full 
of tears, — 

*' Ed io son un di quci ch* il pianger,^/^'/7, 
E par ben ch* io ni' ingfgiio 
Che di lagrimc preeni 
Sien gli occhi miei. * 

SoNETTO XX. Here are Phoebus, Vulcan, Jupiter, Ccesar^ 
Janus, Saturn, Mars, Orion, Neptune, Juno, and a chorus cf 
Angels ; and they have only fourteen lines to turn about in I 
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Canzone rv. The last part has merit from " E pcrche un 
poco." 

SuvTSErrro XXXIX. In this beautiful sonnet, as in almost , 
every one, there is a redtmdancy of words ; for instance, — 
" Benedetto sia i1 giorno. e 1 mese, e 1' anno, 



SoNETTO XL. is very serious. It is a prayer to God that his 
heart may be turned to other desires, and that it may re- 
member how on that day He was crucified. 

StsriKA III. With whul derision would a poet of the 
present day be ucaled who had written such stuff as — 



SoNETTO XLIV. *' L'aspctto sacro " is ingeniotis. yet wiih- 
oat conceits. 

Canzone VIII. So far as we know, it has never been rc- 
Riarked (nor indeed is an Italian Academia wonli a rcniaik) 
that the motto of the Academiit della Cmsco, " II piii bel fior 
tie coglie/' is from 

" E, 1« onorale 
Coae ecrcando, il piii bcl bor itc coglic" I 

SoNETTO XLVI, Here he wondere whence all the ink can ' 
cotne with which he (ills hts paper on laiira. 

Slinetit) I.. !n the fourteenth year of his passion, his I 
anior is increasing to such a degree that he says, " Death T 
approaches . . . anJ life ftiet away" — 

" Cbe la mortc n'appresM . . .r'l iiv*r /nggt." 

We believe there is no Instance when: life has resisted the 
encounter. 

SoNETTQ LIX. This is very difTerent from atl his others. 
The firet part is poor enough ; the last would be interesting if 
we could believe it to be more than imoginar)'. Here he 
boasts of the impression he had made on Laura, yet in his last 
canxone he asks her whether he ever had. The worda of this 
sonnet are, — 

" Era tien forte U nemica mia. 
E l«l viddi io feifta itt inma at fori.' 
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But we may well take al! this for ideal, when we read the very 
next, in which he speaks of being free from the thraldom that 
had held him so many years. 

SoNETTO LXVI. The conclusion from " Ne mi lece ascol- 
tar " is very animated ; here is greatly more vigor and incita- 
tion than usual. 

Canzone IX. It would be difficult to find anywhere, except 
in the rarest and most valuable books, so wretched a poem as 
this. The rh)anes occur over and over again, not only at the 
close, but often at the fifth and sixth syllables, and then 
another time. Metastasio has managed best the redundant 
rhymes. 

SoNEiTO LXXIII. The final part, " L' aura soave," is ex- 
quisitely beautiful, and the harmony complete. 

SoNETTO LXXXIV. " Quel vago impallidir " is among the 
ten best. 

Canzone X. In the last stanza there is a lightness of move- 
ment not alwajrs to be found in the graces of Petrarca. 

Canzone XI. This is incomparably the most elaborate work 
of the poet, but it is very far from the perfection of " Solo e 
pensoso." The second and third stanzas are inferior to the 
rest ; and the " fera bella e mansueta " is quite unworthy of 
the place it occupies. 

Canzone XIII. is extremely beautiful, until we come to 

** Pur tl medesmo assido, 
Me freddo, pietra morta in pietra viva** 

SoNETTO XCV. " Pommi ovi '1 Sol " is imitated from 
Horace's " Pone me pigris," etc. 

SoNETTO XCVIII. Four verses are filled with the names of 
rivers, excepting the monosyllables non and e. He says that 
all these rivers cannot slake the fire that is the anguish of his 
heart, — no, nor even ivy, fir, pine, beech, or juniper. It is by 
no means a matter of wonder that these subsidiaries lend but 
little aid to the exertions of the fireman. 

SoNETTO ex., — 

" O anime gentili ed amorose ** 

has been imitated and improved upon by Redi, in his 

" Donne ^en\A\\t A\NoVfc d' ^xaaxtt.** 




SoNETTO CXI, No extravagance ever surpassed the invoca- 
tion lu ihc roclts in the water, requiring that henceforward 
there should not be a single one which had neglecte<l to 
leant how to bum with his flames. He himself can only go 
I brthet in 

So.vKi-ro CXIX, where he tells us that Laura's eyes can 
bum up the Rhine when it is most frozen, and cracic iu hardeat 
, rocks. 

SoNETTO CXXXII. In the precarious stale of her health, he 
fears more about the disappointment of his hopes in love than 
f about her danger. 

SoNEHTO CXLVIII. His descriptions of beauty are not 
1. ibrays distinct and correct ; for example, — 

r* '■ Gli occhi seiCDt e le lUUanL dgliiL 

f* La bella bocca angdica . . . dc perle 

h Fitmi, t di ruse . . . c di dotd fan/It." 

I Id this place we shall say a httle about " occhi " and " ciglta." 
First, the sense would be better and the verse equai]y good i^ 
transposing ilie epithets, il were written — 

" Gli occhi (telUnti e le screiw ciglU." 

The Italian poets are very much in the habit of putting the 
tytiashes for the eyes, because " ciglia '" b a most utieful rhyme, 
llie Latin poets, contented with ecitli, oeelti, and lamina, 
never employ alia, of which indeed they appear to have made 
but little account. Greatly more than a hundred times has 
Pettarca inserted " eyes " into tlic first part o( his sonnets ; it 
is rarely that we find one without its occhi. They certainly arc 
very ornamental things ; but it is not desirable fur a |>oet to 
resemble an Argus. 

Canzonk XV. The versification here differ? from the others 
but is no test beautiful than in any of tliem. However, where 
Love appears in person, we would rather that Phataoh, Radicl, 
etc.. vferc absent. 

SoNEiTO CLVII. He tells us on what day he entertil the 
labyrinth of love, — 

*■ MCIIc Irecenlo v«ntUeUe a^/vuUf 
Sutl- on pilnu U dl utio d'AfuUL," 
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This poetry has very unfairly been taken advantage o^ in a boo 



** Written by William Prynne Esquier, the 
Year of our Lord sixteen hundred thirty-three. 
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SoNETTO CLVIII. He has now loved twenty 3^ar5. 

SoNETTO CLXI. The first verse is rendered very inharmcxiioi] 
/j by the caesura and the final word having syllables that rhyme 

" Tutto '1 di^iango,** " e per la notte ^uando" " lagrimafufify 
and " consnmando " are considered as rhymes, although rhjrme 
should be formed by similarity of sound and not by iden 
tity. The Italians, the Spaniards, and the French reject thi 
canon. 

SoxETTO CLXXXVII, on the present of two roses, is ligh 
and pretty. 

SoNETTO CXCII. He fears he may never see Laura again 
Probably this was written after her death. He dreams of hei 
saying to him, " Do you not remember the last evening, when 
I left you with your eyes in tears? Forced to go away from 
you, I would not tell you, nor could I, what I tell you now. 
Do not hope to see me again on earth. ^^ This most simple and 
beautiful sonnet has been less noticed than many which a pure 
taste would have rejected. The next is a vision of Laura's 
death. There are verses in Petrarca which will be uttered by 
many sorrowers through many ages. Such, for instance, are — 

" Non la conobbe il mondo mentre 1' ebbe, 
Conobbila io chi a piangcr qui rimasi.' 

But we are hard of belief when he says — 

*' Piangcr cereal, non gi^ dal pianio onare. 

There are fourteen more sonnets, and one more canzone in 
the first series of the " Rime ; " but we must here close it. 
Of the second, third, and fourth series we must be contented 
with fewer notices, for already we have exceeded the limits we 
proposed. They were written after Laura's death, and contain 
altogether somewhat more than the first alone. Many of the 
poems in them are grave, tender, and beautiful ; there are the 
same faults, but fewer in number, and less in degree. He 
never talks again, as he does in the last words of the first, of 
carrying a laurel and a column in his bosom, — the one for 
hhcQUy the other for eighteen years^ 
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Gingucne seems tlisinclincU to allow a preference to this 
second [lan of the Canzonicrc ; but surely it is in general far 
more pathetic, and mora exempt from the importuutties of 
petty fancies. He takes the trouble to translate the wretched 
somiet (XXXIII. Part II,) in which the waters of the river arc 
increased by the poet's tears, and the fish (as they had a right 
to expect) are spoken to. But the next is certainly a most 
beautiful poem, and worthy of Dante himself, whoee manner 
of thinking and style of ex|)ression it much resembles. There 
u 3 canzone in dialogue which abo resembles it in Ecntimeot 
and feeling, — 

" Qaando toave mio fido caotono," etc. 

The next again is imitated from Cino da Ilstoja: what a I 
crowd of words at llic opening ! — 



'■ Quel a 



lo doke empio « Ignore." 



It is permitted in no other poetry ttian the Italian to shovel up I 
such a quantity of trash and triviality before the doots. 

Uut rather than indulge in censure, we will recommend to I 
the esi)ecial perusal of the reader another list of admirable 1 
compositions, — " .\lma felice." "Anima bclla," "Itc rime] 
dolenti." " Tomami a menie," " Quel rossignul," •' Vago luigel- 
Icllo," •' Dolce mio caro," " Gli nngcli," '■ Ohimc I U bcl viso," 
" Che dcbbo io far." " Amor 1 se \-uoi," " O aspettala," ' 
ima, chc dimostia," "Spirto gcntil," "Italia mia." Few ix*-l 
deed, if any, of these arc without q flaw; but they are of] 
higher worth than those on which the reader, unless foit-T 
warned, would spend his lime nnprofilably. It would be s 
great blessing if a critic deeply verecd in this literature (like 
Caa-y) would publish the Italian poets with significant marks 
before the passages worth reading ; the more worth, and the 
leas. Probably it would not be a mark of admiratton, only 
that surprise and admiraiiun have but one between themi ( 
which would follow the poet's declaration in Canzone XVllI, J 
that " if he does not melt away it Es because fear holds hiia J 
logcther." Afler this footer}- he becomes a true poet again, 1 
" O colli I " etc. ; then again bad, " Vou see how many colotsi 
love paints my face with." 

Nodiing lie ever wrote b so tender as a reproach of I 
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after ten years' admiration, — "Yoii are soon grown tiied of 
loving me I " 

There is poetry in Petrarca which we have not yet adverted 
to, in which he has changed the chords icot r^ \vp-q^t airajtray, — 
such as " Fiamma del del," *' L* avara Babilonia,'' " Fontana 
di dolor." The volumes close with the " Trionfi." The first, 
as we might have anticipated, is " II Trionfo d' Amore." The 
poem is a vile one, stuffed with proper names. The " Triumph 
of Chastity " is shorter, as might also be anticipated, and not 
quite so full of them. At the close. Love meets Laura, who 
makes him her captive, and carries him in triumph among the 
virgins and matrons most celebrated for purity and constancy. 
The " Triumph of Death " follows. 

This poem is truly admirable. Laura is returning from her 
victory over Love ; suddenly there appears a black flag, fol- 
lowed by a female in black apparel, and terrible in attitude 
and voice. She stops the festive procession, and strikes 
Laura. The poet now describes her last moments, and her 
soft sleep of death, in which she retains all her beauty. In the 
second part she comes to him in a dream, holds out her hand, 
and invites him to sit by her on the bank of a rivulet, under 
the shade of a beech and a laurel. Nothing in this most beau- 
tiful of languages is so beautiful, excepting the lines of Dante 
on Francesca, as these, — 

" £ quella man' gi^ tanto desiata, 
A inCfparlando e sospiratido^ porse,^ 

Their discourse is upon death, which she tells him should 
be formidable only to the wicked, and assures him that the 
enjoyment she receives from it is far beyond any which life 
has to bestow. He then asks her a question, which he alone 
had a right to ask her, and only in her state of purity and 
bliss — 

" She sighed, and said, *No ; nothing could dissever 
My heart from thine, and nothing shall there ever. 

If, thy fond ardor to repress, 
I sometimes frowned (and how could I do less ?), 
If now and then my look was not benign, 

'T was but to save my fame and thine ; 
And, as thou knowcst, when I saw thy grief, 

A glance was ready vfvtK rtUef.* 
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" Scarce with dry cheek 
These tender words I heard her speak. 
' Were they but true ! ' I cried. She bent the head, 

Not unreproachfuUy, and said, 
' Yes, I did love thee ; and whene'er 
I turned away mine eyes, 't was shame and fear ; 
A thousand times to thee did they incline, 
But sank before the flame that shot from thine.' " 

He who the twentieth time can read unmoved this canzone 
never has experienced a love which could not be requited, and 
never has deserved a happy one. 
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AlBx, 

AUnDiy, ilcUgbt of (rivoloiu mind*, 1 16. 

\ntlrcai, king, UBwinalcd, wi. 

Innihilatioi, prdonUe M ibmiuitioa, 



Alhdit. toluant, Cathulle inLoknal, 104. 
Attic Lntgcdians, EQelhodof, 1 1» 
Audiion «iid ttaden tan not tneuilliar'a 

bul their own opmlon lEpcsted, to. 
Authon, UicandwnlingscontnulciJ, IG: 
gloiy "I, b»t secDinl by uutintiag 
dilicUia liXa deilh, 41; dcsul, to- 
ll ot, £9. 



BABVLnKiAKS. Mamlonlint. Ronuni, 
prove ao nsutrenioo to ■ Uleu 
ruUoD, u. 

Bunetl, EphnaiDi tako dowq the ttati- 
motiyolshakiMr*, hu itji mcmot- 
onduiti pnfued lh«ntD, 14 J i his " Foil 
Scrip tunt," 14 j. 

Beatrice, cluoges culix, (A ; dancla uf. 



il'ii ktMUlncd f rum [>in]' and ihoDghl 
only of hi) atuDlry, »>; ; hli vtiiia at 
Caoii u (lortou* » uir ol Ndion'i. 

a; u niglMted in Ewtand br Aiti 
authorltld, ifit; Imghl for * 
cuunliy witluiul a kiog, ib; ) imoBg 
tb« luuiulcn of IkoIuiu, >tj. 



Boccucio, Giovumi, U _ 

niVB Petiarci »nd Fnile Bi 



l; bSJ 



iu«io,l i 
J , uocnbt* the 
his ptomiM to 



; Dul Jalomul IXintc. a| 
tni& dog, 7; hU di^ 
wiu|><a ui ijic eyu, id; opinjao «C I 
Flotcntinc liiU, ti ; iiidviwdto — ' 

out hli "Deomatffi," 11; com. . 

the lieat poet to Ibe aneinal hud <rf 1 
Ibe nitoiusti, ■&: he U douUe. i6i I 
lil*opiaLoDoatiicGreduandKoitiaiu^ 1 

3; «D the Urthpbc« of great poeu, F 
; his bloaing on FfanctKi), ill ' 
nein a( philotKiphr »ai rdffiun, ji I 
nflectioni upon desth, 341 h'- ' 
to Komc, 35 : hi) cinoni ol cr . 
10 : bis reeeplioa by Seaiwalcn, 4 
bit Itimd, Acdaioli, 41 ; his vir- 
Ihe PhIru of Oavid, 4; ; of the M 
4E i of the bona ol tfa« andenu. , . 
vduciUaa complsled in Pnnec> 7*% 1 

Geten hii uirn oaunt>T, jj ; hb opbw 1 
a o( Beatrice, 81; of tnwl;, St; I 
ot><nioii o( the Englishman ood Pnndt- | 
man, S; ; ol Plonntiiiea, 83 1 1 
on liu-liuim* tonus, SX; visit _ 

villi ul Oaat«, 90 ; his line*, * Deptr*;! 
an from Piametla." 9} ; tdUct>os%l 
u»n I dvat of ietlen, 96; his slury ■ 
M the Kun and Fn Diagio, loo; r» 1 
flections u|na the Catholic rdljilo^ ,1 
lot; his l4»l Burning •rilh PctntO, 1 
106 ; pr>ver to the Vnsin, id; ; linca j 
on return' ol health, i«7: aaonn * "' " 
at Ml health, lit; his vend," 
Child Carl^D," 115: his books lull 



taws of CstaUo, I 



117; it 



his prayet la Laura an 
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emphasis of sympithy, 124; died a 
good Catholic, 128; the alleged jeal- 
ousy of Boccaccio and Pecrarca, 13^ ; 
always called Petrarca his master, 136; 
picture of the gentle Ermissenda, 136 ; 
his immortal work, ^88 ; friendship for 
Petrarca, 390; relative quality of their 
genius, 390; sends "Divina Com- 
media'' to Petrarca, 394; mistaken 
regrets at the close of his life, 394 ; 
not appreciated, 309. 

Bolingbroke and Shaftesbuxy, discon- 
tented politicians, 258. 

Bonaparte, seldom iust toward an enemy, 
2^1 ; his "Catecnism" adapted to the 
Middle Ages, 252 ; a squanderer of 
national resources, 252; nis military 

' blunders, 253; loses all by over- 
grasping, 255. 

Books, how the best affect the public, 
144. 

Brougham, Lord, his opinion of Cxsar, 
Cromwell, and Milton, 249; glances at 
greatness, 256; his manner distorted 
by sarcasm, 258 ; variety and greatness 
of his talents, 258. 

Byron, not a " mere rhymer," 269 ; char- 
acteristics of his poetry, 368. 

Burke, the wisest except Bacon, 260. 



C. 



CiESAR, Lander's admiration of, 249 ; 
excellence of his style, 249; compared 
to Cromwell, 250. 

Campbell, poet, reference to, 263 j his 
compilation of Petrarca, 372. 

Canning, his brilliancy, 260; term 
*' scamp " applied to him, 270. 

Catholicism, '* touched to the quick," 
67. 

Cato, the sole guardian of purgatory, 38. 

Catullus, sketcli of his life, 325 ; poems 
edited by Doering, 325 ; contempo- 
raries and imitators, 326-328 ; criti- 
cism of his poetry, 326-365 ; poetry 
better than most of the Augustan age, 
331 ; called the "learned," 2i3>2; com- 
pared to Milton, 333-338 ; compared 
to La Fontaine, 333 ; translates Sap- 
pho's o<le, 351 ; compared to Virgil, 

3^^f 370. 
Canonico Casini, a worthy priest, 74. 

Certaldo, an old burgess of, 102. 

Charles of Luxemburg, his " sweet, 

strange action," 38 7. 



Church, the, luxury and rapacity of, 31. 

Churches, Anglican and Catholic, xda- 
tion of, discussed, 131. 

Cicero, his energy not always in the 
right place, asoT 

City, founder of, less than a poet, 87. 

Clement VI., superior to his predeces- 
sors, 385 ; confers a priory on Petxarca, 

385- 
Clergy, Anglican, triple duties of, 150. 

Collins, William, excellence of his " Has- 
san," 32^; surpassed by Bums and 
Scott in idylic poetry, 323. 

Colonna. Giacomo, Iriendof Petrarca, 
378; his bravery, 378; made bishop 
of Lombes, 378. 

Commandment, cast down by the liter- 
ary from over their communion table, 

Communities, small, morals and hap- 
piness of, 69. 
Confessors, circuitous ways of, 77. 
Crimes against society, most heinous, 

»33- 

Criticism, its province and office, 39. 

Critics, their office in bringing to light 
Uie writings of others, 44. 

Cromwell, his sincerity, 250; next to 
Alfred as a ruler, 250 ; the shadow of 
his name, 254 ; Landor^s inscription 
for a statue of, 258 ; bravely humane 
and tranquilly energetic, 265 ; greater 
than all things but his country, 26^; 
vindicated the nation from double 
slavery, that of prince and priesthood, 
265 ; his body treated as the vilest 
malefactor's, 265. 

Crown and gadlows, sovereign remedy^ 
172. 



D. 



Dante, commandment kept in r^;ard 
to him, 3 ; a twentieth of the ** Di- 
vina Commedia" good, 4; sixteen 
twentieths of the Inferno and Purga- 
torio detestable, 4; apology for him, 
6 ; a string of satires, 6 ; imprecations 
of the Pisans, 6; best apology for his 

f)oetical character, 6; his best thirty 
ines, 16; his own features reflected in 
Ugliono, 16; his story of Francesca, 
16 ; Inferno immoral and impious, 17 ; 
his exultation and merriment over suf- 
fering, 17; compared with iEschylus 
and Homer, 18 ; his powers of lan- 
guage prodigious^ 20 ; his description 



of Mahomet, II ; Inferno 
lo Hama, ai ; Inftrnu. wchiirciuni 
ItWK of, ii; aiinpared with Ihe 
UdysMi, )] ; PuisAiotio and Pan- 
dbo. pitlum (nun church ukd chapel 
walb, ij ; diKuiuOD ol, roumed. }/> ; 
etlimate uf hun b; the FlDiCDtioei, 
4S ; hid no sutpidon of hii oim >u- 
periorily, |6i no tautologies in his 
poctiy, 46; hia reUtion to Virgil, 4S; 
diKuuUin ol, rcnuned, 61 ; PandiM 
preferied lo the other lecliaaa, 63; 
reverence of bi> name, SS; convtna- 
lioD *ilh Giolto, SS: compared with 
Boaacoo, qS; hi* hihil of ntiipciB- 
tion, «9 ; ([land by his Ughti. not ihad- 
owv, 10) I he bocTowed leti from hti 
predecnHin than the Romaa poeti 
did from Ihdra, 104. 
Death hyt hb rcoe on the dieek. 



**2;^'' 



ry of Petiana, J90. 

3M. »1 



the poetf) 
" De Monarchll," u. 
*' Divina Commedia,' 

placa in literature, 1., 
Drake. Admiral, 16.;. 
Dreamt, pecHliuiiie* of Lu>dor')^iS6. 



" Earth, Iiaty, and HoiTen," trtpcuiiie 



England, her Eenetala and admirals, Iheii 

rank and Mrvicn. mj. 
English history, suppmnon of iivinj 

hgiiis in. tbi. 
Eneliih rutKHi.undDelalereKinpolillci, 

EnglHhnMin. chancier of. 8; ; compared 
wilh Italians, i;i alvaya prris- the 
Inie and moder 10 the false and 

Engraver, hii ttorlt rejected by Ike editor. 



Episcopacy, persccnllng and iatolcnot, 

EnUnh, " He luvedL" better than ■■ He 

killed " M. 
Eiample. iKd. of a great man, ;. 
Kxpieuion, dca mes s of. ij. 



FaWE and celebrity, (tiflereDce of, iij 
Florentine), lint sylUUe In proper turn 

omilted, 39, 
Flaientine girls, their nMxIe of dress ce 



(C. I.), hit gnius and many ac- 
compllahmcnla, 170. 

French, its 'naaly nasalities," 6a. 

Friendship and Fotlune. iij j metaphor- 
ical description ol, iS;; has all the 
BllributH of luviv except the bow. 



pellation, 17. 
Garfarelli, Maria, dory of. n. 
Gaum, Sa« 10 Ibe titltdeeot. i< 
tiemiint, compwcd with the Kit 
Ghibellinei, Guelpht,and the -' 

Girls, naturally pun-mlndcd. 77. 



Gtovanna, iji 

the pnpe, 391, 
GioTuiDi da Kaveni 
"n. D7- 
VucuiU, defies the poatincate, i 



Interol of P». 



dviu to young am 
in nsard lo poetry, itl; idr Thoasai 
Lucy adrlacs Sb^pcar* lo aludy hk 



fo^Diten, vhen lacking dlgnlir and 
beauty, »j6. 
Gougb, Sir Silas, chaplain of Sir Thooaa 

of Shalupeaie>>;i ; hiiskOlinwaalsoD 
teatnd, I59i threatois Shakspearcwitb 
banishmeBl, ■ j 1 ; urgeat for the pats- 
oner's committal, 115 j sunesCs pair- 
ing of the enn, tod branding ol the 
forehead. 187 ; jealous of the nfutu 
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away's mother, 2^5 ; threatens to 
force Shakspeare's father to prosecute 
him for horse-stealing, 245. 

Greatness, pernicious to keep op tiie il- 
lusion of in wicked men. 

Great men, tutelar, 262. 

Great thoughts, reappearance of, 104. 

Grief, " great grief, tew tears," 157. 

Gustavus AdoTphus, the greatest king 
the world ever bdield, 264. 



H. 



Hatred and pity, compared, 82. 

Heads of confession, a mouthful, 132. 

Heart and imagination, office of, in 
poetry, ^8. 

Hell, inscription on portal of, 23. 

Hemans, Mrs., reference to, 263 ; " Ivan " 
and " Casabianca," 367. 

Heroines, in Spanish convents, only 
French, 280. 

Heroism, some in Spanish cities, 280. 

Historians, English, 262. 

History, its part in criticism, 91. 

Hofer, the greatness of his patriotism, 
2; I ; compared to Washington and 
Kosdusco, 284 ; " the death of,'* 283- 
285. 

Holy Church, improvement upon con- 
fession, 77. 

Holy Virgin, worship of, 66 ; prayer to, 
107. 

Homer, lived prior to letters in Greece, 
26. 

Honor, laws of, in France, 214, 

Horace, felicity in the choice of words, 

94. 
Horace's " Journey to Brundusium,** 39. 

Hymns to the Creator, earliest poetr}'i 

25- 

Hyi>erboreans, mounted instruments in 

use, 27. 



I. 



Ice, in summer, 66. 

Ideas, their expression nearly the same 
when they strike like chords of sym- 
pathy, 256. 

Imagination and fanc>', backward Alight 
of, 36. 

Imitation, not weakness but sympathy, 
104. 

Inez, a character in *'Santander," 
272-281. 



Innocence^ found onlj in little duldren, 

67. 
Intellectuality^ compared with sympoUiT, 

124. 
Invective, office of, 104. 
Italy, goremment of , 70 ; every mm^ 

land. 73 ; swarms with robbcn, 391; 

number and ability of her statesmen, 



Italian, advantages in versificatiao com- 
pared with the Latin, 5 a. 
Italians, their good nature, jSa. 



Jbnnbr, lus place as a benefactor, 259. 
" Jeribobaniain," 295^297. 
Jesus Christ, compared with Jupiter, 38. 
Johnson, Dr^ his prejudices^ 335. 

K. 

King, should never be struck wn ] # ^ |n 

a vital part, 253. 
Kosciusko, 284. 



Lampooners, character of, 92. 

Landor, Walter Savage, his defence 
against the " Quarterly Review," 267 ; 
never called Bonaparte a " blockhead," 
nor Pitt a •'villain," nor Fox a 
"scoundrel,'* nor Canning a "scamp," 
26S, 269 ; few writers less obnoxious 
to rudeness, 270 ; remembers the fable 
of Pha?drus, 270, 271. 

Landseer, Edwin, exercises dominion 
over all the beasts of the field, rgg. 

Laura, daughter of Audibert de No- 
ves, 376; was married to Hugh de 
Sade, 376; the passion of Petrarca 
awakened on the marriage mom, 376; 
the sonnets addressed to her, 376 ; 
some doubted her existence, 377 ; her 
name played upon by her lover, 378 ; 
seldom met her lover, 379; excelled 
all the ladies of her day in grace of 
manner, 379 ; her life in danger, 379: 
meets her lover, -579 ; three canzoni 
on the eyes of Laura, tlie ** Three 
Graces," 380 ; Simone Mcmmi incorpo- 
rates her features into his sacred com> 
positions, 380; her portrait painted in 
1339, when'she was thirty-two years old, 
3S1 ; retains the charms of youth when 




fhemDltoct lilBC ehildm. )Sii is- 

Inrmjliun of hut in conveywl U> her 
lover, 385 ; repmhi iif her nwUn- 
choly, jJM 1 i> pisuad with (ho return 
of l*etotc«, jffb : Chorla ol Laxnn- 
biiis»''ile> EerM > t»D,]i7 ; ndta 
the env]r of her Iutct, JS7; in her 
foitieth year, 3S71 finaT atptntion 
of the loven, 387: gtttt upon the 
bridal robe in ■hfeti Sht captlTKcd 
Che autbor of ha Immorlallly, JKM ; 
her hushuid illiterate, coame^ tnuroH, 
jgS ; nens of her dafb cDnteyed " 
Pettann, jR3 ; dies on Ihe dajr a 
the hour of Hidi finl meeting, — I 
Duniue morn, 3SS1 thlid *aal« 
t^Lry of ho* death, jqi ; compared ti 
Carialid of Blainle*) marUe, yu-, 
mmiiDn of her children t^ her later, 
J46; nlebnled in the diaioguei ut 
retrarea, 400 ; soaneli on her death, 
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IjS: Insist! nptn Shalnpeue't aban- 
duains Hanoah Ilathswaj-, i4«; ii 
diiappmnteil, 143. 



, ham originated, 3;j. 



Leghorn, the nai 
hope, an old ihi , _ 
Love, the, of rctnm, Boecuibi. and 
Danle, 96, 

Luoetiui. viiuperallon of, 104 ; his vig- 

Lucy, Sir Thomas, his enanriiutioa it 
Shaltipeorc, ut ; tbreMou lo rid 
the cmauy of him, i;3; enunina 
Joseph Camabf, 1 jg : commuuls the 
papers taken From the ]Ti«oner to be 
reid. 1671 adTiies the la<4 to itody. 
iSS; critltiams on "The Uaid'i 
Lunrnt," 171 1 miMoiutrun Shak- 
ipeare's dlalone befwccD two ihep- 
herdi, i;j; hb cxhortatlna to Slab' 

' cpcare, 176 ; exurdna Euseby TVeen, 
a oiniMs, 17S; rvproTa the priMoar 
for personaimB royal characien. itj : 
eitiouDds the dlgnily of bucks, swuu. 
atid heron;, 183; la minded to Ave 
Shakspaare, lii; good nring attrib- 
uted to, bjr Shakopeare. 187 ; hli dia- 
logue with the prbonei In reeard (o 
Di. Glaaton, ipi ; Innidres 11 Shak- 
umre ia po^thly IncGiud, loi ; dr- 
clam to Sir Sltai thai the boy shall 
not be hanged, loj ; his tenes on 
Chloe, ti^ 1 on the tame with a qillnct, 
III) with • gillyflower, tij; compD- 
menlal by Qaecn Eliiabetli on his 
vmeL tif, quota Sir E«aard Stat- 

. keT'innn on FannyCarew,!]!; quota 
MUlreu Anne Xaafan's aniwer to hii 
poetical aildnsf, IJ7; aiul his tcp\y. 



M. 

MAIXIKHA L-AC**. 111. 

" Maid' a Lament. The." 

seoand paper found in 



the young, iq. 

Man, gnlltleis, may feci I 
guilty, 157. 



sure of, before 
>e pang* of the 



Marlburoudi, Duke of. z6]. 
Manyas. Hayed bv Apollu, S^. 
Maiarine, nitei <if Piwce, Iwiated about 
Cromwell's fingw. 154- 



i 




Names, the iikIHi^ tt, wet 

meddled with. 174. 
Nipoleao, whjr ri— 
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s|ii> theagtolEliobeth, r6Sn. 

N^aoit, Admiral, 263- 
Nero, the pestilenCuil dogitar, 9 ; mo- 
tive for bunting Rome. g. 
NightiDgnlc, estimation of, in Italy. S;. 

O. 

OuotNOT, his grenadieri (righlen (he 

mnugerie of monkeys, tz^. 
Ovid, had the linest im^mation of all 

the andcDt Komani, 51; tniest tact 

in judging poetry, 51. 



Pafacv. the, niurpalion of. 6; ; nutc 

Piioit. duties of. 306. 

Fuliament, iuue of Act of Gnce in re- 
gard lo eating, 1 19. 

Feel, Sit Koliert, bow popular, 160; 
changed his lenliments tionesti; and 
always for the better, 160; refused the 
title of nobility. a6o; not enriched by 
the spoils of his countrr, 160 ; con- 
trasted with Walpole, i6a; a man 
virtuous and friendly m private, 360; 
1 monumeDt proposed at public ex- 
pense, 161 ; schools and almshouses 
the best inscriptiDn to his memory, 
aOi. 



it, Ix : die fnoksellen say tt must be 
called by this title, ii ; mniUled by 
the best hand, ix ; the live dialogues 
written hy ndther of the inteilocnlors, 



Persia conmiered yel rises again.^;. 

Petiatca, Francesco, his banishment 
from Florence, a ; malice and de- 
traction strangers Id him, 4 1 views 
on the stnittum of sentences, I a ; 
compaies the Italian with the Latin 
language, la ; his advice to Boccaccio 
in reganl to style, ij; remarks on 
men of high acid low suture, 13 1 



?-r&l: 



betCa and (jUmooda," 1 

definition of, 19; asac 

"'^"" better than he kno<n, n I 
the captui el lie 



i cniwtied i 



Chi 

bound him lo Daott^ »^ . 

of the two families on the nne dai, 
[ ; saw Dante but once, >> 1 rlipn 
at nations 30; 
method of pro- 
of Uie Cfaind^ 



Bobj ligation c 






, ifLaunLjj: 

love, 34 ; gives the vie. .. 

lents in regard to indemKT, -441 
— : 1 Virgil and Dantci tii 



quaternion, 9^ ; found 

135; last words . ., 
er, Ermissenda, 13$; 



lihrarf, 135; 



'JSiW. 



for not Anglidiiog hli name, jjtf 
his ancestry, 3741 changes hla bwob 
from PeliaccD, J74: tdcen lo Vn- 
cluse. 3751 lus earlr love <d Ae 
classics, 375 : educated at Uoalpclicr. 

375 i fim alterapir " -' 

poetr? neglected b 
3771.' ■ 



"iUTt^^* 






the populace, iSi ; 

of his age, 3Sa; ._. .„ 

Abelard, 3^3 ; love of liberty, ^£4 : his 
dream. 38} ; made private chaplun tu 
Queen Giovanna, 3U ; declines the 
oSice of Apostolic secretacr, fi&; 
leaves Naples, 3S6 ; ii i^sappicHntel ia 
Rieiiii, 387 ; lakes his taiewell of 
Laura, 3S7 ; visits his tHithphce. 
391 ; honors paid to him 391 1 his 

fioperty restortd by the Kepubfic ct 
lorence, 391 ; is r^alded M a Nt^ 
ard by pope Innocent, 101 ; his CBi- 
bassy by the emperor Charles, J93J 
resides at Lintcmo, 393 1 is jealous M 
Danie'i genius, {94 ; his chltdrto, 
lack of interest in, 3951 lllneu M 
Venice, J9S. 
Phxdrui. fable of, i; 
ophers, desctvi 
lost placs unwelcome, a6i, 

_ o Grigi lo the reader, lag. ' 

Pindar, and A""" ' ---*- "-**■ 
'3> 




PlaUinu Piindpia," puoD, ]ji. 

Pleaiare, mution of health alte knf 
(ondnement, iii. 

" Flici Palon'na," S9. 

Poclriri iti origin, ij: bymn* 10 tbe 
Cieator, i j : taiij bymas called upm 
the Datf tiu vcnKCance, ii ; ChrvMs 
in the lUad, ij; DithI in the 
Pulms, ij ; lirTfl oniotria unlaTor- 
•bU to lis produtUon, ■; : bcauila m 



toriiiiUcn .. , . 

Poet, what constitula ■ gn*! onr, loj. 
Facts, tho*e gone (al|r mrtn ui, thou 

lb«t renuin feirer us, ai i thrit mu 

liul cslimitei, 136 ; aHnpored U 

addcn, iiiS. 
Pope. iDfallibiliPr of, 66. 
Popccy, prayiogfor the dead, 170. 
Potency of the Fnndi tragic verse, »I6 
Power, one-mui, S. 
Praise, echo of, 14; and censure, thi 

gantnui and ungeneiDia use of, 11. 
Pnycn fut rain on e»et7 Sabbath, 130. 
PricMbood, its iDiquity tsiding to tbi 

utter BiBndoninent m rdi^on, 31. 
PriDCea, tbeii not ipothegm, t>3. 



Raffaelliko dsou Alfani, *ton' 

id, IlL 

Kcpublics, (plril of, omnlprescal, 6S, 
RInloiie, esope (rom, 13. 
Kictanl de Bury, his gresl learning, Jj. 
K;cbltd the Tbitd, his xnlce tu the 

nHiora,i64. 
ltjn»<i hu vuity, 389; likenas to 

Ni|i>>leoii, 389 1 ngrel f" his fall, 

3<lo; Impiiioiieii at Prague, jqi; hb 

reilonlion to power, i^i. 
Soifaiey, Adniifal. •A3. 
Jtuine, ■rained, Uooiiud In etenul >tcf 

^*Tt3ti BOOK uoljr Dot d'^niecaU4 



j; 1 tut citT (10 rise from the dead, ' 
]3| wretched dafi of, 71. | 

toinlly, Samuel, the sincercsl patriot of 
hb day, a6o. 



Saiht FmAnCNiCo and Porerlir, ti. 
isaJAl Simon Peter's divinity, f—rllfc- 

tioo of the poet, tu. 
Santando-, a slory of, iji-iii. 
Scnbcalw, abulule tuJet, yet atBotnts 

master uf hti time, 41. 
Senteot*, moat beiuciiul In all Latinity, 

Sec Ccofreddo (Chaucer}, greatest genius 
0^ Engiiah literature, 87. 

Shalupeve, Willlani, a one of (our pre- 
eminently great men, t]7j cause of 
hbhegiia, t^i; motive in writing, 141; 
eii ticisffl of lui Jew, 147 ; attends Ihe lu- 
Dcrai of Spenser, 147; not permilted to 
ttuuw his pen and poem into the grave 
with the other poets, 14$; brtcogniied 
u pbyer, not ai author, iig ; J acob's 
letla cooceniing him coacluded, 148 ; 
u raised 10 the company of the Queen'* I 
Players, 1481 his eiamlBAtion, let; 
hiuught iolo the great hall at Cbvl» 
' deer stealinc 



& Sills, 



iji ; view of prayer, iji ; leiaci 1 
Sir Silju Cough, 156; dialucu« b 
iween him. Sir TBomsi, and $& Sill 
1S71 he begs to be commiited, 15: . 
wltnrueitiutuaoDedagBiiutbim, I J; I 
be hodi a bit of disacpaacy in &« ] 
teslinKiny, i^qioullineolpUysfMwid, f 
1A4, H,: recites "Tha Ucnnald," aod | 
"llie Merman," iM: papen Iwod 
i> bis pockets, i«7; '■I'he Owlet," 
1C7 ; is advised by Sir Thonaa Lucy, 
i63j his poem "The Uald's L» 
meat," 169; la threatened with the 
pUow*. 171 1 ' ■-— - ' — 



Thomas to hang him, 1S3 J I 
mitmHit proposed, i3o ; his 
Sir Thomas deserves letters 



3^a 

... Sir Thomas says he shall not I 
die, lit;; Sit Siias suggots pairing of | 
the can and lirsnding of tbe focrhad, I 
ttj; .Sir Thimvu begs lo know how 
be nuy cease to dis^ace the county. 



4i8 



INDEX. 



1 87 ; he points out the conflicting tes- 
timony, 187 ; makes his own plea, 
188 ; flaw in the testimony of Treen, 
189; is accused of suborning the wit- 
nesses, 190; his narration, 192; dia- 
logue between him and the Oxford 
preacher, 193 ; dines with Dr. Glas- 
ton, 194; reports the sermon of Dr. 
Glaston to Sir Thomas, 197 ; not po- 
pishly inclined, 202 ; encounter of wit 
with Sir Silas, 203, 204 ; is advis«i by 
Sir Thomas Lucy to copy the French 
drama and avoid tragedy and comedy, 
215 ; his verses on a "Sweet Brier," 
220 ; lines to Sir Thomas, 224 ; ad- 
vice in case of sparing his life, 229 ; 
song of the ** Two Is^ks " ajo; his 
release commanded by Sir Thomas, 




touch it with both lips, 242 ; is com- 
manded to swear, 243 ; his vow not to 
forget or desert his Hannah, 243 ; in- 
cites the wrath of Sir Silas and Sir 
Thomas, 243 ; his sudden flight, 244 , 
twelve days sifter the flight, 245 ; Han- 
nah's doleful plight about him, 245 ; 
his mother and Hannah admonished 
to forget him, 245 ; the sorrel mare 
on which he fled his father's, 245 ; ac- 
cused of horse-stealing, 245 ; his father 
bound over as his prosecutor at the 
next assizes, 245 ; the futurity of his 
genius, 255 ; is called the only uni- 
versal poet, 367. 

Shelley, reference to, 383, n, 

Sidney, Philip, 263. 

Simon and Master Adam, dialogue be- 
tween, 39. 

Sincerity,'hatred of, 112. 

Solitude and Nature, influence of, 84. 

Sonnet, the, adapted to the languor of 
love, 48 ; how poetasters are using it, 

49- 

Sophocles, iKschylus, Homer, 9S. 

Southcy, his hostility to Bonaparte, 269 ; 
studious of classical models, 368 : mer- 
its of his " Roderick " as compared 
with "Marmion," 368. 

Sovereigns, their relative greatness, 262. 

Spenser, Edmund, fugitive from Ire- 
land, 146 ; compared with ancient and 
modem poets. 146 ; interview between 
Spenser and Essex, 146 ; his death, 
146. 

Statues, places most suitable for, 259, 



Story, two ways of coonpletloii, 1S9. 

Style, usually follows toe confoanalkm 
of the mind, 257. 

T. 

Tautology, bad in all tongues and all 
times, 47 ; Psalms of David, 47. 

Tennyson's " Godiva," 323. 

Theocritus, Idyls of, 301-324; best 
German editions of. 301 ; doubts of 
genuineness, 301 ; sketch of his life, 
304 ; imitotedV VirgU, 305 ; by Mil- 
ton, 307 ; compared with Mlltoo, %oS ; 
Virgil's translations, 11 a ; has little 
suUimity, 319; beautiful thoughts i« 
his Pastorals, 32^ 

Theology, the moUier of violence, a62 : 
kings were her lackeys. 262. 

Thomson, James, beautiful descriptions 
in his ^'^Seasons," 323; deficient in 
delineation of character, 323. 

Thought, does not separate man from 
the orutes, — brutes think, 256. 

Thoughts, renovatin? and cheerful, 35. 

Thrace and Scytliia, lands of faUe, 26. 

Thracians, worn-out wonders, 27. 

Time, powerless over thoughts in their 
cabinet of words, 10 1 ; reckoned in 
sleep as in heaven. 118. 

Tower at Certaldo, aescription of, 117, 

Towns, barbarous, do not know their 
own great men, —the towns ol Italy 
reverence theirs, 88. 

Tradition, we admire by it, 14. 

Treen, Euseby, a witness against Shak- 
speare, 178; his evidence, 179; his 
fright on beholding the deer-stealers, 
182. 

Truth, only unpleasant in its novelty, 
46 ; §agged by theology, 262. 



U. 



Urban, Pope, fixes hb residence at 

Rome, 397. 
Usurpers, often the greatest and fa^t of 

princes, 264. 

V. 

Venice, is among cities what Shak- 

speare is among men, 285. 
Verses, stolen, get bruised and bitten 

like stolen apples, 103. 
Virgil and Hesiod compared, 47 ; Virgil 



INDEX. 
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frost-bitten, 47 ; his kindness to dumb 

creatures, 53. 
Virtue cannot drive out sickness and 

sorrow, 396. 
Vow, fulnmient of, 8. 



W. 

Walpolb, Robert, his talent for busi- 
ness, 260. 

Warnings, given at all times of life, 43. 

Wellington, Duke of, 263; his de- 
spatcnes, knowledge, sense, and wis- 
dom displayed in,' 267; cannot make 
his actions greater than they are, 268 ; 
Landor commends the purity, concise- 
ness, and nunliness of nis style, 268. 

Westminster Abbe)', not suitable for 
statues of warriors and statesmen, 261 . 



Wilkes, John, exdted nacre enthusiasm 
than Hampden, 264. 

Women, foibles of, 11. 

Words, last of the preacher and the 
hanged, 206. 

Wordsworth, William, his ** Michael,** 
323 1 beauty of his idyls in the " Ex- 
cursion," 323 ; always contemplative, 
but never creative, 367. 

Work and recreation, (Offices compared, 

lOI. 

Writers, celebrated, how to speak of 
them publicly, 64. 



Zeno, worthy a place in the gallery of 
Lucullus, 262. 
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